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Burn the Rain 


Author's Notes: 

First time posting, plz no bully. So I've had this story in my mind for a long while now, to the detriment of 
other work I've attempted to put out. After having been stuck for months on a single chapter of an original 
work, | cranked this out in a comparatively quick week or so. It's been something that's been hanging in my 
brain, like a thick cloud, and the only way to be able to work on my original work again is to give birth to this. 
I've read a few other stories with a similar premise as this, but without exception, they've been unfinished and 
not to my liking. So if you want to do something right, you gotta do it yourself. | enjoyed writing this. It felt like 
lifting a great weight off my chest. And while this first chapter could very well be a stand-alone, | will just 
drop this off here for now, and see if you want more. | have so much more in mind. And this shit could get 


wild. Anyway, enough of my yammering. Read the thing. Thank. 


‘instantly realized that everything in my life that ld thought was unfixable was totally fixable-except for having 
Just jumped" ~ Ken Baldwin 


April Sth, 1994 


There was a certain irony in Kurt listening to REM's “Everybody Hurts," sitting on the floor, pumped full of 
enough heroin to kill a horse and aiming a 20-gauge shotgun under his chin. Mike had written this song about 
the rate of teen suicides on the rise, and here Kurt was, trying to determine the best angle to blow his head 
off. His brain was fuzzy, his thoughts were as sluggish as his movements. He was tired, oh so tired, of the 
fame he thought he wanted, the pain in his back, the pain in his stomach, the cycle of going through addiction 
and rehab and addiction again, the paparazzi, his crumbling marriage, the disappointment he'd brought upon just 
about everybody who knew him because he just couldn't stop fucking it up again and again and again. it was too 
much. An image came to mind of a submarine, deep in the depths of the ocean, sinking deeper and deeper until 
the pressure crushes its steel hull crumpled like a crushed Coke can. Kurt had dove too deep, too fast. Every 
milestone caused a dent in the sub, a creak or groan of agonized metal, a sprung leak, a bolt popping. The 
tension of waiting for the inevitable implosion had come to an end, and it would end with an explosion of his 


brains on the wall. 


Kurt decided that the temple was the best bet. Holding the shotgun was odd at this angle, and he still had his 
Chuck Taylors on his feet. It wasn't necessary to pull the trigger, really, it just needed a squeeze. While holding 
the barrel in his left hand, his right moved down the body of the weapon, towards the trigger. There wouldn't 
be much of his head left. He hoped he could blast away the face he always saw as ugly, to completely shatter 
it into a million tiny, bloody pieces, so he'd never have to look at his loathsome, junkie face looking back at him 


again. 
And yet, there was a moment of hesitation. 


Something shifted. Kurt wasn't sure what, but he felt it. It wasn't like a tectonic shift, or anything physical, 
but something that felt almost cosmic. Maybe it was the heroin turning his brain to mush. Maybe it was 
something else. Shit, maybe it was Boddah. But with that shift came a sudden awareness, a small voice 


somewhere in the back of his mind, pleading. 
You dont have to do this. 


Slowly, Kurt moved the muzzle of the gun away from his head. He rested it against his right ear. In his stupor, 
he struggled to find a rebuttal to the little voice inside. "Shut up," he mumbled instead. "| made my choice." 


Please, it said, more urgently now. It had to have been inside his head, and yet, it also felt like it couldn't be 
inside his head. He lazily slurped up a string of drool that was threatening to drip onto his shirt. His brain was 
too clouded for him to hear any voices. Was this some kind of divine intervention? No, that was stupid. The 
very notion of putting the gun down and devoting himself to Jesus made blowing his brains out all the more 


tempting. That wasn't happening. 
Think about her. 


With great effort, Kurt lifted his head, slowly, peeking through his scraggly hair. Courtney? No, not Courtney. 


He loved Courtney, but it was the kind of love that made him feel like they were eating each other alive, the 
passion all claws and teeth and blood. But leaving would lead to a divorce, no doubt a messy divorce, a divorce 


that would only traumatize.. Frances. 


His vision went blurry with tears, and he let out a pitiful whimper. He was a shitty dad. What kind of dad 
leaves their daughter's first birthday party to shoot up? The kind that didn't deserve to be a dad. The kind 


that was worse than his dad 

She needs you 

"Not me," he muttered. "lm a loser. A downer. | don't enjoy anything anymore. It's over" 
Yes, you can 

He sniffled "I dont. | don't think | can do it." 


Do it for her. 


Kurt slumped over further. He couldn't hold it back anymore. Hot tears spilled down his gaunt cheeks, and his 
throat clenched as it tried to stop the sobs from escaping. Just one reason. Just one, enough to turn back. He 
could stop right now. His whole body started to shake and he broke out in a cold sweat. Maybe things could be 
fixed after all. Maybe, if he got help, real help, things could finally be okay. He felt a twinge in his fingers, and 
then-- 


A bang. 


Kurt fell onto his back. Michael Stipe's melancholy vocals were now replaced by a tinny ring in both his ears. 
Was he dead? He felt as though he couldn't move. The shotgun against his chest rolled off onto the floor as 


Kurt's chest rose, his lungs desperate for air. 


He was.. alive? The ceiling above him was spinning, his mouth felt dry, and he was on the verge of puking. 
Instinctively, he turned his head to the side, and croaked out a soupy spew of vomit. As the last of it passed 
through his lips, he felt as though he was swallowed up by a giant hole, and lost consciousness. 


When Kurt opened his eyes again, he wasn't sure how long he'd been out, but it was long enough that the 
record was still spinning as the needle tried to keep its place, scratching the edge. He was still in the 
greenhouse. He tried to lift his head, but he felt something warm and sticky on the right side of his face. He 
managed to jerk his head up, and touched the side of his face that had been on the floor, and examined his 
fingertips. 


There was blood. A lot of it. While most of it appeared congealed, it was still flowing. His eyes widened. He sat 


up, and as he felt up the side of his face further, his fingertips brushed the hair now plastered along his jaw, 
and up to his ear. It was wet. When he looked at his fingers again it was redder, brighter. He felt his head go 
light, and with a great effort, he pushed himself onto his unsteady feet. Help. He needed help. Il. Ambulance. 


He moved like a drunken sailor in an old cartoon, heaving his body against the wall to balance himself enough to 
go out the door, down the hall, down the stairs, and into the kitchen. As he stumbled towards the cordless 
phone, sitting in its cradle, he reached out with his clean hand to pick it up. As he was about to dial, he 
stopped, and noticed his blood-smeared fingers. 


A thought floated through his head of how the press might find out about this ‘Il call, play it on the news, 
expose him at the absolute lowest he could go and have yet even more tabloid fodder about the junkie loser 
who tried (and failed) to blow his own head off in the middle of his goddamn mansion. Maybe call Courtney? No, 
she was out of town Mom? Itd be too much for her, she'd go hysterical with worry. The third choice was 
the guy that, last time he saw him, he punched him and ran away like a bitch to avoid yet another agonizing 
stay in rehab.. Krist. 


They used to be so close, a long time ago. Kurt looked up to him, both figuratively and quite literally, but lately 
he'd been doing as much as he could to push him and everybody else he worked with away, perhaps to make 
them feel less sorry for Kurt after he died. But as much as he pushed Krist away, as much of an asshole as 
he'd been over splitting profits over the record deals and talked shit about how he was Kurt Fucking Cobain, 
genius and voice of the disenfranchised youth, and didn't need Nirvana. Krist still stuck around. So did Dave, to 
his credit, but Dave felt more like a wide-eyed puppy dog who looked up to Kurt. Krist, he knew longer. Krist 
knew him better. Krist would forgive him.. right? 


He dialed Krists number, smearing blood on the buttons, aware that he couldn't hear the beeps from the 
numbers. His ears were still ringing, like someone hit a wind chime with a tuning fork right in his eardrum. He 
could barely make out the sound of the phone ringing. He ran his tongue across the roof of his mouth to try 
and lessen the dryness, and winced. What if he didn't pick up? What if he wasn't able to hear Krist on the 


other side? 


A low, mumbling noise came through the speaker. It was a voice, but it was hard to hear over the ringing, 
coming through with all the clarity of a grown-up in a Peanuts cartoon. "Krist," said Kurt, as he leaned onto 
the kitchen counter. "Krist, its Kurt. | need your help. l. | hurt myself, pretty bad. My head's bleeding and | 
can't hear anything!" He had raised his voice by this point, just trying to hear himself over the ringing. "I think. 
oh God, | think | might be deaf. | went and made myself deaf." He barely got out the last word before he 
broke down again, this time into ugly blubbering. The implication only just now hit him, and he reconsidered 
getting that shotgun and finishing what he started. 


The noises on the other end of the phone were hard to make out, but Krist sounded as though he was talking 
slowly and deliberately. Kurt could only barely pick out a few words. "Stay. there, I'll. pick.. up. Don't... find a.. 
stop.. bleed, and just.. okay?" 


"Please.. please hurry," said Kurt. "Im sorry, I'm so sorry, I'm sorry for.. for everything, okay? Hurry. Hurry, 


please." 


There was some more words on Krist's end, and though it was hard to hear what he said, his tone was that 
of someone who was clearly panicked but trying to remain and keep everyone else calm and reassured. "On... 


way. See you.. okay?" 


"Okay," said Kurt. He might have heard the sound of the phone hanging up, but he wasn't sure until the dial 
tone kicked in. Kurt hung up, and placed the bloody phone back in its cradle. He couldn't remember where a 
First Aid kit might be (or if they even had one in the house stocked), so instead Kurt improvised by unfurling 
half of the paper towels still left, taking the wad in his hand, opening the fridge, pulling out the ice cube tray, 
and dumping the whole lot onto the towels before folding them over the ice and putting the whole thing against 
his ear. He didn't know if this would actually do anything to help, but at this point, he felt as though he were 
acting on some crude, childlike instinct. As he held the ice and paper towels against his head, he slid against the 
cabinets and onto the kitchen floor, knees up against his chest, and just sitting. And waiting. 


As he waited, the ice started to melt through the paper towels and run down the side of his face. He started 
banging the back of his head against the cabinet door. He could barely feel it. His eyes went half-lidded, and he 
took in each breath slowly. He wasn't sure how long he sat there on the kitchen floor, just breathing and 
sitting there while he waited. He wondered if he'd be able to hear the doorbell or any knocking at the front 
door, but yet, he stayed, almost motionless. His head felt heavier and heavier, and his eyelids drooped, as he 


nodded off. 


It had only felt like he'd been asleep for a few seconds before he awoke with a snort. He could hear a low, loud 
thumping noise, and something that sounded like distant hollering from a mile away. He stood to his feet, and 
lumbered towards the front door, before he finally unlocked it, swung it open, and was greeted with a panicked, 
sweaty, pale Krist. He saw Krist mouth the words "holy shit," and stepped aside as Krist made his way in. Krist 
wrapped an arm around Kurt's shoulder, and ushered him back to the kitchen as he closed the door behind 


him. 


Krist gently pushed Kurt down in a chair by the kitchen table, and he bent down so that he was eye-level with 


Kurt. Kurt's eyes darted away in shame. 


"Hey," said Krist, raising his voice, speaking slowly, "can you hear me?" His voice was muffled, but Kurt could 
hear him, so he nodded. 


"Okay," said Krist. "Let me see where you're hurt” 

Kurt pulled the wad of melting ice and soggy paper towels away from his ear. Krist leaned closer to Kurt's ear, 
and brushed his wet hair out of the way. With Krist so close, Kurt could hear him hiss through his teeth. 
"What... what the hell did you do?" 


"I. had an accident," Kurt said. 


"What the fuck kind of accident caused this™ 


Kurt went silent. He resisted the urge to start biting his thumbnail, and instead just gripped the seat of the 


chair. 


"Fine, don't tell me," said Krist. "Just stay right there, okay? Try not to fuck yourself up anymore than you 
have already." He left the room, heading towards the bathroom. Kurt took this time to gingerly trace his finger 
along his ear, starting at the lobe and tracing it up to the helix, where he stopped. There was a divot halfway 
up his ear cartilage. He kept going, and his finger dipped. There was a chunk of his ear that was just gone, like 
someone had just taken a bite out of the shell of his ear, and he hadn't even felt it. 


"Shit," he muttered. How the fuck was he going to explain this? And what if he went to the greenhouse, found 
the gun, the puddle of blood and vomit, the suicide note stuffed in the flower pot? If he wasn't going to rehab, 
surely he was going to be put up in the mental ward. People who are well don't try and splatter their brains 
on the ceiling in their mansions. He heard Krist yelling something from another room. "I CAN'T HEAR YOU!" Kurt 
shouted back. 


Krist came back in the kitchen dangling his car keys. "Let's go," he said. "We're going to the ER” 
"Can't you patch this up?" asked Kurt. "Put on some bandages..2" 


"No," said Krist, shaking his head. "I think we gotta go." He grabbed hold of Kurt's elbow, and Kurt stared at 


Krist's hand with a look of unease. 


‘It ll be okay," said Krist. "If you messed up your hearing, you need to see a doctor A-S-A-P, or you're gonna 
be a rock r roll Beethoven" Kurt stared at him blankly. "Y'know... like you're gonna be writing songs you can't 


hear?" 
"Yeah--" 
"Cause you'd be deaf?" 


"Yeah, | get it, thanks," Kurt said. He got up out of the chair, and followed Krist to the car. 

The sky was pregnant with low, dark clouds that hung like soaked, dirty cotton in the air, blocking out the sun 
and threatening rain. The wind snaked through the trees, rattling through the branches, though the sound of 
rustling leaves was drowned out by Kurt's tinnitus. Krist opened up the passenger side door for Kurt, before 
rounding the front of the car and getting into the driver's seat. Kurt had a fleeting thought of Krist's old car, 
a car that he barely fit into, hunched over the steering wheel when the seat wouldn't go far back enough for 
his legs to fully stretch, and riding to work alongside him as a janitor. A part of him longed for those days, 
just playing shows at people's houses, recording demos on tape cassette, dreaming of being a rock star without 
having any idea about the pitfalls of life in the spotlight. Krist started the car, and immediately turned the 
radio off, cutting off what sounded like some Green Day song; Kurt couldn't really tell which. The car backed 


up, and rolled out of the driveway and onto the road. 


The two of them stayed quiet for a while. Kurts hands were still smeared with dried blood, and they lay in his 
lap, palms upturned, fingers slightly curled, making his hands look like a pair of oversized dead leaves. He looked 
over to Krist, who was tapping the steering wheel with his fingers nervously. Kurt turned his gaze over to the 
window, leaning his head against the glass, watching the scenery roll by. There was a word for why the trees 
and telephones zipped past while the clouds drifted slowly by, wasn't there? What was it? He might have heard 
a friend of a friend talking about it while playing some game on the Sega Genesis, while also bragging about 
something called "blast processing.’ Something scrolling. Why was he thinking about this now? Was it to avoid 
talking about how this mess got started? Probably. He kept thinking about the greenhouse. How much had Krist 
found out while Kurt was in the kitchen? Was he even going to bring it up? 


"You need to tell the doctors what happened," Krist finally spoke up. He glanced over at Kurt for a split second. 
"You don't have to tell me now. | know you don't want to. But you gotta come clean with the doctors. Alright?" 


"Yeah, okay," Kurt mumbled. 

"Please," said Krist, with emphasis. 

Kurt nodded. "I will." 

"Good," said Krist with a sigh. "Thank you. | know you hate this, | mean, /hate going through this, but | worry 
about you, you know? Christ, | realize | sound like I'm your fucking mom here, but." his voice hitched, and he 
let that last "but" hang in the air. (Heh, butt, Kurt thought to himself, hearing it in Butthead's voice. A quick 
smile flashed over his face, and vanished just as quickly.) Kurt turned to look at Krist. Krist's fingers were 
twitching on the steering wheel, and his eyes looked glassy. He looked so ragged, like an old stuffed animal 
thrown in the dryer one too many times and the stitching coming undone. 


"| love you too, babe," said Kurt flatly. 


Krist barked out a laugh, shoulders shaking, barely managing to keep his eyes on the road. "You son of a bitch," 
he said as he broke out into his familiar goofy grin "Fuck you." 


"If you insist," said Kurt. 


"Can it, you saucy little whore," Krist snapped back, putting on an old gangster movie accent as he was trying 


to hold back laughter. "You drunken floozy, you.. you fart" That last word got a snicker out of Kurt. 
"Where did that come from?" Kurt asked. 


"There's supposed to be this channel for old movies debuting in like two weeks," said Krist. "I keep seeing spots 
for it while I'm watching TV. | think its one of Ted Turner's channels." 


"He's not gonna colorize all the movies, is he?" asked Kurt, bumping the back of his head against the car seat 


headrest. 

"No, actually, apparently they're gonna be run without commercials," said Krist. "So that's good. | don't need to 
see that same goddamn Life Alert commercial while I'm trying to watch old, politically incorrect movies. Really 
takes you out of the experience." 


"You mean to tell me that you're sick of hearing ‘help! I've fallen, and | can't get up?" 


Krist let out a comical groan, and Kurt laughed. "Speaking of grievous bodily harm," Krist said, "has your ear 


finally stopped bleeding?" 

"Yeah, it's clotted up," said Kurt. 
"Ears still ringing?" 

"Yeah. yeah, they still are." 


The Swedish Cherry Hill Campus hospital was now within view. Krist took a deep breath, and exhaled through 
his mouth. "Here we go," he said, though Kurt could barely hear it. 


"Krist?" 

"Yeah?" Krist pulled up and turned onto the campus drive, heading for the ER. 

‘Im.. 'm sorry, about all this," said Kurt. "For every--" 

"Dude, you already apologized plenty over the phone," said Krist. "You've got problems, but you're not the only 
one with.. problems, like that. | might not be able to understand everything you're going through, but | do 
understand more than you know, you know?" The ER. was now within view, and Krist slowed the car to a roll 
as he looked over to Kurt, giving him a comforting smile. "I forgive you, alright?" 

Kurt breathed a sigh of relief. "Even after punching you in the face?" 

"Eh, you didn't do a whole lot of damage, with those little noodle arms you got," said Krist, as he pulled into a 
visitor's parking spot. "But, yeah. Even after you punched me in the face, you fucking asshole." He couldn't keep 
a straight face at the end of that last sentence. 

"Thanks, then," said Kurt. "For everything." He paused. "You... cock-sucking son of a bitch." 

"Oh, you fucking wish" laughed Krist, giving Kurt's shoulder a playful shove before he put the car in park and 


cut off the ignition. "Now, c'mon, Beethoven," he said as he unbuckled his seatbelt, "we're gonna get you to a 


doctor. Maybe with all that blood all over you, they might see us quicker.” 


The both of them got out of the car, and walked toward the doors of the Emergency Room. There was a wild- 
haired old lady with a cane and a prosthetic leg walking past, and she looked at Kurt, goggle-eyed behind her 
thick, square glasses. "Sweet Jesus, boy," she exclaimed as Kurt approached. "What in the hell happened to 


your" 

"Snapping turtle bit my ear off," Kurt answered in a matter-of-fact tone. 

"Snapping turtle?" the old lady echoed incredulously. "Up here?" 

"He came a long way," said Krist. "Rode on a bus all the way to Florida to get revenge." 
"Revenge for what?" she asked. 

"For leaving him behind in 'Nam," said Krist dramatically. 


She shook her head. "You kids are kooky,” she said. "Koo-koo in the coconut" She shuffled off, swinging her 
prosthetic leg forward like a tin soldier. 


Kurt and Krist giggled. It was strange; not just the old lady, but this entire situation was strange. A few hours 
ago, Kurt was committed to killing himself, so sure that there was nothing good for him left in this world, and 
now here he was, with one of his oldest friends, laughing at the words of a weird old lady. Krist was back to 
being his regular, goofball self instead of a shaken mess. Kurt felt.. not quite happy, really. Relieved? He'd 
stared down the barrel of a shotgun earlier and now he was alive. He was hopeful For the first time in a long 
time, he felt optimistic.. Perhaps the shock to his system was enough to pull him, rather violently, from his 
depressive state. Perhaps all his problems could be fixed Or perhaps this was the event that he needed to be 


able to gain some perspective. 


Kurt and Krist walked through the sliding glass doors of the Emergency Room, and Kurt took a deep breath, 
filling his lungs with air and letting it blow out of his nose. 


"Do it for her," he muttered under his breath, and the doors slid shut behind them. 


Robin's Egg 


Krist had been right about being seen more quickly by being covered in blood. As soon as Kurt approached the 
receptionist, she did a double-take, and they got him a bed and started testing his vitals. When asked if he was 
on any medications, Kurt answered "I took a shit-ton of valium and heroin earlier." 

"Do you know how much?" the nurse asked as she measured his blood pressure. 

"Enough that l'm surprised I'm still alive," Kurt answered. 

Krist was in the waiting room. He'd wanted to give Kurt some privacy, which was considerate of him. He was 
always considerate. Shortly before the intervention, Krist had offered to take him out to dinner, and Kurt had 
used to opportunity to score more smack. His dealer had been waiting there for him. Kurt had dropped all 
pretext of being sneaky and bought it while Krist was watching, and then lied afterward. That had only been, 
what, a couple weeks ago? He'd gone out of his way to isolate himself. 

"Hello?" 


"Huh?" Kurt snapped out of his introspection, and looked at the nurse. 


"How did you damage your ear?" the nurse asked again, louder this time. Her voice was coarse, but not in an 


off-putting way. 
"Oh," said Kurt. "Shotgun went off next to it" 


The nurse raised her hoary eyebrows. "And how did that happen?" she asked. She squeezed the bulb on the 


blood pressure cuff until it was at its tightest around Kurt's arm. 


"| was going to kill myself but | changed my mind at the last minute," said Kurt. He tried to sound as blase as 


possible about it, but his voice wavered. 
"Guess you got lucky," said the Nurse. 
"| guess," said Kurt. 

"You got a second chance," she said. 


"Third chance," Kurt muttered, remembering swallowing all those pills in Rome earlier that year. Technically, 


fourth, he thought. If he was counting that time he sat on train tracks by his house when he was I5. 


"Third?" the nurse echoed. She shook her head. "Well, | guess the third time's the charm, ain't it?" She released 


the pressure on the cuff, and jotted down his blood pressure. 


Kurt tried to laugh, but just let out a dry wheeze. The nurse cast him a look for a moment, before standing 


back up. "I'll be right back for your ear," she said. "Just sit tight, honey." 

When she came back, she cleaned his wound, swabbing his entire ear in iodine Her hands felt rough, but her 
touch was delicate; these were hands that had done this work for decades. Kurt's little sister had talked about 
getting into nursing as a career, and he tried to picture her working alongside the gruff, middle-aged nurse 
that was attending to him. And now he was thinking about what a shit big brother he'd been. 

It really did seem like he'd done a shit job of just about everything in his life at this point. 


When the doctor finally came in, he introduced himself to Kurt as Dr. Bernstein, shaking his hand briefly before 


examining Kurt's ear, both externally and internally with an otoscope. "How's your hearing?" he asked. 
"Better than earlier," said Kurt. "Everything's less muffled, but my ears are still ringing.’ 


"lll bet," said the doctor. "Well, hearing loss is progressive; the more exposure to high decibel noises, the worse 


your hearing will get. Do you work in a job where you're exposed to a lot of prolonged, loud noises?" 
Kurt smirked. "Yeah, | guess you could say | do." 


"We'll have to get you referred to an ENT, then," said Dr. Bernstein. "Doris, would you kindly get a sample from 


Kurt here so we can get some blood work done? I'll be right back to start the procedure." 

The nurse nodded. When taking Kurt's blood, she noticed the puncture wounds in the crook of his elbow, and 
sighed as she swabbed it. As she drew out the blood with a needle, Kurt noticed a mop of brown hair peeking 
from around the curtain separating the beds. He turned his head to look, and saw Krist sheepishly peering over 
him. 

"Hey," he said in a subdued voice. 

"Hey," Kurt said back. 

Krist stepped out from behind the curtain. "So, uh, | called your mom." 

Kurt groaned. "What'd she say?" 


"She's on her way here," said Krist. "I tried to get a hold of Courtney, but | couldn't get through to her." 


"Great," Kurt mumbled. He honestly wasn't sure if he could deal with Courtney right now. Perhaps if she were 
given time to cool off, maybe, but he dreaded it all the same. 


Why cant | just go home with Krist? 


Kurt wasn't sure where that thought sprang from, but it clung to his brain as Krist sat down in the chair 
next to the hospital bed. Even seated, Krist was too big for his surroundings, and he stretched his long legs 
out in front of him, rather than have his knees raised awkwardly if his feet rested flat on the floor. His was 
the kind of presence Kurt needed right now; that goofy, optimistic demeanor that had a quip for just about 
every situation, that grounded force to keep Kurt level. There weren't a whole lot of people in his life that 
could provide that, to be the ear on the other end of the telephone to listen when he'd gotten into a fight with 
Courtney, or he saw more bullshit printed in the tabloids. To be his rock to grab hold of in the sea of fuckery 


that was everyday existence. 

"Did you call anybody else?" Kurt asked. 

"No," said Krist. "Why, should |?" 

"Nah," said Kurt. "Just checking." He paused for a moment, and added, "Maybe give Dave a call later." 

"Sure," said Krist. "Is there anything you want me to tell him?" 

"| don't know, just... just let him know what's happening. | don't know if | can see him yet" 

"Why's that?" 

Kurt had a mental image of Dave coming in and freaking out, peppering Kurt with a million questions about 
what happened, was he okay, why did it happen, what was going to happen now, what was going to happen to 


the band, begging Kurt to just talk to people, goddammit, that he could talk to Dave, he just wanted to help. 
Kurt groaned at the thought. 


| don't wanna upset him," sighed Kurt. 


"I think that's probably gonna happen anyway, after what happened," said Krist earnestly. He leaned over in his 
chair, and clasped his hands together as they hung between his outstretched legs. "But | think he'll be more 


relieved you're okay than anything else." 
"| don't really think I'm okay," Kurt muttered darkly. "I think I'm fucked up." 


Krist didn't reply right away, his eyes turning to the floor. He ruminated on Kurt's statement, rubbing his 
hands together idly. "| mean.. yeah, | guess so, but we're all fucked up," said Krist. "Everybody's fucked up in 
some way or another. You just gotta find a way to keep going on through it, gotta try the best you can to. to 
deal with it." There was a hitch in Krist's voice. He attempted to clear his throat, and reached over to Kurt, 
patting Kurt's hand and nearly enveloping it with his own. "But you don't have to do it alone." 


Kurt's fingers curled inwards, and he took hold of Krist's hand. He'd been fairly vocal of being starved of male 


physical affection, feeling boxed in by societal standards of masculinity. That was hardly a secret. What was 


more secret were the lingering feelings that Kurt knew were mutual, that the both of them tried to push 
away. Shortly after they'd first met, they'd drank and gotten high and kissed and experimented with one 
another, all touching and exploring one another's bodies in a way that Kurt hadn't felt comfortable enough to 
do before, and after they'd jerked each other off they both went out and spray-painted "GOD IS GAY" on the 
side of a church. But for whatever reason, despite the open displays of affection, the public open-mouthed 
kissing that included that time on the set of Saturday Night Live in front of the whole cast and crew and 
audience and millions of live viewers and the fooling around they'd did on tour in the late 80's; despite all of 
this, they both felt the need to settle down with women, and Kurt wanted a happy nuclear family more than 
anything. There was still that hesitation, however. Yes, he loved Courtney, probably more than was healthy for 
him, but a part of him wished he could have them both and live in some kind of bisexual, three-way 
relationship where they were all equally in love and intimate and maybe shut off the rest of the world forever 
so they could all raise Frances together. Kurt felt embarrassed even entertaining this thought. It was 
impractical, and selfish, and extremely unrealistic. But it was still there, and as they both looked up at each 
other, Kurt gave Krist's hand a tender squeeze. Krist let out a contented hum, and squeezed back. 


When Dr. Bernstein and the nurse came back in, they briefly noticed the two young men holding hands, but 
aside from raised eyebrows from the nurse, they didn't react. Kurt just gripped Krist's hand harder. Dr. 
Bernstein cleared his throat. 


“Alright, Kurt," he said, "We're going to try and fix your ear as best we can. If you can ask your partner to--" 


"He's, uh, he's not actually my partner," Kurt admitted. He loosened his grip on Krists hand until it was in a 
complete resting position. "We're actually both married--" 


"But darling!" Krist exclaimed with all the melodrama of a daytime soap actress, "Why must you be ashamed of 
our love? Have we not been through so much together?" He plashed his hand across his forehead. "0, to 
experience such betrayal from my sweet babboo!" 


"lm sure Shelli would love to hear that,” said Kurt, cracking a sardonic smile. 


"Anyway," Dr. Bernstein spoke up again, "if you can ask your friend to move aside so we can perform the 


procedure, we can get started." 
"Does he have to leave?" Kurt asked. 
"No," said the doctor, "but he does need to be out of the way." 


Krist grabbed a hold of the seat underneath him, and without his butt leaving the cushion, rocked onto his 
feet and scooted back a few feet before placing the chair back down. 


And he stayed for the duration of the procedure; the injection of the local anesthetic, the cleaning of the 
chunk of ear, and the stitching of the cartilage to close the opened flesh. When the doctor had finished, he had 


the nurse fetch a hand mirror and give it to Kurt, who only now was really able to examine the damage done. 


Before this, he'd only had the side mirrors on Krists car and his reflection in the car window to get a look at 
it. The end result looked slightly less gnarly than before, smoothing out the tattered edge of the wound with 
thick, black stitches. 


"There," said Dr. Bernstein, standing back as he admired his work, "that's about all | can do for you here. We 


have an excellent plastic surgeon who does fine restoration work" 


"Thanks," mumbled Kurt. He wasn't sure how to feel about it. There was a part of him that was excited at the 
disfigurement his botched suicide attempt had caused, sick as it was to consider. The rest of him just felt 
woozy, as black and white spots started to dot his vision 


Kurt could feel himself being lifted from the bed and placed into a wheelchair. He could still hear Dr. Bernstein 
talking, but it flattened into an indistinguishable mush of throat noises. Kurt's head lolled back, and he watched 
the bright rectangles of fluorescent lights fly over his head. He closed his eyes for what felt like only a 


moment, only to open them in a completely different room. 


He found himself in a hospital bed, in a proper room, and a tiny television loomed over him from the furthest 
corner of the room. The image on TV was the opening of Mork and Mindy, and Kurt watched transfixed as a 
red-uniformed Robin Williams punched his way out of the giant white egg that served as his spacecraft. Kurt 
couldn't explain why, but he suddenly felt an inexplicable sadness. Maybe it was the drugs he'd been given, or 
the ones he took before he wound up here. Maybe it was remembering being a little kid and feeling like he was 
a space alien too, stuck on a planet he couldn't fully understand, and hearing an audience laugh at this weirdo 
wearing rainbow suspenders. He heard a nasally grunt from next to him, and turned his head to the side to see 
Krist again, exhausted, slumped over in his chair with his head hanging downward as he napped. Kurt smiled a 
weak and weary smile, and felt a stray tear run down his cheek. He sniffled, and raised his hand to wipe it 
away. There was still an IV drip in his arm. And what time was it anyway? The sky outside the half-lidded 


blinds looked pink and orange. How long had he been out? 

There was then the sound of high heels click-clacking on the linoleum floor, briskly approaching Kurt's room. He 
turned his head, and he locked eyes with his mother, primly dressed with hair and make-up done, holding up 
her purse in the crook of her arm as she looked at her son, frozen on the spot. 

"Hi, mom." 

‘Ohhh, my baby, my sweet baby!" she said, moving in with arms outstretched. She embraced Kurt, hugging 
him into her chest, kissing the top of his head, cooing over him like a hen. "I told you about that awful 27 club, 
honey, oh thank God, thank God you're still here, ohhhh." She pulled back from him, holding his face in her 
hands, and turned his head to look at his ear. "Oh, God, look what you did to yourself, just look at it” 

"| can't see the side of my head, Mom," Kurt said. 


Krist raised his head, and gave a friendly little half-wave by curling his fingers. "Hi, Mrs. Cobain 


"Hello, Krist," Kurt's mom said politely. "Thank you so much for bringing him here, l'm just so relieved that he's 
safe." 


"No problem, Mrs. Cobain," Krist said, with the stilted formality of a child speaking to a grown-up. 

Kurt's mother turned her attention back to her son, stroking his hair and getting bleary-eyed. "Oh, honey, you 
have no idea how much | dread every call | get. | keep thinking that the next one is going to be that call, that 

horrible, horrible call that'll tell me you're.. oh, God" She let her head fall onto Kurt's shoulder, and wept into 


his neck. Kurt brought up his arms against her back, and gave her a few awkward pats. 


"No mother should ever have to bury their child," she said as Kurt held her. "I almost lost you. Please. please 


don't ever do this to me again. | can't take it" 
| won't, Mom," Kurt croaked. Now he was starting to cry again. "I won't." 
"Promise me you won't." 


Kurt hesitated. A sense of overwhelming guilt squeezed at his chest, and his throat clenched. "I promise," he 
said. 


It was then that a new doctor arrived, a smiley woman with those giant square glasses that was worn by just 
about every mom and grandma in the United States since the 80's. "Mr. Cobain?" she called out. 


"Yeah?" Kurt responded, as his mother stood up straight and smoothed her blouse. 
‘Im Dr. Vivian Chen," she said. "How are you feeling?" 

"Overwhelmed," said Kurt. 

"| imagine so," she replied. She turned to Kurt's mother. "And are you Mrs. Cobain?" 


"Please, call me Wendy," she said as they shook hands. "I'm his mother," she clarified, as though there was 


some mix-up as to who she was. 
"Of course," said Dr. Chen She looked to Krist. "And you are..?" 
‘lm Krist," he said. "I'm his friend, | brought him in" 


"Nice to meet you, Krist," said Dr. Chen, extending a hand. Krist rose to his feet, and bowed to shake the 


doctor's hand in return, further emphasizing just how small she was. 


She looked at him agog for a moment, before laughing softly. "Wow," she said, "you're, uh, you're a big guy, 
aren't you?" 


"Yes ma'am, six-foot-seven," he said with a grin. 

| bet you play basketball," said Dr. Chen 

"No, but | met Charles Barkley once, and I'm taller than he is," said Krist, puffing out his chest. 
"Oh, wow," she said. "Sounds exciting!” 


"Yep, we were playing a little show in New York and met him there. He's a pretty okay guy." Krist said all this 
a playful false modesty, looking all smarmy as he turned his gaze to Kurt. Kurt let out an amused snort. 


‘Oh, are you a musician?" Dr. Chen asked. 


"We both are," said Krist, indicating to Kurt. "It's kind of an obscure band, don't know if you've ever heard of it, 
it's called [iNirvana[/i]" He emphasized the band name, but Dr. Chen just looked puzzled for a moment. 


"Oh," she said in realization, "| think I've heard of youl l'm sorry, I'm not much of a rock n roll person, did you 
that song, what's it called.. Even Flow?" 


“That's Pearl Jam," said Kurt. He felt a sense of relief that Dr. Chen appeared to have no clue who he was. 


Thank Christ, he thought: 

"Ohhhh, okay, okay," said Dr. Chen, nodding, "I listen mostly to stuff like jazz, RB, blues.. that sort of thing” 
"You ever listen to Leadbelly?" Kurt asked 

"Doctor," Wendy interrupted, ‘im sure you came in to talk about my son's condition, right?" 

"Ah, well, yes," said Dr. Chen "Are you his next of kin?" 

"Im his mother," Wendy said firmly. 


"He has a wife," Krist piped up. He looked to Wendy, who suddenly looked cross. "Did you, uh, manage to get in 
Touch with Courtney?" 


‘| was only able to leave a message," said Wendy. "She probably won't be here until tomorrow at least. | do 


know she has the baby with her." 


"Mr. Cobain," said Dr. Chen, sidling up closer to Kurt, "is it alright if we discuss your medical information with 


your mother?" 


"Sure," said Kurt. "Can Krist stay too?" 


"| don't think he should," said Wendy. "This is family business, after all." 


"Alright," Krist said with a shrug. "I'll just be in the waiting room." He walked around the bed and towards the 
door, but was stopped by Kurt reaching out and grabbing the hem of his shirt. He looked back down at Kurt, 
both of them looking helplessly at the other. 


"Honey, stop that," Wendy chided. "You're a grown man, let him go. This is private." 


Kurt's gaze shifted downwards as he let go of Krist's shirt, and his arm hung limply off the side of the 
hospital bed. He watched as Krist left the room, and found himself staring at the door as Dr. Chen explained to 
his mother the nature of Kurt's injuries, how lucky he was to be alive, and the mandatory 12-hour hold. 
Wendy nodded and listened, occasionally grasping at Kurt's wrist to ask "Are you paying attention, honey?" only 
for Kurt to mumble and nod. At one point during the discussion, he brought his thumb up to his mouth so he 
could nibble on his thumbnail with his front teeth, but Wendy grabbed hold of Kurt's hand and lowered it into 
his lap. There was even more talk of methadone treatment, and Kurt's stomach balled up at the thought of 


even more rehab. 
"Is Frances with Courtney?" Kurt asked, trying to change the subject. 
"Yes, she is," Wendy assured him. "Don't worry, I'm sure she'll bring her here so you can see her." 


Kurt relaxed a bit. He hadn't seen Frances in, what, almost a week? More guilt came rolling in, but at the same 
time, he had something to look forward to in the coming days. During one of the previous interventions, 
Courtney had yelled at Kurt, telling him that he needed to be a daddy now. He thought of how Frances seemed 
so detached from him, how she had to be reminded that he was her daddy, even though they shared the 
same bright, blue eyes and blonde hair. But he also thought of her cherubic smile, her hands clapping in 
delight, her wiggly dances to music. The little voice inside him chirped, do it for her. 


Kurt took a deep breath. This time, he had to get it right. This time he needed to fix at least one of the Giant 
Fucking Problems that were eating away at him every single goddamn day. He had to. For her. 


And he would. For her. 


You Know You're Right 


It had been almost lb hours since his admittance into the hospital, and Kurt found himself craving just one 


cigarette. 


He had a yellow legal pad propped up against his bent knees, as he tried to keep himself occupied by writing 
down potential song lyrics and drawing crude doodles with a black Sharpie, the cap of which was wedged in the 
corner of his mouth. His dreams had been a series of discomforting snapshot images of bombed office 
buildings, car crashes surrounded by flashing cameras, security footage of teenage boys with semi-automatic 
handguns, smoke rising from the Manhattan skyline, and orange balls of flame lighting up the night sky 
somewhere far away, and above them all, the looming visage of Buddy Holly, of all people... all images that Kurt 
was now trying to capture to the best of his memory. 


Somehow, these images felt related to that feeling of a shift back in the greenhouse, contributing to the sense 
that things were now Different in a way that he couldn't really explain. He'd chalked it up to being doped up and 
barely conscious, but there was a vague feeling of tension in the back of his mind, as though he was waiting 
for the universe to let the other shoe drop, that Death wouldn't be satisfied. He suppressed a shudder, and 
repeated the same mantra that the voice in his head gave him. He wrote it down in thick, black ink; "DO IT FOR 
HER." 


His mother had left hours ago, though she'd stayed through the night at his bedside, and even coaxed him to 
sleep by singing Beatles songs softly as she stroked his hair. Krist eventually had to go back home and get 
some sleep, as he'd spent the rest of the day by the hospital payphone, making phone calls to friends, but 
before he left, he'd told Kurt he'd be back tomorrow, which was yesterday. When the morning news came on, 
Kurt saw that, among coverage of a massive genocide in Rwanda, there was a mention of his own admittance 
into the emergency room, though the news room had no details yet as to the nature of his ailment. IT was 


just a quick blurb before they moved on to yet more coverage of Tanya Harding's scandal, three months after 


all that bullshit started Kurt grunted, and went back to his legal pad. 

"E-excuse me, Mr. Cobain?" 

Kurt looked up to see a nurse bashfully hovering around the door. She was a short, slight girl, probably new to 
the job, with big, dark brown eyes magnified by pink-framed glasses. Her dark, frizzy hair was pulled back in a 

ponytail and held in place with a scrunchie, and she smiled. "I, um, I'm not actually scheduled to work this wing, 

but my friend Brenda said that you were here, and, um, l'm sorry, this is probably a bad time, but I'm on my 

break and, uh, my sister and |, we're really big fans and--" 

"Are you asking me for an autograph?" Kurt asked, taking the pen cap out of his mouth. 


"No! No, | mean, you don't have to do anything you don't want to, I'm sorry | bothered, | can just go--" 


"What's your name?" 


She seemed taken aback by this question, and blinked in confusion a few times before she regained composure. 


"Angela," she said. "But everybody calls me Angie." 
"And your sister's name?" 

"Nicole," she said. 

"She your younger sister, or older?" 


Angie visibly relaxed, and stepped into the room. "Younger," she said. "She's a junior in high school. I'm a big fan, 


but, like, she's madly in love with you." 
Kurt smirked. "Yeah?" 


"Yeah, like. in freshman year, when all of her friends were crushing on the New Kids on the Block, she had 
pictures of you taped up in her locker. She's smart, but she's also really rebellious, like, she talks back to Mom 


and Dad and teachers a lot. She really looks up to you, though." 


Kurt chuckled, and flipped a sheet of paper on his notepad. "That's, uh, pretty flattering," he said, as he started 


to write. "But I'm not really a good role model." 
‘lm sorry," Angie apologized again, "this must be so embarrassing for you." 


"Nah," said Kurt. The past few weeks he'd been reluctant to give out autographs, hoping not to be recognized 
at all. But something about this girl's wide smile, the way she'd blush and bite her lip. even though she couldn't 
have been more than a few years younger than him, she lacked any of the cynicism Kurt had built up since 


his own years in high school. "How old are you?" 
"Ohhh my gosh, I'm 22," she said. 


"Really, 22?" asked Kurt. "You look a lot younger than that. | would've thought you were in high school if you 


weren't wearing scrubs." 


"Oh, geez," she said, bowing her head. "I get that all the time, patients asking me why I'm not in school. My 
mom tells me its a good thing, looking young. My dad jokes that it's from his side of the family, saying stuff 
like, ‘black don't crack; just dumb stuff like that." 


Kurt let out an amused snort. 
"This is going to sound weird," said Angie, her tone less bubbly than before, "but | got called ‘mulatto: by other 


kids growing up a lot. | felt like | didn't fit in with the other kids in my neighborhood, ‘couse they were all white. 
My sister went through a lot of the same thing." 


Kurt looked up from the notepad, and met eyes with her. She hesitated a moment. "When.. when | first heard 
‘Smells Like Teen Spirit on the radio, it had that word in there, but it wasn't used in a mean way. It was like, I'd 
always been an outcast, but for the first time, | felt like | was in a group of outcasts who all loved that song, 
you know? | had just started going to college, and for the first time, | had friends, you know, multiple friends, 
not just one or two, and we all loved this alternative music. l.. | don't know if | would have made those friends 
if it weren't for your music. I've always been really shy and.. and thanks to them, | saw Sonic Youth live, | saw 
Mudhoney live, and | never would have had the courage to do that on my own, and.. and | still haven't seen 
Nirvana live, and | really want to, when you get better." Angie seemed to snap out of her train of thought, and 
blushed again. "Oh god, I'm sorry I'm just laying all of this out on you, I'm just making an ass of myself and--" 


‘Its okay, Angie,” said Kurt. "I think | needed to hear that. Thank you." He wrote a few more lines on his note, 


and then looked it over. 


To Angie and Nicole, 


Maybe its just ‘cuz Im feeling sappy, but thank you both for being fans. | hope to see you two when we play our 
next show here in Seattle, and you can meet Krist and Dave. We'll make it happen. Maybe we'll get some ice 


cream atter the show. 


Nicole, stay in school and don’t do drugs, but take no shit. NEVER stop questioning authority, and don't let anybody 
try and hold you back. And Angie, don't be afraid to assert yourself. You're a good bi sister, you're smart, and you 


can do more than you think you can 

Take good care of each other. 

Much love, 

Kurt Cobain, professional rockstar 

Once the note was signed, her tore the sheet of paper off of the pad, and handed it to Angie. "Here," he said. 
‘For both of you." 

Angie's face glowed like a lightbulb, and she hugged the note to her chest. "Oh god, oh gosh, thank you so 
much! | really hope we can get you feeling better soon! Just, um, don't tell the other nurses | was here on my 
break. |, uh, I'm not supposed to be here." 


"IFs fine," said Kurt. "lm kinda glad you did." 


Angie barely suppressed a fangirlish squeal, hopping from foot to foot. "Ohhhhh, thank you, thank you, thank 
youl This means so much. | should probably get going, though, so.. bye!" 


"Bye," Kurt said, waving as she scurried back down the hall. He turned back to his notepad again, and he was 
smiling, goddamn, actually smiling for once. He lost himself in doodling deranged-looking birds with bugged-out 


eyes screaming until there was a knock on his door. 


Kurt looked up. It was the nurse from when he first came into the emergency room, Doris, wearing a new set 
of scrubs. "Hey," she said. "You got some visitors that want to see you." Doris stepped aside, and there, now in 
the middle of the doorway, wearing a fur coat bought from a thrift store and hastily applied make-up, was 
Courtney, and in her arms, with her chubby baby fingers stuck in her own mouth, was Frances Bean. 


"Courtney," Kurt said, letting the word out with all the air in his lungs. 

Courtney cocked her head to the side, resting it upon Frances’ golden locks, and sighed. "Oh, Kurt," she said. 
Doris backed away, out of sight, as Courtney walked in, and sat down in the chair next to the hospital bed. Her 
peroxide-blonde hair was mussed in in such a way that Kurt could tell that she'd just slept on it funny, and 
hadn't bothered to style it. Her eyes had purple bags underneath them and her cheeks were sallow, and she 
just looked at Kurt in exhaustion and disappointment. Kurt felt a twinge of pain in his gut. 


"Kurt," said Courtney, resting Frances on her knee, "what did you do” 


Kurt didn't know what he expected, but he certainly didn't expect.. this. Anger, maybe? Crying with relief? 


Screaming at him and calling him an idiot and an asshole? It wasn't like he didn't deserve it. 


"l." he started, but his throat clenched up. That good mood he'd been in? Gone, just as quickly as it came. How 
dumb could he be, to think that it would last? He couldn't finish. Shit, he couldn't even start. 


"Your mom told me that you tried to kill yourself. Again," said Courtney. "But you ended up blowing your ear 
off instead" She reached up to the side of Kurt's head, and brushed away his hair to expose what was left of 


his right ear. "Jesus Christ," she muttered. "You've mutilated yourself." 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "I wanted to do a lot worse. But | didn't. This," he pointed to his ear, "was an accident. After | 


changed my mind" 

Courtney looked Kurt up and down, and back up again. "Why'd you change your mind?" 

Kurt took a deep breath. "l.. | heard a little voice in my head. Like, my conscience or something, | don't know, 
but." he looked at the notepad on his lap, and flipped the pages back until he came to the one with his mantra 
on it; "DO IT FOR HER," in bold letters, and he pointed at it. 


Courtney stared at it for a moment, and looked to Kurt, mouth slightly agape. "Is that for me?" she asked, "or 


for Frances?" 


Kurt didn't say anything. As if on cue, Frances gurgled, and reached for the notepad with grabby hands. Kurt's 
gaze turned towards her, and he smiled at her. She smiled back at her father, and giggled, clapping her hands 
on her thighs. 


"Oh," said Courtney. "I see." 
"Can | hold her?" asked Kurt. "Please?" 


Courtney let out yet another resigned sigh, and handed the baby over to Kurt, who lowered his legs to sit 


Frances in his lap. "Hey, Bean," he said, looking at her. "How're you doin?" 

"Dal" said Frances. She held Kurt's face between her little hands, and planted a sloppy toddler kiss, complete 
with a dramatic "MWAH" sound on his puckered lips. She then swiveled around, grasping for the notepad. Kurt 
grabbed the notepad and the Sharpie, and was about to hand them to her when Courtney spoke up. 


"Don't give her a Sharpie, for Christ's sake, Kurt," said Courtney. "That's permanent. | don't need that all over 
her clothes and the sheets--" 


"You got anything else?" Kurt asked. 
"No," said Courtney. "| don't exactly carry Crayolas around with me all the time." 


Kurt put the cap on the Sharpie until it clicked into place. Frances took it from him, trying to remove the cap 
with her chubby little fingers. She grunted in frustration. "Well," said Kurt, "maybe you should from now on" 


‘Oh, now you want to be a daddy," Courtney groaned. "Telling me how to do my job as a mother." 


‘It was just a suggestion," said Kurt, trying to keep his voice down. He looked down to Frances, who was now 


chewing on the pen with gusto. "Look, | don't want to get into an argument in front of the baby." 


Courtney seethed, covering her mouth as she crossed her legs and kicked one foot over and over. It looked as 
though it was taking a Herculean amount of effort for her to keep her mouth shut; that much was obvious to 


Kurt. Now he had to navigate the minefield that was conversation with his wife without blowing himself up. 


"Look," said Kurt, "you've been right, about a lot. That | haven't been a good dad. That l'm selfish. That I'm an 
asshole. And it's true, ‘cause | don't like myself, and that's what lead to me winding up here in the first place." 


Courtney's kicking slowed down considerably once Kurt had said "you've been right," and had stopped completely 
once he'd finished his thought. She was now listening intently. 


"I want to fix myself," said Kurt. "I just don't know how. | don't know where to start. | have all these problems, 
and they all weigh down on me, and it got to the point where | just wanted to give up and die." 


Frances took the sharpie out of her mouth, and looked up at Kurt with wide eyes. She made an inquisitive 
noise, as though through it she was asking some kind of question she could not possibly articulate. Kurt ran his 


hand through her hair. 


“But. when | thought of you, Bean, | didn't want to leave you without any memories of me. | want to watch 
you grow up. | want to know you and the kind of person you're going to be. But I'm so scared that you won't 
like me very much, which is why | thought. | thought itd be better if you just didn't know me at all, so | 
couldn't disappoint you." 


"And how would you blowing out your brains be anything but a disappointment?" asked Courtney. 

Kurt turned to look at Courtney, clearly annoyed. "Yeah, well, | eventually figured that out," he said. "I found a 
reason to keep going. For Frances. Even though | know itll be hard, and it'll suck, and I'll fuck up like | always do, 
| don't want to give up. But | need help." 

"I tried to help," said Courtney. "You wouldn't let me help. You wouldn't let Krist help, you wouldn't let your 
mom help, you wouldn't let anybody help. And it's not like this is the first time you've almost died. What makes 
this any different?" 


Kurt closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, and exhaled. He fiddled with Frances' hair between his fingers. It was so 


soft and delicate. Frances sat still, and let out a relaxed coo. 


"The circumstances were different," said Kurt. "It's one thing to go to sleep and be in a coma for two weeks. 


Its another to almost shoot yourself and wake up with one side of your head covered in your own blood" 


"So, now what?" asked Courtney. "What happens now? What do we do to make sure you don't try anything like 
this again?" 


"Well," said Kurt cautiously, "I've been talking to one of the doctors here, about the psychiatric program. They, 
uh, they have an in-patient program, and. and I've seriously been considering it" He let that information hang in 
the air, like a shrinking balloon, just hovering, until Courtney pulled out a pin to give it a pop. 

"You seriously want to check in as a mental patient," said Courtney. 

"Like | said, I've been considering it." 

Courtney started kicking her leg again. "Do you realize how that's going to look? " 

"| know how it's gonna look, but | don't care anymore, | just want to be better so | can be there for Frances. 
That's my main focus. Its all | care about anymore." Well, that wasn't entirely true, Kurt thought. But he didn't 


want to get into that mess right now. 


"And what about me?" asked Courtney. "Do you care about me” 


"Of course | do," said Kurt. "I love you." 


"Well, saying that Frances is the only thing you care about anymore is a real funny way of showing it," 
snapped Courtney. 


"Courtney, |--" 


"No. Just.. shut up. I'm sick of this. l'm sick of your pity party bullshit." Courtney stood up, and walked in front 
of the foot of Kurt's bed. "I know the very first person you called when you needed help. It wasn't me, your 
wife, it was Krist. You didn't even try to get a hold of me. Krist didn't even try. | had to hear it from your 


mother." 
"| didn't know where you were,’ said Kurt. "And you never have your beeper on you, either." 


"Yeah, blame me forgetting my fucking beeper," scoffed Courtney. "Nobody knew where you went. We thought 


you'd gone missing." 
Kurt gave her an odd look. "I was at home. Where were you?" 


"Rehab. Where you were supposed to be," Courtney said. "In California. Had to take a red eye flight with the 
baby." 


"Was she alright?" 
"She slept through most of it," said Courtney. 


Frances grabbed at the notepad that was lying across the blanket, and jabbed at the paper with the capped pen 
with determination, hoping to make some kind of mark. Her brow furrowed in confusion, and she held the pen 
up to Kurt, giving him a grunt, expecting him to remove the cap. "Frances, no," said Courtney, plucking the pen 
from out of her hand. Frances’ eyes followed the pen, and she leaned over and groaned, reaching for the pen 
with an outstretched hand. Kurt picked her up and held her against her chest, preemptively soothing her by 


rubbing her back and bouncing her gently on his arm. Frances relaxed, and let out a tired gurgle. 


There was a long moment of silence, and Kurt held a now quiet Frances, and Courtney looked past her husband 
and daughter, looking outside the window on the other side of the room. A pair of finches flew past, looping 
around each other, bumping against each other as they tweeted with a fury that could never be conveyed 
properly through high-pitched birdsong. Kurt turned his head to see what Courtney was looking at, and caught 
the two birds fluttering off. 


Courtney met Kurt's eyes. She reached into her coat pocket, and pulled out a piece of paper. Kurt's eyes 


widened with recognition. It was the suicide note. 


"Did you read it?" Kurt asked, 


"Yes, Kurt, | did," she said "If you wanted to just quit. why didn't you just quit? Why did you.. why are you like 


this?" her voice cracked, and she shook her head. "Jesus." 


"| wasn't in a very good place mentally," said Kurt. "I don't know if | want to quit the band. A part of me wants 
to keep going, but the other part just wants to hide in a cabin in the middle of the woods and become a 
hermit, like J.D. Salinger, and just never put out music again" 


"I am not moving to a cabin in the middle of the woods," said Courtney. 
Kurt let out a snarky huff. "Of course you won't,” he said. "You like being in the spotlight." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" asked Courtney. "You're the last person | need to hear about that from. So 
many other people accuse me of being a fucking fame-whore, just looking out for me, because apparently l'm 
the bad one in this relationship as far as everybody else is concerned. Meanwhile you're the poor, pitiful, 
tortured artist, the henpecked husband, the good one everybody likes. But | actually want to accomplish things 
and l'm just some starfucking bitch" Her face turned into a bitter scowl, and she crossed her arms. "It's not 


fucking fair, you know?" 


Kurt was stunned by the outburst for a moment. "I didn't mean it as a bad thing," said Kurt. "| envy your 


ambition." 


Courtney stood up from her chair again, and started to pace back and forth in front of the foot of Kurt's bed. 


Frances turned her head to observe her mother in wide-eyed curiosity. 


"You're not the only one that gets tired, Kurt," said Courtney, grabbing hold of the bar at the foot of the bed. 
‘Sometimes | think about just being as bad as people say | am. Just give them what they want and just be 
bitchy. It's not like | could change their minds otherwise, you know?" 


Kurt wasn't sure where she was going with this, but continued to cradle Frances. 


‘lm sure if you had died, it would've been all my fault," she said, gripping the bar at the end tighter. "And 
even now, when people report on it, people are going to say that this was all my fault anyway. And then you 
tell me that | do well in the spotlight" She bowed her head, hiding her face in her wild mop of hair. "I really, 
really want to just not care about what people think of me, but no matter how tough | try to be, sometimes 
it gets to me." 


‘lm sorry," said Kurt softly. "You don't deserve any of this.” 
Courtney lifted her head and sniffled, wiping at her eye and smearing her makeup. "Thanks," she said flatly. She 


went quiet for a moment, looking at her hands, which were laced together by her fingers. "I feel like.. like | need 


to be honest with you, and I'd like you to be honest with me too, okay?" 


Images of his fantasy of just living with Courtney and Krist together flashed through Kurt's mind again. "I'd like 
to do that, yeah," he said. "| have things | want to say too.” 


Courtney reached into her pocket for a tissue, and dabbed at her eyes. "Oh yeah?" she said with a quivering 


smile, "do you want to go first?" 
"I think you should go." 


Courtney hesitated. "| don't.. it's.." She stopped, and held her fist in front of her mouth, scrunching up the 
tissue in her grip. "I think, maybe, we should both go. Together." 


"You sure?" 
"Yes," said Courtney. She took a deep breath, and put her arms at her side. "On the count of three, okay?" 
"Okay," Kurt said nervously. The two of them stared at each other, and counted down. "One. two. three.. 

"| think I'm in love with Krist." 

"I slept with Billy Corgan in Rome." 


Both of these sentences came out at the same time. They stared at each other, both unsure of how to react 


to what the other said. Kurt felt his stomach start to burn, and his heart drop like a lead weight. 
"Oh, wow." 


Kurt, Courtney and Frances turned their heads to look at the hospital door, and standing in the doorway, was a 
slack-jawed Dave Grohl, with a "GET WELL SOON!" balloon in one hand and an oversized Snoopy plush in the 


other. Dave's face turned red. 


"Uh... | think | came in at a bad time," he sputtered, shifting his weight from foot to foot. "Ill just... I'll just wait. 
Somewhere else. Sorry." He bowed his head and shuffled off, with the Mylar balloon bobbing after him. 


Kurt turned back to look at Courtney, who was bristling as she hugged herself. "Fuck," Courtney muttered. 
"Goddammit, motherfucking donkey-faced sonuvabitch, of all the fucking times to--" She looked up, and noticed 


Kurt, who appeared to be sinking into his mattress as Frances looked at him with concern. "Kurt?" 


"Thank you for being honest with me, Courtney," he said, in a slow, robotic monotone. "But | think | need to be 


alone now." 


"It didn't mean anything," Courtney protested. "It was just a hook-up. It's not like I'm in love with someone else, 


like you ~~" 


"Please," said Kurt, more firmly now. "I just need to be alone." 


Courtney walked back to the side of the bed, and scooped up Frances in her arms. "I want to make this 


marriage work, you know," said Courtney. "I still love you." 
"| love you too," said Kurt, not even moving his head to look at her. 


Quickly, Courtney leaned over and kissed Kurt on the side of his mouth, but Kurt didn't have the heart to 
reciprocate. Courtney stood up straight again. “We'll see you again soon. Say bye-bye to daddy, sweetie.” 


"Bah-bah," said Frances. Kurt turned his head to see her wave at him and blow him a kiss. He gave a weak 


smile, and watched as Courtney left the room. 


Once she was gone, he turned over on his side, curling into a ball, and tried to swallow the sobs trying to come 
up out of his throat, but he wasn't strong enough to keep them down. Instead, he grabbed hold of his pillow, 


and pressed it against his face as he cried into it. 


Do Re Mi 


Kurt was still lying down on his side when he heard someone knocking on the door frame. "Who is it?" asked 


Kurt in a gravelly voice. 
"IFs just me," said Dave. "Can | come in?" 


Kurt rolled onto his back and sat upright. Dave's tilted head was peering into the room, his long, black hair 


hanging like a curtain. Dave gave an awkward, toothy smile. 
"Yeah, come in," said Kurt. 


Dave stepped inside, still holding the balloon and the giant plush of Snoopy, looking like an overgrown child having 
come back from a county fair. His head was bowed slightly, clearly feeling foolish, and he stood by Kurt's 
bedside. 


"| got you some presents," said Dave, trying to sound chipper. He handed over the balloon and Snoopy to Kurt, 
who held the plush with his arm tucked underneath the cartoon beagle's floppy arm as its legs rested on his 


lap. 


"Thanks," said Kurt. 

| was actually hoping to find you a Stimpy doll," explained Dave, fiddling nervously with his hair. "But | didn't 
have any luck finding one at the mall yesterday, so | ended up grabbing Snoopy and the balloon at a Hallmark 
store like, right before | got here. Shit, | should've gotten you a card." 


"That's fine," said Kurt. "You can sit down, you know." 


"Ha ha, yeah." Dave sat down in the chair next to the hospital bed. He leaned back in his seat, his hands on his 


lap, drumming his fingers on his thigh. "So, uh. how are you doing?" 

"Been better," said Kurt. "I'm sure you can guess why." 

"Yeah, |.. wasn't eavesdropping or anything, | hadn't even been paying attention until | was right in the door," 
Dave tried to coax out a laugh, but it faltered. "You'd think playing drums for a living would give me better 


timing, huh?" 


Kurt let out a quiet, amused snort. "On the contrary, my dear David, your timing was impeccable, " he said, 


putting on a pompous British accent. 


Impeccably bad," said Dave. "Jesus, Kurt, I'm sorry about that and, shit, I'm sorry for what you've been 
through." 


Kurt took the balloon ribbon and, while still holding the Snoopy doll against him with his left arm, started to tie 
the bright yellow curling ribbon around his wrist. "Its not anything you gotta apologize for," said Kurt. "To be 
honest. | had my suspicions about Courtney seeing Billy. | just didn't want them to be true." 


"Still, though, it really fucking sucks, dude," said Dave. "I think Courtney went outside for a smoke and might 
have just. left." 


"| guess | can't blame her," said Kurt. "I've been wanting to go out for a smoke myself” 


"You can't blame her?" Dave asked. "| mean.. you guys both dropped some pretty heavy shit on each other, 


but hers was way heavier, you know?" 
"And what do you think about what | said?" Kurt asked, looking up at Dave. 


Dave went quiet for a bit, looking across the floor in thought. "| mean.. | guess it's not that surprising." he said. 
"It kind of all makes sense. Krist doesn't use tongue on me the way he does with you, which means l'm just his 
side ho." 


Kurt snickered into the back of Snoopy's head in an attempt to muffle his laughter, and this in turn got a 


chortle out of Dave. 
"So.. you're okay with it?" Kurt asked, raising his chin on top of Snoopy's head. 


| mean." Dave shrugged and gestured broadly, running a hand through his hair, shaking his head, clapping a 

hand on his thigh, all gestures of confusion with no words, before he finally thought of something. "I've been 
told its generally not a good idea to date bandmates, but that's mostly in terms of a guy and a girl. | don't 

know if it's any different with two dudes." 


"What about Kim and Thurston?" 


"| said ‘generally, not always," said Dave, sounding more than a bit flustered. "They can make it work. Their 
chemistry is just.. fuckin’ amazing. But, | mean, that's just something | heard. It's not like I've ever been in a 


band with a girl I've been dating. I've never even been in a band with a girl." 


Kurt considered this for a moment. "So basically," he said, "your main concern is how a potential relationship 


would affect the band?" 


"Is that bad?" asked Dave, but before Kurt could answer, he continued. "Cause it's not like | have a problem 
with you two hooking up, since that's none of my business and hey, we're all 90's kind of guys, right? | just 
don't want something happening between you two and that leading to the band breaking up, and being caught in 
the middle of all that. Does that make sense?" 


Kurt felt another shot of pain in his gut, and winced. "Yeah, that.. that makes sense," he said. 

"Good, because, honestly, Nirvana is the best thing to ever happen to me," said Dave, now beaming. "l'm just.. 
so grateful for everything you and Krist have been able to offer me. | feel so lucky to be a part of it, and to 
be able to work with you guys. The last thing | want is for you two to have some nasty break-up that ends 
up ending the band." 

Kurt sunk deeper into the fuzzy body of Snoopy, wishing he could somehow disappear into it. 

"Are you okay?" Dave asked. 


Kurt gave a weak nod. Dave slunk back into his chair, and shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans. 


"Krist said that you've been stressed out a lot lately," Dave said. "And that the stress has really fucked with 
your head. It's okay if you need to take a break from the band, you know." 


Kurt looked up from Snoopy, his eyes dewy with freshly forming tears. 

"You've given me a lot," Dave continued, "and | love being in Nirvana. But if you need to get away from that, 
then that's okay. We'll try and work something out with the label. You can take as long as you need. It doesn't 
matter how long. But whenever you're ready to come back.. well, I'd be honored to play with you again" He 
smiled warmly, and put a hand on Kurt's shoulder. "Me and everybody else, we just want you to get better and 
kick ass every day." 


Kurt coughed up a sound somewhere between a sob and a laugh. "Thank you," he said. 


"We're all here for you, man," said Dave. He was about to add to this sentiment when Kurt pulled him in for a 


hug, wrapping his skinny arms around Dave and squeezing. 

‘I'm sorry," he whispered. 

"Sorry for what?" asked Dave. 

Kurt just shook his head. He wanted to say "everything," but instead he just held onto Dave, using Dave's t- 
shirt to dry his eyes. They stayed like that, though for how long, Kurt couldn't say. It felt like a long time but 


it also didn't feel nearly long enough before Dave spoke up again. 


| wanted to tell you that Krist might be arriving later than planned," he said. "He said there was some stuff 
he wanted to pick up for you." 


Kurt finally let Dave go, and lay back against the hospital bed. "Yeah?" he asked. "Like what?" 


"He said he wanted it to be a surprise," said Dave. "He didn't even tell me what he was planning, just that he 


would ‘come bearing gifts." 
"Yeah, why not?" Kurt said as Dave smiled wide. "Christmas in April.” 


Kurt relaxed considerably, and for the next hour, he and Dave found themselves just talking; talking about 
current events, music, friends, all the normal things that had absolutely nothing to do with why Kurt was 
there and why a chunk of his ear was just gone. Kurt showed Dave the lyrics he wrote and the drawings he 
made, watching as Dave flipped through the pages with curiosity, and leaning over when Dave showed 
particular interest with certain verses. Dave even discussed his own ideas for songs, and Kurt found himself 
nodding and encouraging him to record them. After all, Kurt noted, Mike Patton was in two different bands. 
Dave lit up at the suggestion, his hands balled up into fists as he shook them in excitement. Kurt knew that if 
anybody in the band had the ambition to juggle multiple musical projects at the same time, it was Dave. 


It was almost enough to make Kurt forget about the fear that his marriage could very well be crumbling 


beneath him. 
Almost. 


Kurt wasn't sure how long he and Dave had been talking, but it didn't feel it'd been that long when a nurse 
came by. "You got another visitor, Mr. Cobain. Should | send him in?" 


"| bet that's Krist," said Dave. 

"Yeah, send him in!" said Kurt. 

The nurse craned her neck back out the door, and called out. "Come on in, big fella, he says its fine!" 

As the nurse stepped out of the doorway, in came Krist, walking backwards, pulling a cart overflowing with 
flower arrangements arrangements and a few teddy bears. "| come bearing gifts!" declared Krist in a hoarse 
voice, pushing the hospital cart by Kurt's bedside. He had one arm raised, carrying a camcorder; hardly an 
unusual sight for Krist. "Oh, and these came in for you, too," he added, gesturing to the flowers as he panned 
over them with the camera 

"Holy shit," Dave said with a laugh. 


"Wow," said Kurt. 


“Trust me, there's gonna be more like these," said Krist, lifting up a bouquet. "I know at least one of these is 


from ole! Mr. Geffen himself" 
"l'm surprised he remembered | exist," said Kurt. 


"But wait, there's more!" said Krist. He knelt down to the bottom tray and pulled up a large paper grocery bag. 


| know you're gonna be here for a while, so | made sure that you've got supplies." He placed the bag on the 
bed, and Kurt leaned forward, pulling the opening of the bag towards him by the rim as he peered inside. He 


reached in, and pulled out a set of silk pajamas with a smile. 
‘Figured you would need something besides that hospital gown," said Krist. 


"Oh, yeah," said Kurt. He couldn't remember when he changed out of his bloodied clothes and into the gown. The 
pajamas were a deep maroon color, and had embroidered gold trim. He ran his thumb over the material as he 


held them in his hands. "They feel really nice." 
"Hell yeah, they do," said Krist. "Check out what else | got you." 


Kurt peered back into the bag, and pulled out a bright yellow Walkman with a set of cushioned headphones. 
Kurt looked back up at Krist, who had the camera trained on him, and gave Krist a shy, but genuine, smile. He 
opened the Walkman, and found it empty. Dave grabbed the opening of the back and gave it a shake, and it let 
out a plastic rattling sound Krist grinned as Dave turned the bag over, and let loose a cascade of cassette 


tapes onto Kurt's lap. 
"Ta dal" said Krist triumphantly. 


"Damn, Kurt, you've hit the jackpot!" said Dave. "Shit, look at all these!" He picked up the first tape on the pile. 
"You got him ‘Maggot Brain?" 


"What's ‘Maggot Brain?" Kurt asked. 
"Is an aloum by Funkadelic," Krist answered. "Basically | went down to the record store and tried to pick out 
some stuff you might not have heard before. Everything here is all stuff the guy working there 


recommended." 


Kurt and Dave sorted through the collection of tapes on the bed. "Let's see, My Bloody Valentine, | think I've 
heard of them," said Dave. "Swans? Don't they do like, harsh noise stuff?" 


"Yeah, but that album is supposed to be more melodic," said Krist, pointing to the cassette with artwork of a 
rabbit dressed in old-fashioned children's clothes and wielding a knife. "It should be good" 


‘I've heard some of their older stuff," said Kurt. "They're alright” 


"Is this a Residents album?" asked Dave, looking over a cassette adorned with a photo of four people dressed in 


tuxedos and eyeball masks with top hats. 
"Nah, that's the Jackson 5," said Krist sarcastically. 


"But there's only four of them," said Dave, acting as though he was genuinely confused. 


"Haven't listened to a whole lot of The Residents,” Kurt said. "Always meant to." He picked up another tape 
cassette for a band called The Birthday Party. "I like the album art for this one," said Kurt, holding up a 
cassette with a drag-racing ghoul holding up a birthday cake. "That's Big Daddy Roth, right?" 

"Yeah, pretty sure he did the album art for that one," said Krist, as Kurt went to pick up another tape. 


"Oh, hey, 2Pac," said Kurt. "I think Dan Quayle publicly condemned this guy's music. That's a pretty good sign 


"What the hell is this?" Dave picked up a tape with a black and white portrait of a Japanese woman on the 


front and Japanese text running down the side. 


"That was some random import," said Krist. "Some pop music from the 80's. | don't know, | just kind of picked it 


out randomly." 


Kurt took the tape from Dave and read the name from the top corner aloud. "Mariya. Take-oochi? I'm pretty 


sure | said that wrong." 

"Maybe if we meet Shonen Knife again, they'll help us out," said Krist. 

‘Oh man," said Kurt wistfully. "ld love to see Shonen Knife again live. They were amazing.’ 
"I think they were scared of me," said Krist in a jocular manner. 


"That's just ‘cause they don't make guys as big as you in Japan," said Dave, still sorting through the tapes. 
"Speaking of big guys, what's with the Big Bopper in here?" 


"Big Bopper?" Kurt asked, and looked at the cassette in Dave's hand. It was Chantilly Lace Starring The Big 
Bopper, complete with an image of the Bopper himself with his guitar slung over his shoulder and a telephone 
up to his ear, a look of silly surprise on his face as the words "HELLOOO BABY!" floated above his head towards 
a flirty redhead in the background, much larger than the Big Bopper himself. Kurt's expression faltered, the 
corner of his mouth twitching slightly as his smile faded. 


"You okay?" asked Dave. 
"If you hate it that much, | can take it back," started Krist, but Kurt cut him off 

"No, no, its just. weird, is all" Kurt flipped the cassette over. "He died in that plane crash with Buddy Holly" 
"The Day the Music Died," Krist noted 


"Hey, didn't you..?" Dave trailed off as Kurt reached for the notepad, and flipped to a drawing that, 
rudimentary as it was, was unmistakably Buddy Holly. 


| had this dream," said Kurt. "All these images of awful tragedies happening and Buddy Holly's smiling face just.. 


looking down on all of it." 

Krist peered over with the camera, and adjusted the focus to the drawing. "Whoa," he said. "You think it's some 
kind of omen, dude?" He was still trying to maintain a playful mood, but Kurt's wide, spooked eyes made Krist 
shift uncomfortably. 


"| don't know," said Kurt. "It's. uncanny, | guess? | think if you'd brought over something by Buddy Holly and the 
Crickets, | might have pissed myself" 


"Geez, man, I'm sorry," said Krist. "I had no idea 


"No, no.. it's fine," Kurt shook his head, and took a deep breath. "It's probably all a weird coincidence." Kurt's 
voice trailed off, but he looked back up to Krist, and flashed him a smile. "Thank you," he said. "For everything." 


"Hey, that's what friends are for," said Krist. 


"That's what friends are for," Dave sang in response, as though he were auditioning for a barbershop quartet, 


and he wrapped an arm around Kurt so that he was giving Kurt a side hug. 

".. Okay?" Kurt said, laughing a bit in response. "Is that from a Disney movie or something?" 

"Jungle Book, man!" said Dave. He looked at Krist. "How do you not recognize that from The Jungle Book?" 
"Sorry, | mostly just remember ‘Bear Necessities,” said Kurt. "It's the best song in that whole movie." 
"How pedestrian of you," said Dave. "What about ‘| Wanna Be Like You?" 


"Yeah, well, you weren't singing that one, you were singing the one with the weird British vultures at the end," 


said Krist. "But yeah, l'm with Dave, ‘| Wanna Be Like You' is way better than ‘Bear Necessities." 
"Fuck you, that was the first one | remembered," said Kurt in a snarky tone. 

| thought you would've gone for the deep cuts, man," said Dave. 

"Deep cuts on fucking Disney movies?" Kurt asked. 


"You're right, you probably prefer that dude that did The Land Before Time," said Krist. "He's got more indie 


cred." 


Kurt found himself grinning, and he brushed his hair behind his good ear. He looked up at Krist, who was 


holding the camera away from his face but still aimed at Kurt, with the camcorder screen flipped outward. He 


gazed at Krist, and the thought of wanting to curl up inside of his shirt and just hide in there with his head 
poking out like a curious kitten took hold. His face went red at the thought. 


"Anyway," said Kurt, "l'm really glad you guys are here." 
‘Of course!" said Krist. "I'm kind of surprised Courtney's not here." 


The room went quiet. Kurt looked sullen, and Dave made a slicing motion across his throat with two pointed 


fingers. Krist closed the camcorder screen and stopped recording. "Oh," said Krist. "Did something happen?" 


Dave just looked to Kurt, who let his head hang as he sighed. He peeked through his hair at Krist, and motioned 
him to come closer to the bed. Krist set the camera down, and leaned over Kurt with concern. Before Krist 
could say anything, Kurt wrapped his arms around Krist's neck and shoulders, pulling him close and burying his 
face in Krist's hair. He took a deep breath, partly a sigh and partly to just smell Krist; he had a faint smell of 
sweat and hair oil, but it was subtle enough that it wasn't overpowering or offensive, but instead warm, 


somehow, and comforting. Krist wrapped his arms around Kurt's slight body, patting him on the back 

"IFs okay," he said softly to Kurt. "We're here for you." 

Kurt let out a muffled "thanks" into Krists neck. Dave eventually came up from behind and wrapped his arms 
around them both, making a sort-of Kurt sandwich. They stayed like this, quietly, for a period of time that felt 
like it lasted for an hour but also somehow felt like only a minute. Kurt didn't want to let go and have to face 


Courtney again 


He knew he would have to. He really did love her, and would probably forgive her, but that didn't make it hurt 
any less. At any rate, Billy Corgan was now officially on his shit list. 


"There's a tape digging into my thigh," said Dave, who had one leg propped up on the bed to lean in close. 
"Shhhh," hushed Krist in a soft voice. "I think he needs this.” 


And Kurt did, indeed, need this. 


Shaped Like Suicide 


Throughout the afternoon, Kurt had been visited by more guests (his sister, his mother again, the band's 
manager, even Pat Smear, and a couple of hanger-ons) to the point where nurses were starting to turn people 
away that weren't his immediate family, as a few paparazzi had tried to come in claiming to be friends, only to 
be escorted away when Kurt made use of the call button by his bed. There was something very satisfying in 
seeing a 6'2" male nurse physically put his hands on some creep with a camera and push him out the door. 
Apparently the media had gathered outside the hospital, and while most of them just lined up outside with 
their news vans and had reporters stand in front of the hospital as a backdrop, there was always a few 


bastards looking to sneak in and sell photos to the tabloids. 
Fuckers, Kurt thought. Parasites, all of them. 


Kurt had also been freed from the IV drip, now taking pills in tiny paper cups. No IV meant that Kurt could 
actually move around freely, and being able to piss without using a bedpan already put him in a slightly better 
mood. He'd also been able to wash his face and his hair, and change into the pajamas Krist had gifted him. Now 
cleaned up somewhat, he looked at himself in the tiny mirror under the sickly yellow light. He still looked worn 
out, bags under his eyes, but his cheeks weren't quite as gaunt as they'd been before. The light, however, 
made his complexion sallow. He bared his teeth in the mirror. Dinner wouldn't be brought in for a while, so he 


brushed his teeth thoroughly with the plastic-wrapped toothbrush provided by the hospital. 


When he came back out, there was Doris again, now with a jacket over her scrubs. "Nice PJs there," she 


remarked. "Your mother bring you those?" 
"Nah, my friend did," said Kurt. "You like them?" 


"They're nicer‘n anything I've got at home," she said. "Anyway, my shift is over. Gotta get six hours of sleep 


before | come back here again" 
"That's rough," said Kurt. 


"Yeah, well, not all of us can get paid to smash guitars on stage, Mr. Rock Star," she said. "Howzat song go? 


‘Money for nothin'?" 
"Chicks for free," Kurt finished. "Not really that into Dire Straits myself." 


"Hell, | don't know ‘em, | just heard that song before. My son watched a bunch a MTV when he was a teenager. 
Wait'll | tell him | helped a patient whose been on it." 


Kurt let out a little "heh" in response. 


"Well, anyway, you should at least walk around a bit and maybe do some stretches," said Doris. "I'll see you 


tomorrow." 


"See you," said Kurt, as the woman walked away with a wave. He always looked forward to seeing Doris check in 
on him. She was a no-nonsense kind of lady who came across like she'd seen some shit, but wasn't so jaded 
that she'd stopped caring. He wondered about her, what she might have been like when she was younger, her 
experiences growing up, what made her into the person she was today. Was she tough as nails from the start, 
or did the world make her have to build armor against the blows life may have dealt her? And for a moment, 
he wondered if Frances would ever become jaded by the world, and turn out bitter and angry instead of being 


strong. God, he hoped not. 


He had been listening to the tapes he'd been gifted on and off throughout the day since his tinnitus finally 
subsided. With his Walkman in hand, he popped in a tape he hadn't listened to yet from the pile in the paper 
bag, with the ones he had listened to stacked on the table by his hospital bed. He walked over to his window 
and looked outside. The sun was starting to edge towards the treeline, and the shadows stretched out across 
the campus below. It wasn't raining, but a blanket of clouds inched across the sky, intent on blocking out the 
sunset. Kurt popped open the Walkman, and put the headphones over his ears. He went to put the tape inside 
and paused. 


Chantilly Lace. The Big Bopper. 


Kurt removed the tape from its case, and with his fingers trembling slightly, he slid it into the Walkman. It 
clicked into place, and he snapped the Walkman shut with a snap. He pressed play. 


Kurt tucked the clip on the Walkman into the waistband of his pajama pants, and heard a low, playful baritone 
voice croon out "HELL-0000, BABY!" He braced himself on the windowsill, and arched his back as far as he 
could without throwing it out as the guitar kicked in. He rolled his shoulders, he lifted his legs one at a time, 
stretching them out to the side and up into the air behind him. The energy of the song felt more authentic 
than, say, an Elvis song; Big Bopper was a big ham, his energy was infectious. When Kurt stood upright, he 
stretched his left arm above his head, holding onto his elbow with his right arm, and stretched to his left side. 
He was starting to bob his head to the music as he stretched to the other side. It wasn't something he would 
have picked out for himself, but it was hard not to get into it. 


As he bent to his right side, he felt a sharp twinge in his guts. Kurt grit his teeth, and doubled over, clutching 
his stomach. He started seeing translucent yellow blobs hover across his vision as it felt like he was being 
stabbed, and he fell to his knees as his legs turned to jelly. He put both hands on the floor to hold himself up 
as he felt a cold sweat break out across his back, and he gasped and dry-heaved. Methadone. He needed 
another dose of methadone, just enough to make it bearable, just enough to keep the urge for the Junk away. 
Kurt's arms wobbled, and as they gave out, everything went black. 


Before Kurt even opened his eyes, he felt the cold linoleum of the hospital floor on his cheek. He opened his 
eyes into a squint. The fluorescent lighting above him felt harsher than it had before, and the buzzing so 
much louder. Kurt pushed himself up off the ground, and took the headphones off his ears. It was weirdly 
quiet. Not just quiet, but silent save for the lights buzzing. As he stood up, he looked around the room. No 
nurses anywhere. He walked to the door, and poked his head out. No nurses, no doctors, no patients, no 
receptionists, not even a janitor could be seen roaming the sanitized hospital halls. No sounds but the electric 


buzz of the lights and the sound of Kurt's bare feet against the linoleum floor. 
"Hello?" he called out, his voice cracking. "Hello?" 


His apprehensive greeting just echoed slightly. Cautiously, he stepped out of the room and he looked around, not 
having the faintest idea of what to do. He turned to his right, and started walking. As he crept forward, he 
would look into the hospital rooms along the way, each one unoccupied. He wasn't sure what he was expecting 


to see. 


Once he reached the end of the hall, he heard the faint sound of an acoustic guitar, accompanied by a warbly 
crooning. Kurt stepped forward on tip-toes, his better ear leading him forward. His eyes darted around 
nervously, trying to place that voice. It sounded familiar, and he felt a knot in his throat forming, and he 
suppressed a shudder from crawling up his spine. He reached a waiting room, and through a glass window, saw 
the back of a man's head bobbing. That voice, that voice that was somehow chipper and cheery but tinged 
with melancholy, was singing about heartbreak and how it doesn't matter anymore. The man stopped, turning 


his curly-haired head slightly, showing a hint of large, black-framed glasses. 


"Don't be shy, stranger," said the man in a friendly voice. He turned around, flashing a bright smile with big 


teeth, his eyes marked with a mischievous twinkle. "You're just the fella | was hoping to see." 


Kurt stumbled to a halt. No fucking way. "You're Buddy Holly," he said, exhaling the words in a single, soft 
breath. 


"That's me, alright!" said Buddy. "Come on in here, sit down a spell. We have a lot to talk to you about" 
"Wait, ‘we?'" Kurt asked. 


"Well, the other guys should be comin’ on by, ‘cause they got their own piece to say, but at the moment, itll 


just be you and me. Now, c'mon around to the front and take a seat." 


After a moment's hesitation, Kurt walked along the outer wall of the tiny room until he reached the doorway. 
Inside were chairs lining the walls, with little side tables in the corners stacked with months-old magazines. 
Kurt sat down in a chair opposite of Buddy, not able to take his eyes off of him, as Buddy strummed his 


guitar, in a sort of lazy, care-free way. As Kurt slumped forward, elbows on his knees, Buddy chuckled. 


"Not one for good posture, are ya?" he said. 


"What the hell is going on?" Kurt asked in a clipped tone. "Why am | dreaming about your face over all these 
bad things happening?" 


"Ah, you're a straight-shooter. | like that," said Buddy. "| should probably stop dilly-dallying, then" 

"Please," said Kurt. 

"Well, | gotta be honest with ya, you're probably not gonna like what | have to say, but it needs saying, so here 
goes." Buddy set aside his guitar in the seat next to him, and he cleared his throat. "Ya see, you're not 


supposed to be alive right now." 


"Is that right?" Kurt reached into the front pocket of his pajama pants, only to realize that he never had a 
pack of cigarettes in there in the first place. 


"Need a smoke?" Buddy flicked his wrist and a single cigarette appeared in his hand. 

"Cute trick," said Kurt as he plucked the cigarette from Buddy's fingers. "Got a--" He stopped as he saw Buddy 
now had a lighter in his hand, complete with a tiny flame dancing from its tip. Kurt leaned forward further, 
cigarette in mouth, and inhaled as the tip ignited. The nicotine rushed into his system, and he leaned back, 
puffing out a plume of smoke over his head. "So, I'm supposed to be dead, huh?" 

"That's about the size of it, yeah," said Buddy. 

"But I'm not," said Kurt. "At least, | think I'm alive. I'm talking to a dead dude, though, so that's kind of weird." 

"| assure you that you are, in fact, still occupying the mortal plane,” said Buddy. "And that is a problem." 


"Why's that?" asked Kurt. 


"Like | said, you're supposed to be dead," said Buddy. "But you aren't, and that's gonna ‘cause some trouble for 
a lot of people. Bad, bad trouble." 


"Like the kind of stuff | saw your mug floating over?" asked Kurt, gesturing lazily with his cigarette. 
"Possibly," said Buddy. "What | do know for sure is, if you go hopping around timelines and trying to make 
decisions to avoid your own death, more often than not, you're just gonna wind up making things worse than if 


you let it be" 


Kurt just stared at Buddy, trying to parse the information just given to him. "I'm sorry, did you just... drop 
some kind of Star Trek shit on me? Hopping... timelines? " 


It was now Buddy's turn to look confused. "What's a Star Trek?" 


Kurt groaned and started to massage his temples with his fingertips. "It's a TV show, it's science fiction, it 
came on after you died and they did some shit with like, alternate timelines and universes while flying in a 


giant spaceship in the future." 


"Well, | don't think | know anything about all that," said Buddy. "But | do know what it's like to wish you weren't 
dead, and to wanna go back and change that one little thing that killed you. For me and Ritchie and Big Bopper, 
we all tried to undo what got us on that ole’ plane, but every time we tried it again, something else went 

wrong. Different people would die, we'd end up dying later some other horrible way, our lives would fall apart 


somehow.. all it ever brought was more and more suffering.” 
"Sounds like you got into some kinda Groundhog Day scenario," said Kurt. 
"What do groundhogs have anything to do with anything?" 


"Nothing," said Kurt, and he took another drag on his cigarette. "Its another reference you won't get. Don't 


worry about it” 
"Anyway," said Buddy, sounding irritated at this point, "point is, you've started doing the same thing.” 
"Wouldn't | know if | did?" asked Kurt. 


"No, you wouldn't know it until after you died again," said Buddy. "But for now, all | know is that, for some 
reason, you had second thoughts about shooting yourself, and now you've found a way to go back and try and 
re-do things from the moment before you pulled the trigger.’ 


"So, why are you here, then?" asked Kurt. "If what you're saying is true, and I've already started this new 


timeline or whatever, then why are you warning me about it?" 


"Because unlike us, the circumstances of your death were different," said Buddy. All the friendliness in his 
voice was completely gone now, and his eyes, so bright and twinkly before, were now sunken, hollow. "You chose 
your death consciously. We've looked through the timelines. We had a window of one night to die before things 
got real bad for us. You, you're lucky enough that you get until the eve of your 28th birthday before those 
bad things start happening to you. You still have time. You don't have to cause any more suffering if you die 


before then" 


A maelstrom of dread and anger was brewing within Kurt. He looked at Buddy with contempt, flicking cigarette 
ash towards the ghost seated across from him. "What the fuck difference does it make if | die before my 
next birthday, huh?" he asked. "All this talk about suffering, well guess what, | tried to escape my suffering, 
and | just felt like more of an asshole when | didn't die. Maybe l'm just meant to suffer. But I'll suffer nine 
kinds of Hell if that means | get another chance to fix my shit” 


"You don't understand," said Buddy. "You're not the only one that's gonna suffer. You living means that people 


would have otherwise lived will die, and that's gonna include your friends.. and your family." 


"Are you threatening me?" asked Kurt. 


"No, you damned idiot, I'm trying to hefp youl" Buddy rose to his feet and stood over Kurt, glaring down at him. 
‘Im trying to save you from the pain of having to see your friends in closed caskets, knowing that they died in 
your place, all ‘cause you wanted a second chance. The universe has a balance to it, Kurt, and if you try and 
climb your way onto the other scale, the universe will just move someone to the other end to keep things 


even, and you're gonna wind up going crazy because you'll know, you'll just know, that it should've been you." 


Kurt stared up at Buddy, his mouth slightly agape, stunned into silence. He never thought he'd be getting yelled 
at by a ghost, let alone the ghost of Buddy Fucking Holly. His unease quickly turned to resentment, however, 
and he scowled at Buddy as he flicked his cigarette at Buddy's shoe. It bounced right off the toe of his shiny 
black shoe and landed on the ground with a roll. Kurt stood to his feet, and stomped on the cigarette with his 
bare foot. He didn't even feel it. 


"You're gonna regret not listening," said Buddy. "I tried to help you. | just wanna stop you from repeating the 


same mistakes we made." 


"This is just a dream," Kurt scoffed. "You're not real, none of this is real, and l'm gonna go back to my life, get 
clean, get the help | need, and live happily fucking ever after with my wife and daughter and all of my friends 


and the universe can go fuck itself!" 


Buddy's anger subsided, his shoulders slumped, and his eyes marked with sadness and defeat. He backed away 
from Kurt a few steps, and sighed. He looked Kurt up and down, and shook his head. "I did my best to warn 
you," he said. "I'm sorry it has to be this way." 


"Yeah, I'm sorry too," said Kurt, his voice dripping with bitter sarcasm. He turned to leave, only to see a 
curly-haired, apple-cheeked teenage boy standing in his way. The boy swayed slightly as he stood, rolling a 
quarter between his fingers as he stared blankly ahead. The boy's eyes finally focused on Kurt, and the boy 
tried to give a friendly smile. 

"| won that coin toss," he said. "| won." 


"Ritchie--" Buddy started, but was cut off. 


‘| won," Ritchie repeated, his eyes growing dewy, his voice cracking and his lips quivering. "| won, but | didn't 


really win. | lost. | lost everything " 
"We know, Ritchie, we know," said Buddy, trying to nudge Kurt aside to get to the boy. "Its alright--" 


‘Its not fairl" Ritchie shouted, causing Kurt to step back up against Buddy. "It's not fair, I'm just a kid, what'd | 


ever do to deserve dying in a plane crashed into some ole' field?" 


"You didn't do anything to deserve it, things just happen that way sometimes," said Buddy, pushing back against 


Kurt, who was now sandwiched between two dead guys and feeling a sense of panic set in 


"| didn't even turn IB yet, | only just started playing rock n' roll, and | won a coin toss so | didn't have to ride 
on a freezing ole’ bus!" Ritchie was frantic now, gibbering to himself. "I shoulda never gone on that tour with 


youl | shoulda never got into the music business!" 


A weird, baritone howl echoed through the corridors, and the lights above them started to flicker. Kurt 
whipped his head around, trying to look for the source of the noise. He knew that voice. It was the same one 


he'd been listening to earlier. 

"Aw, geez, what's Bopper doin’ now?" groaned Buddy. 

"He's a big, weird man!" said Ritchie. "He's come knockin’ at our door!" 

"What the hell are you talking about?" Kurt yelled, trying to navigate around the two dead men. "Let me go!" 


Big Bopper howled again, louder now, and the lights flickered so hard and fast, it created a strobe effect. Harsh 
shadows splashed across Buddy and Ritchie's faces, which were warping and contorting with inhuman screams. 
Buddy's glasses were crushed, dangling off his lacerated face, as his head split open down the middle and his 
brains dribbled out. He tried to cover his wounds with his fractured arms, screaming in anguish as he 
retreated back into the corner. Kurt whirled around to see Ritchie, whose head was smashed like a rotten 
watermelon, half of his face flat and his head gaping open so that he was no longer recognizable as anything 
remotely human. He gurgled, and blood bubbled from a hole that used to be his mouth, and he ran away down 
the hall, making noises that sounded like someone sobbing face-first into a bowl of raw hamburger. Kurt took 
this opportunity to bolt out of the waiting room and down the hall, bare feet hitting the floor like hammers. 
Bopper howled again, and a light above Kurt's head blew out in a shower of white hot sparks. Kurt ducked and 


swerved to avoid them, but crashed against the wall, and staggered forward. 
"HELP ME!" Kurt screamed. "SOMEBODY HELP ME, HELP ME WAKE UP, HELP ME WAKE--" 


As Kurt woke, his body jerked violently, and he screamed and flailed as multiple nurses flocked him to pin him 
down. That big male nurse from before held down Kurt's left arm, and as Kurt looked over to him, he saw 


that they'd put another IV back into him. 


“Take it easy, take it easy," said the big nurse, in an oddly calm voice. "It's okay. We're all cool, here. You're 


gonna be fine." 


Kurt, still breathing heavily, let his limbs go limp as he sunk back into the bed. His chest heaved as he looked 
at the three nurses and Dr. Chen all standing over him, looking down at him with a mix of worry and confusion. 
One nurse was holding a syringe that she had stuck in a small bottle, but set it down on the medical tray. Dr. 


Chen leaned in. 


"Mr. Cobain?" she asked in a honeyed voice. "How are you feeling?" 
Kurt felt his stomach cramp, and hissed. "Not great,” he said with a hiss. "What happened?" 


"Ted found you passed out on the floor by your window," said Dr. Chen, gesturing to the big nurse. "Do you 


remember what you were doing before that?" 


"Stretching," said Kurt, "and then my stomach started hurting again, really bad, and | got dizzy and | guess | 
just passed out." 


"Ah, yes, the stomach pains," said Dr. Chen. Kurt's mom had brought the issue up when they were discussing 
Kurt's treatment the other day. "We can schedule an endoscopy for tomorrow, if you like, see if we can't 


figure out what's wrong--" 

Kurt groaned. "I've already had an endoscopy done, I've had a dozen of them done and they never find anything." 
He said. "Every time | just get told to drink milk and eat ice cream and avoid stress and nothing ever changes." 
He hung his head. "I just.. | just couldn't take always being in pain all the time, and nobody ever takes me 
seriously." 

"Good grief," muttered the nurse with the syringe. 

"Joyce, please," said Ted. "The man is suffering.” 

"If we're to treat you effectively, then we're going to need to address your stomach problems," said Dr. Chen 
"And | assure you, Mr. Cobain, we will take this problem very seriously. In the meantime, Joyce, could you go 
fetch some ibuprofen for our patient?" 

"Sure," said Joyce, and promptly left the room. 

"Please don't hesitate to use the call button if you find yourself in pain again," said Dr. Chen, as she 
approached Kurt's bedside and held up the aforementioned button. "We want to avoid another incident like this 
in the future. Alright?" 

Kurt nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, alright." 


"Good!" said Dr. Chen, putting on her friendliest face. "Now, please get some rest, and don't over-exert 


yourself" 


"Sure," said Kurt, nodding. He looked down at his right hand, and noticed the clip of a heart-rate monitor 
clasped onto the end of his index finger. "Do | still need to wear this?" 


"At least keep it on for the rest of the night,” said Dr. Chen. "We'll have nurses check in on you regularly over 
the night" 


"Okay," said Kurt, and watched as the remaining two nurses and Dr. Chen filed out. He craned his neck to look 
out the doorway, and saw Dr. Chen talking to Ted, explaining something, but he couldn't hear it. Were he to 
guess, she was probably telling the nurse to make sure that Kurt didn't try and sneak any opioid painkillers. 


Joyce no doubt knew what was up as soon as she saw the track marks on his arms. 

Kurt's gaze turned to the ceiling, up at the fluorescent lights. He squinted, waiting for something to happen, for 
them to flicker, perhaps, but nothing did. They just kept buzzing steadily, and Kurt closed his eyes, still able to 
see the light shine through the skin of his eyelids, turning his vision a deep red. 


But the last thing he wanted right now was to fall asleep. 


Deep Inside 


The endoscopy in the morning meant that Kurt would have to go without dinner, since he'd have to go without 
food for at least I2 hours. Hospital food wasn't exactly that big of a deal to miss out on, but it was still 
annoying to go to bed on an empty, aching stomach. The mandatory 12 hour holding period was nearing its end, 
and after the endoscopy, Kurt would be going to another wing for a psychiatric evaluation From there, the 
next phase of his treatment would begin, whatever that happened to be. As the lights went out around the 
hospital floor, Kurt tried his best to get some sleep. The sleep that eventually came to him was restless, 
fitful, and haunted by the sound of The Big Bopper just running around like a howler monkey in his head. When 
a nurse came in to wake Kurt up for his endoscopy, he felt as though he'd barely gotten any sleep at all, and 
spent the trip to the appointment being pushed in a wheelchair, eyes closed, head tilted back, and completely 
silent. 


The hospital staff got him up on a bed beside a large monitor, and after a brief discussion over his charts, a 
nurse sedated him with a gas mask, asking him to count backwards from I0. Kurt made it to six when he lost 
consciousness. 

When he woke up again, he was on a hospital bed in a row of hospital beds, and a nurse came over to give him 
a cup of ginger ale and a cookie. His head was still fuzzy, and there was a radio nearby playing "Pictures of 
You" by The Cure. He watched the nurses on duty go back and forth between other patients waking up from 
surgery. Kurt just sort of stared blankly at his surroundings, chewing slowly, until his gaze landed on an old 
man in the bed next to him. The old man had a fresh set of stitches running down the side of his head, from 


his ear to his chin, holding together his sagging, liverspotted skin 


"Who's playing this crap?" the old man shouted to no one in particular. "Who even listens to this garbage?" He 
turned to look at Kurt, who was still staring at him, chewing. "The hell are you looking at?" 


Kurt swallowed. "Nothing," he said. 


"Somebody needs to put on some real music!" said the old man, not even acknowledging Kurt's answer. "Put on 
some Sinatra, some Dean Martin! Put on some Bing Crosby!" He looked back at Kurt. "You like Sinatra, kid?" 


Kurt just shrugged 

"Boh!" The old man waved his hand dismissively. "I shoulda figured. Young people don't appreciate the classics’ 
"You like Muddy Waters?" Kurt asked 

"What, they some kinda rock band?" 


"Famous blues musician," said Kurt. "One of the greatest. | thought you said you liked the classics." 


The old man recoiled with a scowl, and crossed his arms. "Real wise guy, huh?" he grumbled. 

Kurt just smirked playfully, and finished the rest of his cookie. As he sucked the crumbs off his finger tips, he 
locked eyes with the old man as he radiated smugness. He finished with his thumb, letting it out of his mouth 
with a "pop", and settled back against the bed. 


The old man squinted at Kurt, his lips pursed. "You one a’ those queer boys?" he asked in a lowered voice. 


"Sure, why not?" said Kurt with a wry smile. He took a sip of ginger ale from the paper cup in his other hand, 
still not breaking eye contact. 


"Ya wanna suck on my pecker?" 

Kurt coughed and sputtered, spilling ginger ale from his mouth and his nostrils, down the front of his hospital 
gown. He pounded on his chest with his fist, and a nurse rushed over from the other side of the room to pat 
him on the back. 

"You alright, sir?" she asked him. 

‘Im fine," Kurt wheezed, and wiped his nose with the back of his hand. Through watery eyes he looked at the 
old man, who just winked at him. Kurt glared at him, and quickly stuck out his tongue before it darted back 
into his mouth again. 

"That young man tried to sexually proposition mel" said the old man, pointing at Kurt. 


"What the fuck? No," said Kurt. "You asked me if | wanted to suck on your pecker, you creep." 


“Alright, that is enough" The nurse motioned for another to get a wheelchair, which was brought to the side 
of Kurt's bed. "We'll take you back to your room, sir, and away from Mr. Barnes.” 


"Oh sure, take pretty boy's side," Mr. Barnes said. "Nobody believes a word | say, do they?" 

"That's ‘cause you're a liar," said Kurt as he moved from the bed to his wheelchair. 

"And you're a cocksucker!" 

"Not sucking yours, that's for sure, you senile old fuck!" 

"Ahem!" The nurse looked down at Kurt, her eyes burning as she narrowed them. Kurt slumped into his chair 
like a sulky child, and shot one last nasty look at Mr. Barnes before he was wheeled away. The nurse dropped 
him off at his hospital room with little more than a "get some rest" and judgmental stare. The doctor who 
performed the endoscopy on him had said earlier that he or Dr. Chen would be back with his results, and from 


there, he was going to talk with their resident psychologist, one Dr. Barry Singh. A quick pang in his gut flared 
up at the thought of yet another doctor picking his brain Maybe he could convince the guy to medicate him 


into a blissful stupor and just have him live out the rest of his life in a padded cell, not hurting anymore, just 
numbed and dumb. Hey, Doc, he thought, do you still do lobotomies? Maybe we could give trepanation a try, see 
if letting the demons in my skull out will work. HI shave my head and you get out one of those hand-cranked drills, 


we can get this done before sundown 
"Kurt?" 


Kurt looked to the door and was surprised to see Courtney, looking as worn out and ragged as he was, standing 
pigeon-toed and doe-eyed and very un-Courtney-like. She was wearing an oversized sweater that exposed one 


bra-strap, and a skirt that barely poked out from the hem of the sweater. 
"Hey," said Kurt "You okay?" 

"Are you?" asked Courtney. 

"| asked first! 

Courtney sighed. She walked over to Kurts bed and sat down on it. "Not great," she said 
"You wanna talk about it?" 


Courtney brushed her hair out of her face. "Not right now," she said. "They just said you came out from a 


procedure." 


"When has me being fucked up in a hospital ever stopped you from giving me a piece of your mind?" asked 
Kurt, trying to smile. He put a hand on her shoulder, and she took hold of it, wrapping her fingers around his. 


She shook her head. "lm very tired, Kurt," she said. "Can | just. be quiet, with you, for a little bit?" 


"Sure," said Kurt, and as soon as he answered, she slumped against him, leaning on his frail body with all her 
weight. Kurt just fell back into the mattress, and held her close. He wanted to know what was wrong, what 
could have possibly worn her down into a state like this, but that wasn't what she needed. He wondered if this 
was his fault. That was probably a safe guess, considering everything. Her breathing was slow and steady, as 
though she was about to fall asleep right there in his bed on top of him. Even with the constant noise of the 
hospital machinery and staff going off all around them, Kurt felt the closest he'd felt to the beginning of their 
relationship than he had in years, just the two of them in bed, their bodies against each others, just warmth 
and breathing and steady heartbeats between them both. 


For a while, they stayed like that, all the noise blurring into the background as Courtney would occasionally 
sniffle. Kurt's thoughts wandered, until finally he broke the quiet with an uneasy "Courtney?" 


"What?" her voice came out gravelly, but flat, like she was hoping he'd just shut up again. 


"Can | ask you something?" 

"| don't want to talk about our relationship right now-~" 

"Its not about that," said Kurt. "Ht's...a hypothetical" 

Curious, Courtney lifted her head from Kurt's chest to look up at him. "What kind of hypothetical?" 


Kurt took a deep breath. If he could talk to anybody about this, it'd be Courtney. Or Krist, but Krist wasn't 
here right now and somehow it felt more right to ask Courtney about this. "This is going to sound really 
weird," he started, "but. what would you do if you had some kind of.. | guess a premonition about the future? 
Like, somebody told you in a dream that you had to sacrifice yourself and if you didn't, the people you love 
would be hurt or killed. What would you do?" 


"Are you trying to tell me that you're still thinking about killing yourself?" asked Courtney, sounding skeptical. 
"No, no, | don't... | don't want to be suicidal anymore," said Kurt. 


"That doesn't mean you aren't suicidal," said Courtney. "Because your little hypothetical sure sounds like you're 
trying to come up with reasons to kill yourself" 


"Courtney, no, that's not." he stopped, and tried to regather his thoughts. "I had this dream, and in it, | was 
warned that if | didn't die before my 28th birthday, that my family and friends could be hurt or killed" He 
averted his gaze from hers, hiding his eyes behind his hair. "It frightened me. It didn't feel like most dreams. It 


felt a genuine warning and l'm scared." 
"So what, you have a dream and now you're convinced that it's a premonition” asked Courtney. "I had a dream 
that we got invited to have tea with Prince Charles and Princess Diana, that doesn't mean that l'm going to 


ring up Buckingham Palace asking whether our invitations got lost in the fucking mail." 


At the mention of Princess Diana, Kurt shuddered involuntarily, but he tried to play it off by shaking his head. 
"No, that's not.. you're not getting it. It felt so real, like | was really being warned--" 


"Kurt," Courtney held Kurt's face in her hands, lifting his head so that his eyes met hers. "It was just a 
dream," she said. "It's not real. Whoever or whatever told you this shit in your dream, they're just in your 
head, babe." 

"They were ghosts," Kurt muttered. 


"Whose ghosts?" 


"Buddy Holly and Ritchie Valens." said Kurt, realizing how stupid this sounded as soon as the words passed his 
lips. 


‘Oh, what, was Jimi Hendrix too busy?" Courtney teased. "Is his ghost schedule too full to pull some Charles 


Dickens shit in your brain, can't send one of the other 21 club members to haunt you?" 
Kurt cracked a smile. "Yeah," he said. "Yeah, you're probably right." 


"Of course I'm right," said Courtney. “Trust me, nothing bad is going to happen to you, or me, or anybody else, 


okay?" 


"Okay," said Kurt softly. He tilted his head forward, resting it against Courtney's. She wrapped her arms around 
his shoulders, pulling him closer and tilting her head so that she could press her lips against his. Her lips were 
soft, warm, and tasted like cherry lip balm, and all the anxieties that had been eating at Kurt around their 
marriage melted away as he lost himself in her, drinking in her kiss like champagne. Her tongue had just darted 
into his mouth when they heard a knock on the frame of the door. Courtney pulled back from the kiss, but 
still held Kurt close, setting his head against her breast as she stroked his hair. 


"Mr. Cobain?" It was Dr. Chen. "Sorry if this is a bad time, but Dr. Singh just had an opening and can see you 


now. 
"I want to meet him," said Courtney, sitting up straighter. "He's the psychiatrist, right?" 
"Psychologist," Dr. Chen corrected. "And yes, l'm sure he'd be happy to meet you, Mrs. Cobain" 


"Good" Courtney kissed Kurt's forehead and mussed his hair before she stood to her feet. "Hopefully you won't 


have to stay in this stupid hospital any longer and you can just come home already." 
"We'll see," Kurt said. 


Courtney pouted, but otherwise blew the comment off. She went to the doorway to talk to Dr. Chen, and Kurt 
grabbed the silk pajamas off the end of his bed, underneath the giant Snoopy, and slipped into the bathroom, 
closing the door behind him. As he changed out of the hospital gown and into those pajamas, he his thoughts 
went back to Krist. He wondered how he was holding up. Was he as tired as Courtney? He buttoned the top of 
his pajama shirt closed, and paused briefly before bringing up the hem of his shirt over his nose and taking a 
whiff. It didn't much smell like Krist, just smelled like himself. Once changed, he stepped out of the bathroom, 
and looked to his wife and the doctor. 


"Oh, there you are!" said Dr. Chen. "How are you feeling? Do you need a wheelchair to get to the psychiatric 


wing?" 
"I'll walk," said Kurt. 


"Barefoot?" Courtney asked. Kurt looked down and wiggled his toes. "Ugh, whatever. We don't have to go outside, 


do we?" 


"Well, there's a balcony walkway between buildings, but other than that, no," said Dr. Chen. "Ill show you." 


Dr. Chen started walking, and Courtney hooked her arm around Kurt's, and the three of them set off for the 
psychiatric wing. There was an idle conversation happening between his wife and the doctor, Dr. Chen saying a 
lot, Courtney saying very little, but Kurt found himself spacing out, observing the bustle of the hospital 
around him; patients being pushed in wheelchairs, patients on stretchers, a woman standing outside a hospital 
room dabbing her wet eyes with a balled-up tissue, a receptionist trying to look busy as she snuck furtive 
glances at a tiny black-and-white portable TV sitting on her desk playing M*A*5*H* and all this was left 
behind as they passed through swinging twin doors and down the empty hallway to the balcony. 


As soon as Kurt stepped outside, he took a deep breath of the cool, damp air. He hadn't been outside in days, 
just content to stay secluded in his hospital room. The concrete below his feet were cold, but dry, even as a 
light drizzle came down from a gray blanket of cloud sand he let his arm slip out from Courtney's grasp. He 
didn't have much time to take all of this in, as Courtney moved at a quick pace ahead of him, her legs swinging 
like scissors, every click of her heels like the blades snapping shut, and she whipped her head around to look 
back at Kurt and gesture with a nod of her head for him to hurry up. Before Kurt could even adjust to the 
outside chill, a new set of doors were opened, and Kurt hurried as Courtney let the door go behind her. He 


caught the door with his open palm, and walked in, his feet now touching down on carpet. 


The psychiatric wing, at least the front end of it, was much quieter than the rest of the hospital. The three 
of them walked into a glass door labeled "Dr. Bartholomew M. Singh, PhD" in white lettering. The office looked 
more like one belonging to a successful young businessman rather than a psychologist, there were multiple 
potted plants dotting the corners of the office, some growing so high that their wide leaves brushed the 
ceiling, and the receptionist sat behind a raised desk in the shape of a C, with a smooth, granite finish. There 
was even a babbling fountain, with water running down smooth stones settled in black bowls, each bigger than 
the one above it, and all this water pouring down into the largest bowl at the bottom. "Wow," said Kurt. 


"Real fancy," Courtney added. "How much did all this cost?" 


Dr. Chen just laughed, and bowed her head as she approached the receptionist. "Could you let Barry know that 
Mr. Cobain is here with his wife?" The receptionist nodded, and paged Dr. Singh. 


Kurt wandered off to the corner with the fountain. The smooth stones, the polished resin bowls, the tiny pipe 
at the very stop spurting out a constant stream of burbling water, all of it completely artificial, but custom 
made to try and capture the tranquility of nature. Kurt leaned forward and raised his finger to stick it in the 


tiny, brass pipe at the top of the fountain, and was about to make contact with it when a voice startled him. 


| see you've taken a liking to my fountain," said a man with a booming, British-accented voice. Kurt stood up 
and turned around to see a tall, dark man in a turban, with an impeccably groomed beard and mustache turned 
up at the ends, his laced fingers adorned with several gaudy rings and his suit perfectly tailored. He was like an 
Indian Brian Blessed, but Brian Blessed in the 10's, like when Flash Gordon came out. He smiled, flashing his 


pearly, white teeth, like those on a game show host. 


"Mr Cobain, it's good to finally meet you," he said. He looked to Courtney, and bowed slightly. "And your lovely 


wife. would you prefer | call you Mrs. Cobain? Or Mrs. Love?" 


Courtney seemed taken aback, laughing a bit as she fiddled with the necklace she was wearing. "Ah ha ha ha. 
oh, wow," she said. "Not used to being called ‘lovely." 


Dr. Singh held out his hand to Courtney in a gentlemanly manor, and she nervously put her hand in his. Kurt 
stepped forward, away from the fountain, ready to see this guy try and plant a kiss on her hand like some 
kind of knight in shining armor, but instead, the doctor placed his other hand atop of Courtney's and gave it a 
gentle, single shake. "And why should you not expect such treatment, hmmm?" asked Dr. Singh. "Are you saying 
that I'm mistaken?" 


This got a girlish giggle from Courtney. Kurt just beheld all this before him in a stupor. This whole thing felt 
weird. This dude felt almost unnaturally charming, Courtney was completely disarmed, laughing in earnest. She 
looked back to Kurt, as if to say get a load of this guy, before turning back to Dr. Singh. "No, actually," she said. 
"You're right. I'm downright fucking charming, isn't that right, babe?" She looked back to Kurt again with a 


mischievous smirk. 

"Hell yeah," said Kurt. 

Dr. Singh roared with laughter, patting Courtney's hand before letting it slip from his grasp. "And absolutely 
gushing confidence as welll" he said. "But, as pleased as | am to meet you, madam, we are here, of course, for 
your husband, Kurt" He offered his hand to Kurt. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Cobain 

Kurt took a hold of his large hand, and found himself surprised by just how soft it was, and even more 
surprised by how strong his grip was. Kurt's whole body shook with the handshake, but Dr. Singh stood 
completely solid. "Nice to meet you too," said Kurt. 


"Thank you," said Dr. Singh, releasing Kurt's hand from his grip. "Are you ready to begin?" 


Kurt looked to Courtney, who looked back to Kurt, who gave him a nod of approval. "Yeah," said Kurt, looking 
back to Dr. Singh. "lm ready." 


Excellent!" said Dr. Singh, clapping his hands together, and rubbing them as though he were getting ready to do 
some manual task. "If you will follow me, please. We have much to discuss." He turned and headed to his office, 
and Kurt went to follow him before he stopped and looked back at Courtney. 

"Wish me luck," he said. 


Courtney nodded and smiled. "I love you, babe," she said. 


"I love you too," said Kurt. As he turned back to follow Dr. Singh, he saw Dr. Chen, who he almost forgot was 


still in the room, start to lead Courtney away. He did a brisk little jog to catch up to Dr. Singh, who held open 
the door to his office for Kurt. 


Dr. Singh's office was as immaculate as his clothes and his beard, with a fully-stocked shelf of books behind 
his mahogany desk. On his desk he had an antique, green glass desk lamp beside an Apple computer, along with 
a few photos of his family and a carved statue of a white elephant with gold leaf adorning its tusks. 


"Have a seat,” said Dr. Singh, and he gestured to an armchair sitting in front of his desk. Kurt took a seat, and 
sunk into the plush cushioning. As he let himself get comfortable, he looked around the walls, over diplomas 


from Oxford and abstract art to, weirdly, a framed drawing of Lucy Van Pelt at her psychiatric help booth, 


waiting for Charlie Brown. 

‘I've been spending the past two days doing a lot of research on you, Mr. Cobain," said Dr. Singh as he took a 
seat at his desk. "| apologize for the possible impropriety on my part, but its not every day that | work with a 
patient that's a public figure, and even rarer to work with one who's known internationally.” 

"Yeah?" asked Kurt. "And what kind of things have you heard about me?" 

"Well," said Dr. Singh, "most of what I've heard about you has come directly from the source." He opened a 
drawer in his desk, and pulled out a short stack of CDs. He spread them out across the desk, and Kurt pulled 
his knees up to his chest as he leaned forward in his seat for a better view. Bleach, Nevermind, h Utero and 


even hsecticide were all laid out before him. 


"I've listened to each one at least once," said Dr. Singh, "and while | admit this normally isn't the type of music | 


listen to myself, | think you may have made me a fan of your work" 

"You want an autograph?" Kurt asked sarcastically 

Dr. Singh chuckled. "I am not star-struck, Mr. Cobain, | am merely impressed by your work with Nirvana" 
"Thanks," said Kurt. 

"Are you a Buddhist, perhaps?" 

'Not really," Kurt admitted, scratching the back of his head "I mean, there's a lot there that's very interesting 


to me, and | want Tibet free and all, not just because that's a fashionable cause right now, but | don't think | 
could really commit to one religion" He glanced at Dr. Singh's turban. "Are you. like, Muslim? Or Hindu?" 


"lm Sikh." 
"Oh," said Kurt. "I don't know as much about that." 


"l'm just glad you didn't try and make a pun out of it," said Dr. Singh with a chuckle. "Not that | mind puns, of 


course, but being told ‘oh, you're Sikh? Then you should go see a doctor’ after the twentieth time, its not 
quite as funny." 


"Sounds like it," said Kurt. 


"Anyway," said Dr. Singh, swiping the CDs on his desk aside, "I'd like to ask you some questions, Kurt, the first 


being. why are you here?" 

Kurt looked off to the side, not sure how to answer. "You don't already know that?" 

‘| only know the basics," he said. "I'd like to hear it from you. | want you to tell me why you are here." 

Kurt went quiet for a moment. "Probably because | almost killed myself," he answered. 

"And why did you want to kill yourself?" 

"Jesus. where to start." Kurt was still sitting crouched on the chair like a gargoyle, and he brought his thumb 
to his lip, running the edge of his front teeth along the nail. "I think mostly I'm just tired, Doc. | thought 
becoming a big rock star would make life better for me but it hasn't. I'm still in pain, | still shoot up, | still 
disappoint everybody | care about, | still hate myself, | feel like my life is falling apart and l'm scared of so 
much." 


"What are you scared of?" 


Kurt's lips trilled as he exhaled. "A lot," he said. "What the press will say about me, my friends leaving me, 
divorce, turning into a useless junkie that everybody's forgotten about, myself. | was ready to just end it” 


"But you didn't," said Dr. Singh. "Why didn't you?" 

"| missed." Kurt swept his hair back over his damaged ear, showing off the gnarled, stitched flesh. 

Dr. Singh didn't say anything. His eyes were still on Kurt expectantly, as he typed with one hand on his 
computer. Kurt could feel his dark eyes boring into him, like he just knew that there was more that Kurt 
wasn't saying. 

"I. | was going to use a shotgun," said Kurt. "| even shot up more junk than | ever had in my life, just as 
insurance in case | chickened out. | was so ready, | had the barrel in my mouth but then | just." His voice 


caught in his throat. He bobbed his head slightly, like a cat about to cough up a hairball, trying to get it out of 
him, but his body was resisting. Finally, the words popped out in a single breath, "Something told me not to." 


"Something?" asked Dr. Singh. 


"Some voice," said Kurt. "Like this.. this tiny little voice, telling me to keep going. For Frances. My daughter.” 


Dr. Singh nodded in a way that seemed to gently nudge Kurt to keep going. 


"It told me to ‘do it for her," he said. "And | took the gun out of my mouth. | had set it on my shoulder, and 
the tip of it. the tip was right next to my ear, and my finger slipped and then.” He curled his fingers into a 


fist, and then spread them out as to indicate an explosion, even making a gunshot noise with his mouth. 
"That must have been a harrowing experience," said Dr. Singh. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "I ended up passing out and when | woke up | thought | was dead, and then | thought I'd gone 
deat" 


"So did you call an ambulance?" 


"No. no, | called my best friend, Krist," said Kurt. "He came over and drove me to the hospital, and now I'm 


here." 


Dr. Singh punched a few more keys on his computer keyboard, and then looked at Kurt. "So do you still have 
suicidal thoughts?" he asked. 


Kurt fell back into his chair, his knees still propped up while he sank back into the back cushion. "I don't want to 
have them anymore," he said, "but at the same time. l'm afraid of what might happen if | don't kill myself” 


"What do you mean?" 


Kurt covered his eyes with his hand, and sighed. "This is going to sound crazy if | tell you this. | told Courtney 
and she thinks this is stupid." 


lm not here to judge you," said Dr. Singh. "I'm here to help. If something is genuinely a concern to you, I'd like 
to know, so that | may better do my job. And my job is to help you with your mental health." He laced his 


fingers together and leaned forward in his seat. "| never want you to feel afraid to tell me something.’ 


After taking a deep breath in through his nose and out through his mouth and wishing he had a cigarette in 
that very moment, Kurt steeled himself. "I had a premonition," he said. "It was more than just a dream, it felt 
so real, scarily real, and in it | was told that if | didn't die before my 28th birthday. something terrible could 
happen to my family and my friends." 


"| see," said Dr. Singh. If he was skeptical, he didn't show it on his face; he looked as though he were taking 
what Kurt had said with a deadly seriousness. "Do you believe this?" 


"That's just it, | don't know!" said Kurt. He grabbed a fistful of his own hair, just holding it as if he was ready 
to yank it out by the roots. "I don't know. | don't know what to believe. I'm scared that this is all in my head, 


that I'm going crazy, but I'm also terrified that if | don't listen, it's going to come true, and it could have been 


prevented if | had just died like | was supposed to. 
"You feel as if you were. supposed to die, then?" 

Kurt just nodded 

"Do you feel as though you are still in danger of hurting yourself?" 
Again, Kurt nodded. 'I don't trust myself," he said feebly. “I'm scared” 


"IFs alright, Kurt," said Dr. Singh. "If you feel it necessary, we can admit you to an in-patient program. | think it 
is very clear to me, just from talking to you right now, that you could benefit from it greatly." 


"Please," said Kurt. "| know Courtney wants me to just come home, and usually the last place I'd ever want to 


be is fucking rehab, but | just. | feel like I'm in over my head. | feel like I'm drowning in my own head" 


"Do not worry," assured Dr. Singh. He stood up from his chair, walked around his desk, and put a hand on 
Kurt's trembling shoulder. Kurt looked up at him with watery eyes, up at this bronze figure whose head was 
blocking out an overhead light in a way that made him look like he had a warm halo around his head. "l'm here 


to help you. We are all here to help you." 


Kurt choked out a noise that wasn't quite a laugh but wasn't quite a sob. "Thank you," he said quietly. "Thank 
you." 


Lucy Goosey 


"You're seriously doing this?" 

"Yeah," said Kurt, "and | really want to try this time and not run away again" 

"Babe, aren't you worried about what people are going to think?" Courtney asked. 

Kurt was sitting on the hospital bed in the room he'd been in for the past three days. Some people from 
Geffen were there, helping move out the multiple bouquets, flower arrangements, balloons and teddy bears; 
Kurt had told them to send the gifts to their house while he held onto the paper bag full of tapes, the 
Walkman, the notepad and the giant plush of Snoopy. He hoped that the people in the psychiatric wing would let 
him keep that stuff, at least: 


Its not any of their business," said Kurt, looking up to Courtney. "You can tell them I'm in rehab again if you 
want, whatever. | just want to stop caring about what the fucking tabloids think." 


Courtney sat down on the bed next to Kurt. "How long do you think you're going to stay?" 
"| don't know," said Kurt. "Couple weeks, probably." 
"A couple weeks?" Courtney echoed. 


"Ill stay as long as it takes until | get better." He took Courtney's hand in his, and gave it a reassuring squeeze. 
"You'll still come and visit, right?" 


‘| will,” said Courtney. "I'm going to be busy for a while, with the new album out, but I'll come and see you 


when | can" 
"Bring Frances. And make sure the cat's taken care of, too." 


‘Of course," she said, and gave Kurt a quick kiss on the lips. "Take care of yourself, okay? | don't want to come 


pick you up to go back home and you've been turned into a lobotomite." 
Kurt chuckled. "That might not be so bad. You wouldn't have to worry about any arguments with me anymore." 


Courtney frowned. "Look, l.. | really don't want to get into all that right now, okay? We'll talk when you get back 
out. Okay?" 


Kurt gave a shaky nod. "Okay," he mumbled. 


Courtney craned her neck toward Kurt's hanging head, and kissed his lips, more tenderly this time. "I love you." 


A smile spread over Kurt's lips, and he lifted his head to meet Courtney's gaze. "I love you too," he said. 

Their lips came together for one more kiss, and Kurt tucked his hand behind Courtney's head, under her hair. 
He took a deep breath, his head getting floaty with the scent of her shampoo and deodorant and lip gloss, and 
nuzzled his head in the crook of her neck. 

I'll miss you," he said. 

I'll miss you too," said Courtney. 

"Mr. Cobain?" 

Kurt lifted his head, and there in the doorway, stepping out of the way of the men moving out the wilting 
flower arrangements, was Dr. Chen. She stood off to the side, his hands clasped, and offered the couple on the 
bed a beaming smile. "Are you ready to go?" she asked. 

"Yeah," said Kurt. He turned to Courtney, who gave him another quick kiss. 

"Don't do anything stupid," she said softly. 

Kurt let out an amused snort. "I'll try my best." 

Courtney stood up and helped Kurt up to his feet, and he gathered his belongings in his arms. As he started to 
walk toward the doctor, he looked back over his shoulder at Courtney. Courtney gave him an encouraging nod, 
and Kurt smiled at her before he arrived at Dr. Chen's side. 

"Shall we?" Dr. Chen asked. 


"Yeah," said Kurt with a nod. "Let's go." 


Dr. Chen ushered Kurt out of the hospital room, and as they walked out into the hall, the two of them were 


flocked by a pair of nurses, and escorted him to his new, temporary home. 


After a short walk across the campus, Dr. Chen led Kurt down the hall of another building and into a small, 


unmarked room. The room was almost completely empty, save for a table and two chairs. 


"Before we get you settled,” said Dr. Chen, "Id like to fill out some paperwork and ask you some questions." 


"Oh," said Kurt. He set the stuff he was carrying down against the wall by the door, and sat down at the table. 
He looked around the room; the walls were bare, there was one window on the left-most side, and on the other 


side of the table that Dr. Chen was now sitting was a mounted video camera. 


"We've spent a lot of time together over the past few days," said Dr. Chen, "but this is the last day you'll be 
under my treatment. After this evaluation, you'll be under Dr. Singh's care." 


"You that eager to get rid of me?" asked Kurt. 


"Oh, no, no," said Dr. Chen, smiling and shaking her head. "Its not that. | was just assigned to oversee your care 
during your mandatory 12-hour hold and treatment for your injury, and to help you review your options going 


forward." 
Kurt nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, that makes sense." 


"IFs a little bittersweet, isn't it?" said Dr. Chen Kurts eyebrows arched in interest, and she continued. "I always 
get a little bit attached to every patient | have," she clarified, "no matter who they are. | guess this is our 
last hurrah before | send you on your way.” 


| guess so," said Kurt. 


Dr. Chen turned on the video camera, and the little red recording light flicked on, indicating the camera's inky 


black eye was watching. "If you could state your name and date of birth for our records, please?" 
"Kurt Cobain, February 20th, 1967" 


"Good, good," said Dr. Chen. She'd been carrying a clipboard with her, and she released the metal clip at the top, 
taking hold of a stack of papers and a pen. She slid them across the table to Kurt, and took another pen out of 
her front coat pocket. 


"Please fill out the questionnaire as honestly as you can," said Dr. Chen. "The majority of them are statements 
with a rating scale, with | being ‘strongly disagree’ and 5 being ‘strongly agree, for example.’ 


Kurt looked down at the questionnaire in front of him, and picked up the pen. He was sure he'd filled out forms 
like this multiple times with pediatricians and school psychologists, going as far back as using charts with 
smiley and frowny faces. As he went down the sheet, he found himself circling 5's and 4's. There were a 
variety of questions, but more than a few made him hesitate slightly when he reached them, feeling a sense 


of guilt for even admitting to them. 


"l experience intense mood shifts with intense highs and lows." Strongly agree. "I engage in behavior people say 
is self-destructive. Strongly agree. "| feel like | am a burden to my friends and loved ones." Agree. "Activities 


and hobbies that | used to enjoy no longer bring me pleasure." Agree. "I use drugs or alcohol to self-medicate." 
Strongly agree. "I struggle with drug or alcohol addiction" Strongly agree. "I have thoughts about suicide." Often 


"I have previously attempted suicide." More than once. 


| have experienced hallucinations without the use of drugs, or have experiences that others would describe as 


delusions." 


This one tripped up Kurt completely, as he stopped on the sheet, slipping the end of the pen into his mouth as 
he began to lightly chew on it. The options ranged from |, "never" to b, “almost every day.” He wondered if he 
should even mention the dreams he had that felt so vivid and real, with Buddy Holly's premonitions of certain 
doom. Just that phrase alone was ridiculous; "Buddy Holly's premonitions of doom." Courtney had said he 
shouldn't even bring them up for fear of Kurt being kept longer, but at the same time, he wanted to hear 
somebody assure him that it wasn't anything to worry about, that it was the result of stress, that it wasn't 
real, even though in the back of his mind, he feared it was. And this wasn't even counting the voice in his head 
that urged him not to pull the trigger at the last minute. Faced with this decision, he circled 2 for "rarely," 


and moved on. 


Filling out the entire form, all fourteen pages of statements and questions, took about twenty minutes, but it 
felt longer, and after the form was completed, then came the verbal questions. Dr. Chen was as gentle and 
encouraging as she'd always been, easing out every single thing in Kurt's life out of him like some sort of 
emotional enema. He talked about being put on Ritalin as a child, feeling like an alien, his parents’ divorce, being 
passed back and forth from house to house, telling everyone in high school he was gay, bullying kids, being 
bullied, sitting on train tracks waiting to die, drinking, smoking weed, escaping into music and art, discovering 
punk music, dropping out of high school, meeting Krist, and getting caught in the whirlwind that was Nirvana. it 
just gushed out of him like a disgusting spew, and he felt as tough Dr. Chen was figuratively holding back his 
hair as he vomited it all out. By the end of it, Kurt felt drained, wrung dry, and just let his head fall back 
against the chair, his body sprawled out and spent. 


"| think we're done here," said Dr. Chen, turning off the camera. Kurt lifted his head, trying to sit up slightly. 
"You did very well, Kurt. | think you're off to an excellent start.” 


Kurt leaned forward, and pushed himself out of his chair. "Thanks," he said. He glanced up at Dr. Chen, who had 
stood up from her chair and walked around the table up to Kurt. ".. For everything," he added. 


"You're very welcome," said Dr. Chen. She held out her hand to Kurt, and he took hold of it, giving it a solid 
shake. What he didn't expect, however, was for the small woman to wrap her other arm around the his back, 
and pull him in for a hug. She gave him a few pats, her hand holding onto the papers as they flapped against 
him, and she stepped back. "Good luck," she said. Her face was radiating hope and kindness, like some precious 


stone caught in the sun, and Kurt felt a slow smile creep across his face. "I believe in you." 
"Thank you," he said, bowing his head slightly. 


The door to the room opened, and there was Dr. Singh, his tall frame taking up much of the negative space in 


the doorway. He flashed a bright, white smile at them both, and looked to Kurt. 


"Ah, there you arel" he said, though it seemed obvious to Kurt that Dr. Singh would have known exactly where 


he was. "| see you've finished with Dr. Chen Are you ready to go to your new room?" 


"Ready as I'll ever be," said Kurt. He picked up his belongings off of the floor against the wall, and looked up to 
Dr. Singh. "Let's go." 


Dr. Singh clapped a hand on Kurt's shoulder, and as he lead him out of the room, Kurt took one last glance 
back at Dr. Chen, who waved goodbye with her fingers. Kurt nodded, and was lead to the psychiatric wing. 


Kurt didn't know what he was expecting, aside from something akin to One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest , but 
the common room of the psychiatric wing was occupied by people in bathrobes, pajamas and those standard- 
issue powder-blue patient uniforms. There were multiple couches gathered around a wall-mounted television 
set, all occupied by older patients, some wrapped in quilted blankets. A circle of armchairs with a low, round, 
cushioned table hosted more patients, reading books and magazines, and on the far side of the room was a 
table where even more patients were sitting as they chatted and drew on sheets of paper. The room was 
illuminated with both soft lights, different from the florescent lights of the main part of the hospital, as well 
as large glass windows that overlooked the grassy courtyard, and against those windows was a pair of men sat 
at a small table, playing chess. The tension usually associated with rehab seemed wholly absent, instead 
replaced with a genuine serenity. A few of the people at the drawing table lifted their heads to look at Kurt as 
he came in with Dr. Singh, but he was otherwise unacknowledged. There were a few orderlies standing off to 
the side by the wall, chatting casually with one another, but they straightened up at the sight of Dr. Singh, 


who just chuckled in response. 


"Welcome to your new home away from home," said Dr. Singh. "I think this floor should be just about right for 
you." 


"This floor?" Kurt asked. 

"We have different floors suited to the needs of our patients,” said Dr. Singh. "This floor focuses on a more 
relaxed, rehabilitative environment for short-term patients like yourself, those who need help getting back on 
their feet so they can return to society better equipped to face the challenges of modern life.” 


"So this is rehab?" 


"Not strictly rehab for substance abuse," said Dr. Singh. "There are many different reasons why patients come 


here, but they all have one thing in common, and that is that they are in need of a place free of the anxiety 
and stress that brought them to us." 


As they walked past the common room, a young man with long, black hair sitting at the drawing table turned 
his head and looked at Kurt. The man's almond-shaped dark eyes met Kurt's for a second, and he winked and 
stuck out his tongue at Kurt before turning back around to the table. Dr. Singh was rambling about the 
amenities of the facility, but Kurt had tuned him out, thinking about that guy who had just made a face at 
him. They'd reached an empty room, with an orderly smoothing out fresh sheets on a very ordinary-looking 


bed. 


"Here we are," said Dr. Singh. "This is your room. I'll leave you to get settled in, as | have work to do, but we'll 


be getting to know each other very well during your stay." 


"Thanks," said Kurt. The orderly slid past Kurt and the doctor, and Kurt looked around. No color aside from the 
window high on the far side of the room, just a bed, a chair, and a light in the ceiling, and off to the side was 
an open door leading to a toilet and a sink. "Kinda bare bones in here." 


"I know it looks a bit spartan now, dear boy, but | assure you that you'll be allowed plenty of personal effects 
to help make the place look a bit more homely." 


"You mean ‘homely’ in the British sense," said Kurt. "Like cozy. Not like ugly, like the American sense." 


"Ah, yes, of course," said Dr. Singh. "You'll have to pardon me, I've been in the states for almost five years, 
but you know what they say about old habits. | still frustrate my secretary with my spelling, the poor girl." He 
let out a chuckle, and then checked his watch. "Well, | should be going. I'll talk with you later, then, Mr. Cobain. 
See you soon!" He gave a slight bow as he slipped behind the door frame and back down the hall before Kurt 


could even turn around to bid him farewell. 


Kurt let all of the things he had been carrying spill onto the bed, and then collapsed onto the bed, face first. 


He let out a deep sigh into his pillow, and one singular thought dominated his mind: now what? 


It was a strange feeling, as if he'd managed to pull himself out of a hole in the ground, wet and slick with mud 
and rainwater, clawing his way up grabbing hold of tiny roots and using stones as footholds until he reached 
the top, grabbing fistfuls of wet grass and crawling out on his belly only to roll over and look up at the sky 
and realize he was still lost, cold, soaked, hungry and not sure where to go. But hey, at least he had gotten out 
of that hole, right? 


"Pssst. Hey." 


Kurt lifted his head and looked to the door, seeing the same young man who'd been at the drawing table. Kurt 
flipped onto his back and propped himself somewhat upright by his elbows. "What do you want?" 


"You're in Nirvana, right?" the man asked. 


"Yeah," said Kurt with a sigh. "Why, you want an autograph?" 


"Nah, | just wanted to make sure," he said, stepping into Kurt's room. "I mean, no offense, but I'm not really 


into grunge, you know? Not my thing. You wouldn't happen to know Trent Reznor, would you?" 


Kurt looked at the guy with half-lidded eyes. "Is that seriously what you wanted to talk to me about? Trent 


Reznor?" 


"If not, that's fine," the man said with a shrug. "I've just been a Nine Inch Nails fan before they went 


mainstream, you know? Thought you two might have met." 

"No," said Kurt. "No, | have not. | think | saw him once but we didn't talk" 

"Aw, man," the young man sat down in the chair opposite of the bed, and shook his head. "That's a shame. | 
don't know why, | thought maybe you could at least tell me some kind of story about him. I'm not, like, asking 
you to get me in contact with him or anything. Just a big fan" 

"Who the hell are you, anyway?" asked Kurt. 

The man sat up, and tilted his head down slightly letting locks of hair fall over half of his face, and his face 
went cold and stern. "People know me by many names," he said, his voice low and husky and dripping with 
melodrama, "but you may call me.. Raven" 


Kurt just looked at him blankly. "So you're like a death rocker?" 


"Death rocker, whoa, that sounds way more intimidating than ‘goth," said Raven, all the drama having 


dissipated. "| kinda like it. Death rocker: | should start calling myself that from now on" 
"A death rocker is just a goth, but more punk rock," said Kurt. "Like Christian Death." 


‘Oh, okay," said Raven. "Maybe I'm not a death rocker, then | like a lot of industrial. You ever listen to Skinny 
Puppy? Or KMFDM?" 


Despite himself, Kurt chuckled softly, and tried to hide his smile behind his hand. "I'm familiar with them," he 


said. 
"So you probably haven't met those guys either," sighed Raven. "Dammit." 
‘Sorry | can't hook you up with any backstage passes, dude," said Kurt. "I'm just here to get my head checked" 


"Well, yeah, me too, obviously," said Raven. "I'm just not made for a world filled with mundanes." Again, his 


voice took a theatrical tone, and he gazed off into the distance. 


"Mundanes?" Kurt asked. 
"You know," said Raven. "Normal people. They don't get me. My parents didn't get me, my teachers didn't get 
me, society doesn't get me. | feel like a place like this, the other people here are the closest ones to possibly 


understand me." 


Kurt thought about this for a moment, before he gave a nod. "Yeah," he said. "Yeah, | can relate to that. That 


was basically just me growing up." 
"Yeah?" asked Raven. "You ever go back to your hometown and just rub it in their faces?" 
"Not really," said Kurt. "I don't really like going back there." 


"Man, if | were you, | would,” said Raven. "I'd go up to all the guys that picked on me in school and just tell 
them to suck my dick and my balls." 


"And your balls?" 


"And my balls," Raven repeated. "Just tell ‘em to suck on my fuckin’ rice balls." He grabbed his own crotch and 


tugged on it for emphasis. 

"Raven!" 

Both Kurt and Raven jolted at the voice, and both looked to the doorway where a tall, muscular female orderly 
was standing, arms crossed, piercing eyes fixed right on Raven. "What did | tell you about bothering the other 


patients?" she asked. 


‘I'm not bothering anybody, | swear!" Raven stood up from the chair, raising both of his hands up. "We were 


just having a conversation, is alll" 

The nurse ignored Raven, and looked to Kurt, pinning him down with her steely gaze. 

"He's fine," said Kurt. “If he was bothering me, | would've told him to fuck off myself." 

The nurse's nose crinkled in disgust, her lips drawn tight as though she'd tasted something extremely bitter. 
"You're new," the nurse said to Kurt. She pointed to Raven "This boy. this boy is trouble. You be careful 


around him." 


Kurt and Raven exchanged glances. Kurt looked Raven over, evaluating him. Kurt looked back at the nurse. "I 


think I'll be able to handle him," he said wryly. Raven snickered. 


"Don't say | didn't warn you," said the nurse. "And so help me if you try anything funny." 


"| would never," said Kurt, plashing a hand over his chest and feigning hurt. 
"We're good boys!" chirped Raven. 


The nurse shook her head. She'd had a laundry cart in front of her, and went back to pushing it. "Trouble!" she 
shouted as she rolled the cart down the hall. "Nothin' but trouble!" 


Kurt leaned forward, craning his neck to listen for any further commentary from the nurse, and then looked 


back to Raven. "Seems like you got a bit of a reputation around here." 


"Yeah, well, like | said, the mundanes don't know what to make of me." Raven stood up from his chair. "But you. 


You show promise." 
‘I'm honored," said Kurt sardonically. 


"You should be," said Raven. "Not everyone gets the tour of this funny farm from the illustrious and notorious 


Raven Moon" He said his own name with the same overwrought dramatic flourish. 

"Is that your real name?" asked Kurt. 

‘Of course it's my real name," said Raven, his arms now akimbo. "As opposed to what? A fake name?" 
"Or a name you picked yourself" 


"If | picked it myself, then it's a truer name than the one my parents gave me," said Raven. "But the ‘Moon’ 
part, | kept that part from my parents. They got a good last name for a goth aesthetic." 


Kurt shrugged. "| guess | can't argue with that." 

Raven stood at Kurt's bedside, hands in his pockets and slouching. "So, uh. you wanna meet some of the 
regulars before you get your medicine and wind up all loosey-goosey?" He pulled his hands out of his pockets 
and wobbled as though he were drugged when he spoke those last few words. 


"They really gonna start me off on stuff that strong?" 


"Maybe," said Raven. "You never know. Now, come with me, to a place we've come to call ‘The Island of Misfit 


Boys and Girls." 


"Cute," said Kurt. He straightened up his things, putting the bag of tapes under his bed, and sitting up Snoopy 
so that he was propped up against the wall. "Who came up with that name?" 


"One of the other guys here, Lester," said Raven. "Oh man, wait'll you meet him. He's a scream." 


Raven poked his head out in the hallway, looking side-to-side before stepping out. Kurt followed him as they 
walked back to the common room. Along the way, a large, nervous-looking man was headed in the opposite 
direction, being escorted by a much smaller orderly. The man shuffled as he walked, eyes locked on the ground 
until Raven and Kurt got close enough to catch his eye. The man's head jerked up, and he let out a high- 
pitched squeal as he stretched out his arms, forming a cross with his index fingers as he backed against the 
wall, his eyes now fixed on Raven. Raven hissed at him like a cat, baring his teeth, and the orderly swore at 
him in Spanish, swatting at him with her hands. Raven giggled and ran down the hall, and Kurt ran to keep up 
with him. 


At the very least, this would be an interesting stay. 


Members Only 


Author's Notes: 
| blame my lack of updates on Animal Crossing and also having to go to the hospital in April for emergency 


surgery and recovering from all that. Sorry, dudes. 


As Kurt and Raven approached the drawing table, Raven announced their arrival, spreading his arms and saying 
in a bombastic voice, "Good afternoon, my fellow nutcases!" Two of the three people at the table looked up 
immediately, with the third, a young woman with red hair, had a slightly delayed reaction. "I have procured 


another member for our prestigious club." 


"Your mom is prestigious," said a young man who sat on the far end of the table, spittle flying off his lips. He 
had the kind of face that made him look 13 and 30 at the same time, and he was sporting a buzzcut with a rat 
tail dangling off the back of his neck, and slung over his shoulder, as though he wanted to call attention to it. 


He went back to what he was drawing, hunched over as he scribbled with agitated fervor. 
"Do you even know what ‘prestigious’ means?" asked a woman sitting opposite of rat-tail kid and next to the 
red-haired girl. She appeared to be the oldest of the group, with short, dark hair framing her face and sleepy- 


looking dark eyes. She looked to Raven "Do you even know what it means?" 


"Of course | know what it means, l'm not some kind of literate " Raven retorted. "It means high class and 


exclusive, you know, members only." 

"Yeah, members only," echoed rat-tail kid. 

"So access to Raven's mom is high class," said the sleepy-eyed girl. "Isn't that the opposite of an insult?" 
Rat-tail kid scowled. Sleepy-eyed girl responded with a lazy smirk, and the red-haired girl just looked between 
the two of them with confusion. Sleepy-eyed girl then caught red-haired girl's eye, and made a series of rapid 
gestures with her hands that even a layman could recognize as sign language. Red-haired girl giggled and signed 
back briefly. 

"Anyway," said Raven, leaning onto the table with his hands laid out flat on its surface, "as | was saying, | 
brought a new member." Kurt approached cautiously from behind Raven, still trying to read the group 
dynamic. 


"Who, the lead singer of Nirvana?" said sleepy-eyed girl sarcastically. 


"Funny you should say that!" said Raven, grinning like a maniac. "You wanna introduce yourself?" 


"Hi, Im Kurt," Kurt finally spoke up. "I'm the lead singer of Nirvana" 


Sleepy-eyed girl stared at him for a moment, and looked him up and down. "Huh," she said, "I guess you are. 


Small world." 

"This lovely ray of sunshine is Odette," said Raven, gesturing to the sleepy-eyed girl. "And next to her is the 
enigmatic Valerie" He gestured to the red-haired girl, who lifted up a hand to wave at Kurt, giving him a shy 
smile. Kurt responded in kind. "She can't hear you, but she can tell if you're saying mean things about her, so 
don't do that." 

"He speaks from experience," said Odette. 

"And over there,’ Raven gestured to rat-tail kid, "is Bayou Billy." 


"Stop calling me that," Billy growled. "I ain't even been to the Bye-you." 


"Hi, Billy," said Kurt. He noticed that there were only two other chairs around the table, and Raven was already 
headed for the one on Odette's other side, so Kurt took the remaining seat next to Billy. "What's up?" 


Billy looked up from his drawing and squinted at Kurt with distrust. "What do you want?" 
Kurt shrugged. "To sit down, | guess," he said. "Is that okay with you?" 


Billy's eyes darted back and forth between Raven and Kurt. "Fine," he said. "But don't say mean things about me 
either." 


"Fair enough," said Kurt. 


Valerie leaned to one side, pulling up something from off the ground. It was a miniature white board, and she 
rubbed at its surface with a stained cloth. She slid out a marker from a slot on its top, and quickly wrote on 
its surface, turning it around to face Kurt. "HELLO, MY NAME IS VALERIE," it said, "IT'S NICE TO MEET YOU." 
She signed with one hand as she held up the white board. Odette signed back to her, and Kurt could only watch 
the two of them go back and forth. Valerie nodded after a bit, and wiped the board again before she wrote on 
it in thick, black letters for Kurt to see: "K U R T" With one hand, she pointed to each letter, and with the 


other, she signed the letter. Kurt stared in confusion, but tried to give her a smile and a nod. 
"She wants you to sign the letters back, dummy," said Odette. 


"Oh," said Kurt, brushing his hair out from behind his ear to try and hide his injury as he looked away in 


embarrassment. "Shit, sorry, | didn't realize--" 


"Just sign back," said Odette. 


Kurt looked back to Valerie, and carefully copied Valerie's gestures for each letter, then again, and then a third 
time unprompted. K-U-R-T. Two fingers in a peace sign with a thumb in between, a sort-of two-fingered 
scout salute with a bent ring finger, crossed fingers with a thumb touching the ring finger, and a closed fist 
with the thumb on the outside, all fired off in rapid succession. Valerie nodded with excitement, wiggling with 
glee in her chair as she signed frantically to Odette. Odette gave a short response, and Valerie wrote on the 
white board again. "GOOD JOB!" it said, with a little curve beneath the periods in the exclamation points to 


make it look like a smiley face. 


| think you got it faster than me," said Raven. "I've been here like, almost two weeks, we were just writing 


back and forth to each other before Odette showed up." 
"I think Val likes you," said Odette with a smirk, resting her cheek on her hand. 


Kurt held up his left hand, the one he'd just been signing with, and showed off his wedding band. "I'm sorry, 
Val," he said. "I'm taken." 


Valerie gave a dramatic huff, and pouted as she crossed her arms. Odette held a fist to her chest, and made 


a small circle motion over it. Raven sighed. 
"Shiny, new toy comes in, she wants it," he said. 
Before Kurt could even question Raven's comment, Billy spoke up. "But only if its shiny.’ 


Kurt's eyes wandered toward the sheet of paper in front of Billy. Upon it was a drawing of a dragon with the 
rough proportions of a human woman, complete with beach ball breasts and a fat ass, both of which were 
sticking out prominently from her supermodel thin figure. The perspective was warped slightly, giving an odd, 
uncanny valley effect, along with a number of slight mistakes that added up to make the drawing look off. Billy 


was too busy working on giving her detailed scales with the mechanical precision of a factory worker. 

"Nice titty dragon," said Kurt. 

Billy snorted, and side-eyed Kurt. "You making fun of me?" 

"No," said Kurt. "I am kind of curious why a dragon, though." 

Raven chuckled, and Billy sneered at him before looking back to Kurt. "A dragoness is way sexier than any 
actual human woman," he explained, as though he was stating an obvious fact. "Imagine if you had a girlfriend 
and she was ten feet tall with razor-sharp claws, gigantic wings, horns, and she could breathe fire. " 

Kurt conjured up a mental image of Courtney as a giant, fire-breathing dragon woman. It was a bit much, 
though conceptually, there was something to the idea of an Amazonian woman who struck terror into the 


hearts of men. As he thought about this, he gave a slow nod. "I can kinda see the appeal of something like 
that," he said 


"Seriously?" asked Raven "A dragon?" 


"Not the dragon part, really," said Kurt. "More like the idea of having a big, strong partner to protect you and 
make you feel safe." 


"Then why not just date a dude?" Raven asked in a snarky tone. 

Kurt paused a moment. "The thought has crossed my mind," he admitted. 

"That's gay," said Billy, his nose wrinkled in disgust. 

"You're the guy that wants to fuck a fictional flying lizard, you don't have room to talk,” said Odette. 

"SHUT UP!" Billy snapped, and pounded his fist on the table, causing it to jilt and rattle. The other patients in 
the room looked at Billy, and fell silent. A few of the orderlies stepped forward, and Billy hunched over meekly, 
muttering swears under his breath. 

Kurt felt an urge to prod further, as gently as possible. "There's nothing wrong with being gay," he said. 
Billy grunted. "Yeah, well, Im not, so don't call me gay." 

"Nobody called you gay,” said Kurt. "You called me gay." 

"Yeah, well, what you said was pretty gay," said Billy. 


"So?" asked Kurt. 


"Yeah, so?" Raven chimed in. "What's wrong with a dude wanting to suck another dude's dick? This is America, 
goddammit, everybody should be free to suck dicks in peace!" 


"| don't wanna hear about it," Billy growled. "It's gross." 

"So's fucking a reptile," said Odette. "Good way to get salmonella" 

Billy stood to his feet and slammed his fists on the table, harder than before, and started screeching like an 
angry ape. Immediately, the orderlies that had been standing by swooped in, grabbing a hold of his arms, and 
pulling him back from the table. Kurt sat frozen, looking around him. All the other patients were just watching 
all of this unfold as Billy squirmed and squealed in the orderlies grip. 


"LET ME GO!" Billy shrieked. "SHE WON'T STOP IT" 


"Billy," said one of the orderlies, a chubby man with arms like ham hocks, "we've been over this. You need to 


take some deep breaths and calm down, right now, or you're going back to your room." 


The fight went out of Billy, and he fell limp in the arms of the two men holding him back. He sniffled. "You guys 


always take her side, just ‘cause she c-c-cut herself." 


Kurt turned his head to look at Odette, who was unconsciously tugging at the hem of her sleeve as she glared 


at Billy. 
"Billy," said the other orderly, a square-jawed man with a buzz cut, "who is in charge of the way you react?" 
" Me," said Billy meekly. 


"That's right," said square-jaw. "Now take a few deep breaths, in through the nose, out through the mouth." 

"In through the nose," said Billy, taking a deep whiff of air, "and out through the mouth," he breathed out the 
words in a breathless string. He repeated this mantra several times, inhaling and exhaling until he went quiet. 
The two orderlies set him back on his feet. 


"You need to go back to your room?" asked square-jaw. 


"Y-yeah," said Billy. "I think | do." He grabbed his drawing and a handful of crayons, and looked at Kurt. "Its fine 
if youre gay," he said, "but I'm not. Don't. please don't call me gay, okay?" 


Kurt shrugged. "Okay," he replied. He thought about adding that he was not gay either, that he was attracted 
to women, but decided against it. Besides, he thought, he was pretty much half-gay anyway. Part gay. He'd 


figure it out eventually. 

As Billy was led back to his room, the rest of the patients resumed their previous activities, and the 
atmosphere turned calm again. Kurt still felt uneasy, however, and he scooted his chair closer towards the end 
where Odette and Valerie sat. "What's the deal with Billy?" he asked in a hushed voice. 

"| dunno," said Raven. "I thought he was retarded at first, but | don't think he is." 


After quickly signing back and forth with Valerie, Odette offered her own answer. "He's socially maladjusted,” 
said Odette, still signing. "He's got the emotional maturity of a small child but he's 26 years old" 


"He's 26?" asked Kurt. "He doesn't look like it." 


Valerie puffed out her cheeks and held out her hands as though she were holding an invisible beach ball. Odette 
smirked. "He's got that baby fat around his face," said Odette, making a circle around the lower half of her 


own face. "That and the way he acts makes him come across like he's much younger.” 


"His brother's even worse," said Raven, grabbing a blank sheet of paper and a black magic marker. "That dude's 


almost feral." 


"His brother? Is he here?" Kurt asked. 


"Not on this floor," said Raven. "He's on the lower floor, with the real crazies. | haven't seen him, I've just 


heard stories. | know they're identical twins, though." 
"Do they both have those rat-tails?" Kurt asked with a smirk 


Raven snorted as he tried to hold back his laughter. He shook his head. "I have no idea," said Raven. "| don't 
think he does. Like | said, | haven't seen him" 


"And Billy doesn’t like talking about what happened," said Odette. "Asking people about why they're here goes 
against the etiquette." 


"So does bringing it up outside of group therapy," said Raven 


Kurt looked back to Odette, who looked down at the sheet of paper in front of her as she cleared her throat. 
For the first time, Kurt noticed what she'd been drawing, which was a landscape of a churchyard's cemetery. 
It was rendered in delicate swirls of purples, blacks and blues, mixing crayon and marker, resulting in a dream- 
like and suitably gothic atmosphere. Odette noticed Kurt craning his neck to get a better view. "It's not finished 
yet," she said. "I'm better with paints, but they only let us paint on Wednesdays... 


"Can | see it?" 
Odette spun her drawing around and slid it across the table in front of Kurt. "Not my best work," she said. 


"| like the angel statue," said Kurt, indicating the figure on the far left side of the drawing, which was mostly 
black, but was highlighted in neon purple and sky blue ink. "It's really good" 


Odette smiled just a bit. "Thanks," she said. "I majored in Illustration and was working freelance before.. you 


know, everything that happened, happened.” 


Kurt turned the drawing back around and slid it back in front of Odette. She took it back, and resumed her 
work on the piece. Kurt found himself unsure what to say, and stared down at his folded hands on the table's 
surface. Everyone else at the table was quiet again, all three working on drawings. Kurt grabbed a piece of 
paper for himself, and a black crayon from an open box. Even in this more relaxed environment, there weren't 
any sharp writing utensils like pens or pencils. He stared at the blank paper in front of him, tapping the butt of 
the crayon on top of it as he tried to conjure up something to draw. His mind, however, was elsewhere. Francis. 
Birds. Buddy Holly's shattered head. Courtney. Big Bopper's howls. Krist. The blast of a shotgun It was all 
bubbling up inside of him, like a shaken-up soda bottle, and he needed to twist the cap just slightly to release 


the pressure. 


"m here because | tried to kill myself," he said 


Odette and Raven looked up at Kurt, followed by Valerie. Each of their expressions differed from one another; 
Raven's face turned to a mixture of surprise and discomfort, Odette radiated sympathy, and Valerie just looked 


confused, but intensely interested as she laser-focused on Kurt's face with her doe-like eyes. 
"Why?" asked Raven, seemingly all he could say in response. 


"There's a lot of reasons," said Kurt. "But | just didn't feel like | could keep going on living anymore. | just.. 


wanted to die." He unconsciously brushed his hair back over his injured ear. 


Valerie looked over at Odette, and held a finger gun to her head with a cocked thumb, then pulled her thumb 
back down. Odette nodded. Valerie looked back to Kurt, her eyes bleary, as though she'd witnessed the death of 


a small animal. 


"But. you made it," said Raven. "You're rich, you're famous, the whole world knows your music, you've got a 


wife and kids." 
"Just one kid," said Kurt. 


"Okay, you got a kid" Raven corrected himself, "you're this huge rock star. You can pretty much do whatever 
you want. So why would you throw that all away?" 


"Money doesn't buy happiness," said Kurt. "There's just something wrong with me. That's why l'm here." 
"Sorry," said Raven sheepishly. "I just. | just don't get it, you know?" 
Kurt just shrugged. 


Raven shrunk back in his seat slightly before he started working on a piece of paper with a few thick, black 
marker lines on it. Kurt stared back at his own piece of paper, and tapped the crayon again. He wanted to put 
it in his mouth and chew it; he hadn't had a cigarette in far too long and his whole body itched for a quick 


ricotine fix. Instead of drawing, he wrote a snippet of what could be a song. 


And the birds are screaming 
They won't stop screaming 
And the sky is teeming 


With sparrows, crows and robins 


He stared at what he wrote. Was that the right "teeming?" or was it "teaming?" He supposed it didn't really 
matter. 


Woke up to Mork and Mindy on TV 
| stare at them, they see through me 


We interrupt this broadcast with a word 
The sky's gone black with a bilion birds 


Needs work, Kurt thought. He'd have plenty of time to fix it later. He was about to continue when Valerie stood 
up from her chair and pushed a piece of paper across the table, right into his field of view. He was 


immediately taken aback by what was drawn on it. 


It was.. him. Valerie had drawn a portrait of him, though it wasn't the scruffy, ugly, unwashed scarecrow 
version of himself he was used to seeing staring back at him in the mirror. Though drawn with a thick marker, 
the lines forming his face were delicate, lithe, graceful. The hair billowed from a gentle breeze from behind 
him, framing his face like a halo. But most striking were the way she drew his eyes; clear ocean blue standing 
out on white paper with black ink lines. Instead of looking sleepy, as he looked when he was in the bathroom of 
his last hospital room, they radiated both sadness and.. hope? The drawing's gaze was turned upward, looking at 
Kurt, as though it were beseeching him, and evoking the same feeling of those pictures of Jesus old Catholic 
ladies would have in their homes, with Jesus kneeling against a rock and praying in front of a flock of sheep, as 


a heavenly ray of sunshine kissed his face with a golden glow. 


Kurt looked back up to see Valerie beaming at him, eagerly awaiting his verdict. "You made me look really good," 


he said, nodding vigorously. He gave her a thumbs up smiled. "Thank you." 

Valerie cupped her face in her hands, and bounced up and down on the balls of her feet, absolutely giddy. She 
held up her right hand, with her left hand perpendicular it it, both hands making peace signs, and she brought 
down her right hand onto her left, and pushed both outwards. 

"She wants you to keep it," said Odette. 


"Oh, wow," said Kurt. He pulled the drawing closer to him, covering what he was writing, and he looked back up 
to Valerie. "I'll keep it,” he said 


Valerie let out a discordant, high-pitched squeal before she sat back down She wriggled in her seat, and signed 
back and forth with Odette. 


Kurt looked to Raven, who was looking back at him, seemingly impressed. "It took me a couple days for her to 
draw me," Raven said. "She doesn't even know who you are and she's already flirting with you." He let out a 
half-hearted chuckle. 

"Jealous?" asked Odette in a smarmy voice. 

"No," said Raven, hunching over his drawing. "It's fine. I'm good." 

Kurt looked between Raven and Valerie. She averted her eyes from Raven, looking down at her lap before she 


looked back up at Kurt, and beamed at him. Kurt smiled politely, and set her drawing aside next to his own 
paper, and started doodling. The table had gone quiet again, allowing Kurt to retreat back inward into his own 


head. He'd drawn another crude Buddy Holly with his head attached to the body of a cricket, complete with 


Frankenstein stitches and neck bolts.y 
"Pssst," hissed Raven. "Look behind you, real quick" 


Kurt cast a furtive glance over his shoulder, and noticed a very familiar old man in a wheelchair with stitches 


running down the side of his face. Kurt quickly turned back around before the old man noticed him. 
| saw that guy earlier," Kurt whispered. "Mr. Barnes, | think" 

Raven's eyes widened in surprise. "You did?" 

"He asked me to suck his dick yesterday." 


Raven put a hand over his mouth, desperately trying to stifle his laughter. He doubled over, squeezing his eyes 
shut as he pounded his fist on his knee, letting out a few muffled giggles. 


"Holy shit," said Raven, after he calmed down slightly. "That's Lester, dude." 
"Oh god, are you serious?" asked Kurt, trying to keep his voice down. 


"You're not the only one he's tried that on, either," said Raven. "He tried that on me, | just started screaming 


‘rape, rape! until one of the nurses wheeled him off while he yelled at me and called me a gook." 
"Jesus," Kurt muttered. "That's awful" 


Raven waved dismissively, letting out a "pssh" noise. "It's fine. | can handle it. Besides, he's just a rotten old 
senile geezer who probably got brain damage from The War. He still thinks I'm Japanese, even though | keep 
telling him I'M KOREAN." He raised his voice speaking those last two words and leaned to the side so that he 
could see Lester, staring at him directly. Lester scowled back at him, and wheeled himself forward to distance 
himself from Raven, maintaining eye contact with him. Raven stuck out his tongue and held up his nose with 
his thumb as he wiggled his fingers until Lester wheeled out of their line of sight, but not before Lester let 
out a contemptuous "FAGGOT!" 


Kurt let out a nervous laugh, though it petered out quickly. 

"He's harmless," Raven assured him. "Trust me, you stick with me and mine, you'll be fine.” 

Kurt looked to Odette, who just sighed and shook her head. As he turned to look back to Raven, he saw a pair 
of orderlies, the same ones that had escorted Billy away, approach Raven from behind. Raven looked behind him 


to see what Kurt was staring at, and looked up at the two men who were now directly behind him. 


"What?" Raven asked, feigning innocence. 


"Do you need to spend some time alone?" asked the chubby man. 


‘lm being good," Raven protested. "Just talking with my new friend here." He gestured to Kurt, who waved at 


the two men. 


The chubby man glowered. "We don't need any more outbursts out of you," he said, jabbing a sausage finger at 


Raven. "You understand, right?" 
"Relax, big guy, l'm fine," said Raven. "We're cool." 


Chubby exchanged glances with square-jaw, who just gave a nod to his partner. "Alright," said chubby. He 


turned to leave, and square-jaw looked at Raven 
"No more pushing people's buttons," he said firmly. "Or else." 


"Fine, okay, Jesus," said Raven. The two orderlies walked away, and Raven turned back around to Kurt. "Sorry 


about that," he said. "Those two guys are always on my ass." 
"Are they always like that?" Kurt asked. 


"Yeah, pretty much," said Raven, "I think one of them used to be a prison guard. Don't know for sure, but both 


of them act like this is a prison" 


Kurt went quiet. As bright and sunny as the room was, suddenly it felt cold, sterile, like a cage. He noticed just 
how many people were in scrubs, standing against walls, chatting amongst each other, but always keeping a 
watchful eye. Kurt scanned the room, and saw chubby and square jaw, talking casually, and square-jaw turned 
his head and locked eyes from Kurt. His face turned stony, and his steely eyes seemed to pierce Kurt like 


bullets. 


He pushed his chair back from the table and stood up. He picked up the papers in front of him, and looked to 
the other three, who were still seated. "Sorry," he said, "l, uh.. | gotta go." He then left, walking briskly back to 
the hall where the rooms were until he found his. He went inside and shut the door behind him, and out of 
habit went to try and lock it, only to find that there was no lock. Of course there wasn't, he thought. He took 


a deep breath, and slumped against the wall, sliding down until he was seated on the floor. 


Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe this was just prolonging the inevitable, and he really was going to die before 
his 28th birthday and all this did was buy him a few extra months. Why would this be any different from all 
the times he went to rehab before this? 


He held up the papers still in his hand, and shuffled them until the drawing that Valerie had done for him was 
on top. He'd received artwork from fans before in letters, but Valerie wasn't a fan. She was just a girl, a 


patient here just like he was, and she drew him the way a fantasy illustrator might draw an elf or a unicorn 


or something. He allowed himself a smile, and wondered if maybe he'd be able to see whatever it was Valerie 
had seen in him to draw him like this, though he also feared that if she got to know him better, she'd see the 
truth and know that he was just another selfish asshole. 


He got back up to grab a hold of the notepad he brought with him, and tucked the papers under the leaves of 
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yellow paper, then placed the notepad under his bed. He flopped onto the bed, next to the giant stuffed Snoopy, 
and stared at the ceiling. 


All he could do was just hope that he had made the right choice. 


Ring Around the Rosie 


Smoke swirled around Kurt's head like a halo, as he exhaled through puckered lips and let out a few gentle 
coughs from the pit of his lungs. He passed the glass pipe in his hand over to Courtney, who was lying beside 
him on her stomach, completely nude, with her legs up in the air behind her, swinging idly back and forth. 


"Feeling better?" she asked as she looked back at him. 
Little bit," said Kurt as she took the pipe from him. 


Courtney put the pipe to her red lips, and inhaled deeply. She held it in for a few seconds before she let the 


smoke back out as though it were just air. "A friend with weed is all you need," she said. 


Kurt smiled, and reached out to caress Courtney's thigh, running his hand up to her ass. "It's a good start," he 
said. 


She gave him a sly little smirk. "See," she said, "you're better already." 


Kurt sank back against the pile of pillows that propped him up, and sighed in content. Their bedroom was lit 
only by the TV, and the room was filled with the sound of George Harrison playing sitar on "Norwegian Wood" 
Life was good. The fog of depression had lifted; everything was clear. 


He was cured. 


Courtney lifted herself up from the bed, and turned to Kurt, crawling towards him on all fours across the 
mattress. Kurt grinned, and as her face got closer to his own, and she brushed a lock of hair out of his eyes. 
She kissed his lips gently, and straddled him on the bed as she brought the pipe back to her lips. She inhaled 
from it deeply, and held it in as she went to kiss Kurt again, breathing out a plume of smoke into his open 
mouth as he sucked it in As she pulled back, he coughed and pounded his chest with his fist, as Courtney gave 
him a flirty little smirk. Kurt sniffled, and looked at her with a puppy-like adoration The TV behind her caused 
the edges of her hair to glow. She looked like an angel. Both of them moved in together with open mouths, 
kissing each other deeply. Kurt ran his fingers through her hair, and moaned against her as her hot skin 
pressed against his. He felt as though he was melting into the pillows and the mattress into a happy ice cream 
puddle, sticky and sweet. She set the pipe down on the nightstand, and he brought his hands up to her back to 
pull her in closer. His head felt floaty and his groin felt a surge of pleasure, and his heart was beating against 
her breast. He rolled her over onto her back, kissing her neck, her breasts, and her stomach with feverish 
reverence, but then stopped. Something didn't feel right. He looked back up to Courtney, and froze as his eyes 
met not with the eyes of his wife, but eyes behind a pair of thick-rimmed glasses on a very young, male head 


with curly hair, attached to her body. 


"You're supposed to be dead, Kurt," said Buddy. 


Kurt sat up with a start. "What the fuck?" he said. "What the fuck are you doing here? Get out!" 


‘lm not goin’ anywhere," said Buddy, grabbing a pillow to cover the naked breasts attached to him. "lm tryin’ 


To warn you." 
"Fuck you," said Kurt. 


"Well, you sure were fixin’ to," said Buddy, wrapping Courtney's legs around the pillow to hug it closer to her 
chest (not his chest, Kurt thought, that was not his body). "Have you given what | told you any more thought?" 


"| don't even know if you're reall" said Kurt, exasperated, as he grabbed fist-fulls of his own hair by the scalp. 
"How am | even supposed to know if you're a ghost or if you're just. | don't know, some kind of manifestation 
of my self-loathing or something? Like, what if you're just my feelings of depression telling me I'd be better 
off dead and this is me trying to justify suicide to myself based on some vague threat?" 


"I think you're overthinking this," said Buddy. 
"The fuck | am!" yelled Kurt. "This is all a dream, anyway, why shouldn't | overthink this?" 


Buddy sighed. "Well, of course it's a dream," he said, adjusting Courtney's legs so that they were resting on the 
bed, crossed at the ankles. "You think l'd be able to talk to you while you're awake?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt. "I don't know how you work. | don't know how any of this works. Why do | have to talk 
to you, anyway? Why can't | talk to John Lennon? Or River?" 


"River?" Buddy asked. 


"River Phoenix," Kurt explained. "He was a friend of mine. he was an actor. He died of an overdose last year. I'd 
rather see him again than have to talk to you and have to put up with even more guilt. | feel guilty for being 
alive, and now | got you making me feel guilty for not being dead. So thanks for that" Kurt scooted to the edge 
of the bed, letting his legs hang over it, and hunched forward as he sat. Buddy was quiet now, thank god, but 


his entire mood was ruined. 


‘lm sorry," Buddy finally said. "Look my intention isn't to just give you a hard time for no reason. You're a lost 
soul just like | am. I'm tryin’ to help you from being stuck in limbo like I've done, just repeating the same 
mistakes over and over and over again, tryin’ to fix your mistakes to get another chance at life, only to live 


and end up making things worse for everybody else." 


Buddy, still clutching the pillow to Courtney's chest, crawled across the bed and sat just behind Kurt. "You 
know what happened the first time | tried to change my fate, and avoid gettin’ on that dang ole’ plane? | rode a 
bus while my buddy Waylon Jennings went on the plane in my place. | had to hear about him dying in a plane 
crash in the middle of a field, and it ruined my life. Well, the rest of that life, anyway.” 


Kurt lifted his head and looked back at Buddy, and stared at him. "How. how does that work?" he asked. 


lm not entirely sure," said Buddy. "But sometimes, when you're dead, instead of moving onto Heaven or Hell, 
you're just in limbo, and you just wanna try again from the moment before it all went wrong, and go back to 
that fateful moment and try again. and if you're able to concentrate hard enough, you can try again. and when 
you go back to that moment, you can't even remember that you died, instead you just feel like something is 
wrong, somehow, and you feel obligated to make a different choice than the one you made. like you got your 


own Jiminy Cricket on your shoulder, whispering in your ear to turn back around." 
Kurt felt a cold pit form in his stomach. This was all sounding uncomfortably familiar. 


"And then when you die in a car crash in I118 or from a stroke in 199b or from some Chinese virus in 2020, 
you always wanna go back to that one point and try again. You'll try and get it right this time, so that you 
don't let your pals die instead of you, or you don't become an alcoholic has-been that nobody remembers, or 
you don't get a venereal disease and slowly waste away. but every time you go back, its always to that same 
moment, the moment right before you're doomed. You can live a hundred different lifetimes but in the end, 


you'll always come back to the same place. You'll be stuck, just like the rest of us." 


"So then why don't you just do it again and go back on the plane, then?" Kurt snapped. "Why the fuck are you 


bothering me?" 


Buddy hung his head and sighed. "I don't think I'm able to move on," said Buddy. "I've tried too many times. l'm 
stuck. And if you don't die before your 28th birthday. chances are, you will be too." 


Kurt looked at Buddy with a furrowed brow, his face twisted in obvious disgust at the form Buddy had taken. 
"No offense," said Kurt, "but this sounds like bullshit.” 


"But you've heard that little voice, haven't you?" asked Buddy. 


Kurt grit his teeth. "And what if | have?" he asked. "How does that prove anything? This could all just be a 


stupid dream." 


"| suppose it could be, as far as you know," said Buddy. "But you'll start noticing things. You'll start feeling a lot 
of the ole’ deja. vu more than usual, gut feelings about things you can't really explain. it'll haunt you, Kurt." 


‘Im already being haunted," said Kurt flatly, "by a dude whose head is on my wife's body. So thanks for that.” 
"Yeah, this did. well, it didn't exactly go the way | was hoping it would," said Buddy, holding out an arm and 
examining it as he wiggled his fingers. "This is what happens when you try and go rushin' things, you end up 


just making a big ole’ mess." 


"I swear to God, if you do that thing where your brains start leaking out while your head is on Courtney's 
body, I'm calling an exorcist or the fucking Ghostbusters." 


"What's a Ghostbuster?" 

"Oh, do you not know about Ghostbusters?" Kurt asked. "What's the matter? You've lived some lives where 
you died after that movie came out, right? Same for Star Trek. Or do they just not exist in all those timelines 
you've been hopping around?" Gotcha, Kurt thought. Of course there would be logical holes in Buddy's narrative, 
because this was all just a dream. None of this was real, and Buddy Holly was just his subconscious trying to 
sabotage his efforts to not be a fuck-up. 

Buddy's expression turned to a mix of confusion, hurt, and sadness, his eyes darting across the floor as 
though he was looking for something, and he squeezed the pillow tighter to his chest. "L-Look here," he 
stammered, obviously uncomfortable, "you live so many times, its hard to remember all the things that 


change. and things can change a lot from one timeline to another." 


"Just leave me alone," Kurt grumbled. "Just go away." 


"Well, fine then," said Buddy. He stood up from the bed, and backed against the wall, still holding the pillow in 
front of him. "I'll leave you be, then. But don't say | didn't try and warn you." 


"Uh-huh," Kurt said dismissively. "Whatever. You can go now." 


On the other side of the room, the bedroom door shook and rattled as someone on the other side pounded on 


it. Both Kurt and Buddy looked to the door frozen 
"Aw, hell,” Buddy muttered. "Not him again" 


"HELL-0000000!" a deep, distinctive bass voice bellowed from the other side, and the pounded on the door 
again "C'mon, baby baby, please let me in, | just wanna talk to yal” 


"Get lost, ya damn fooll" Buddy hollered. "All you do is cause nothin’ but trouble, Bopper!" 
"Aw, c'mon now, Buddy, | just wanna help a fella out," said the Big Bopper. "Just open the door and let me in!" 


Kurt stood up from the bed. "H-hey!" shouted Buddy, "I know you're mad at me and all, but you don't wanna 


encourage him." 
"Why not?" Kurt asked as he started walking towards the door. "Afraid he might actually wanna help me?" 


"Listen, you're making a big mistake," shouted Buddy after Kurt. "He might mean well, but he's lost his marbles. 


You follow him, you're gonna doom yourself to the same purgatory we all fell into!" 


"Yeah, well, he's offering me something that you haven't given me," said Kurt as he stopped in front of the 


door. 


"And what's that?" 


Kurt turned back to look at Buddy and gave him a cocky smirk. "Hope," he said, and he grabbed hold of the 
knob and turned it. 


The loud pounding on the door faded into a soft rapping as Kurt opened one eye. "Hell-o000!" a voice called out 
as Kurt flipped himself over in his bed and onto his back, squinting at the nurse standing in the doorway to his 
room. "Rise and shine!" she said in a sing-songy voice. "H's almost 9 AM, you should be up by now." 


He sat up, blinking and squinting in the bright light bleeding into his room from the tiny window above his head. 
He wasn't home, he was still in the hospital after his first night in the psychiatric wing. At one point in the 
night he'd been woken up by someone crying in the next room over, but otherwise not much had happened so 


far of note. 


“Sleep well?" the nurse asked as she approached him. Kurt just nodded with a grunt. She handed him a 
pamphlet, and as his eyes adjusted, he noticed it was a menu. He opened the pamphlet and looked it over. 


"So, we're serving breakfast now," she said as she pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. "You have a 
couple of options, just pick something out and we'll bring it to you with your medication. Oh, and you have a 
group therapy session scheduled at Il with Dr. Singh and a few other patients." 

"Thanks," Kurt mumbled. "I'll have the French toast, | guess." 

"You want bacon and eggs with your French toast?" 

"I'll take the eggs, no bacon. Hash browns would be fine. And a glass of milk" 

"Sure thing, honey," said the nurse, "you just stay put for now, okay?" 

"Okay," said Kurt. He rubbed the sleep out of his eyes and looked back up to see the nurse had already left. He 
made a mental note to talk to somebody about it, but he didn't want to bring it up in group therapy. It felt too 
personal. But he had to talk with somebody about this. 

He'd figure it out later, he thought as he got up from the bed. As he stretched his arms over his head, he 
noticed a folded piece of paper tucked away near the door, just inside his room. He walked over to it, and knelt 


down to pick it up. He unfolded it, and read the message written inside with flowing text: 


Your heart is bursting with secrets 


Let me inside 


And | can share them with you 


Kurt stared at the note, taking it in. He thought back to what Raven had said about shiny new toys. He folded 
the note closed again, and stood up, folding it over a few more times until it fit into the breast pocket on his 


pajamas, right over his heart. 


"Good morning, everyone!" said Dr. Singh to the circle of patients sitting around him, speaking as though he 
were on a stage. "And how is everyone feeling today?" 


"LIKE SHIT!" a woman shouted, her arms and legs crossed A few people laughed. 
"And why is that?" asked Dr. Singh, seemingly unfazed by her outburst. 


"You know why," she said with indignation She scratched the back of her head, causing her messy, stringy bun 
to wiggle. "I am here, against my will, by the way, by order of the State until they see fit to have me released 
among the general public, the so-called ‘respectable’ people. Until then, | am compelled to participate in these 


inane exercises until | can meet your requirements for what makes a functional, productive member of 


soci ety." 


"Well, duh," said Odette, who was sitting by her. "That literally describes most of us. What makes you so 


friggin’ special?" 
"She's got a bigger vocabulary," said Raven, who was seated next to Kurt. This received more laughter. 


Dr. Singh held out his hands and gestured for the group to settle down. "Now, now, Maxine" he said to the 
woman, who was still pouting, "| understand you are frustrated by your current circumstances, but you are 
here for your benefit. You are still only starting your journey to healing, so it is understandable that you may 
feel some resentment, but this is not just the Maxine Hour, here. This is group therapy, where we discuss all 
of our issues, as a group." 


Maxine snorted, and sulked in her chair. 


"Besides," said Dr. Singh, "we have a new member of our group joining us this morning.’ He gestured to Kurt. 


"Please, introduce yourself, and perhaps you'd like to share three fun facts about yourself?" 


Kurt looked around the circle. Raven and Odette were there, of course, and so were Billy and Valerie, the latter 
of whom had a nurse sitting next to her acting as an interpreter, though Valerie hardly even glanced at her. In 
addition to Maxine, there were three other patients, all new to Kurt; a tall, black woman with a meticulously 


maintained weave who looked as though she were vogueing to some unseen camera, a short, stout balding man 


with large, thick glasses, and the large, nervous man from yesterday who had screeched at Raven and now sat 
directly across from him, not taking his eyes off of Raven. Kurt cleared his throat. 


"Hi, my name is Kurt," he said, trying to sound polite. "I'm 27 years old, | like cats and turtles, and | like to 
make music and paint." 


"Hello, Kurt," the patients all said in unison, Valerie even signed it as Dr. Singh nodded in approval. Maxine was 
the only one that remained silent. 


"Hi," Kurt replied. Raven snickered 

"So are we just supposed to pretend none of us know who this guy is?" asked Maxine. 

"Now, Maxine," said Dr. Singh, "even if you know who he is, while he's here, he's just another patient, just like 
everyone else. It doesn't matter if he were a TV star, or a famous author, or--" 


"Or a rock star," said Raven slyly. 


"--Or a rock star," continued Dr. Singh, "none of that matters here. We are all human beings speaking to one 


another, each one special and unique and equal to one another." 


"Doesn't your religion have a literal caste system?" asked Maxine. "Also, you're the doctor here, so you'd be 


the authority above us by default--" 

"Maxine," said Dr. Singh sharply, raising the volume of his voice. He took a deep breath, and continued. "Maxine," 
he said again, gently now, "We have an hour to do this each day. You don't want to waste everyone else's time 
on such trivial matters, do you?" 


"| don't care either way," Maxine scoffed. "| don't wanna be here to begin with." 


"Very well," said Dr. Singh. "You may leave, if you wish. But know this; you have a mandated number of hours 


of therapy, and the sooner you attend those sessions, the sooner you will be released. The choice is yours.” 
Maxine shifted in her seat. Her arms were still crossed, but her eyes scanned the floor until she ultimately 
slouched back further in her chair like a pouting child, and said nothing. 

"So glad you decided to stay with us," said Dr. Singh. 

Maxine blew a strand of hair out of her face, and rolled her eyes. 

"So," asked Dr. Singh, "does anyone wish to share a good thing that has happened since yesterday?" 


"| made a new friend," said Raven, putting a hand on Kurts shoulder. 


"Yeah, | guess you did," said Kurt. 


"Ah, excellent!" said Dr. Singh with a single, triumphant clap. "Very good, Raven. You've made a lot of new 


friends since you've come to stay with us." 

"IFs ‘cause of my magnetic personality," Raven said. 

"Something like that,” said Kurt. 

"Good, good," said Dr. Singh. "Anyone else?" 

"| had something good happen to me," said the tall woman, flipping her hair. 

"And what is that, Deandra?" asked Dr. Singh. 

"| did my nails yesterday," she said, flexing her long fingers to show off the hot pink nail polish on her 
fingernails. "And when | woke up this morning, none of them were chipped. They still look gorgeous, honey.” He 
struck a pose with her hand underneath her chin, her fingers splayed as though she were modeling her 
handiwork. "It's all about the little victories," she said in a breathy voice, and batted her eyelids. 

Valerie craned her head to get a better look at Deandra's nails. Deandra flashed her a smile. "| can do yours 
later, honey," she said, and mimed applying nail polish. Valerie nodded and smiled. Valerie's interpreter just looked 
on, bored, as Valerie completely ignored her. The short, balding man sat next to Deandra, and regarded her in 
stony silence. 

Dr. Singh looked around the room, and landed on the tall, nervous man. "What about you, Stefan?" 

Stefan steepled the tips of his index fingers together, bending them up and down and pushing them together. 
"l-I don't have anything to talk about," he said in a soft voice. "But the warlock tried to curse me again 
yesterday." He looked at Kurt. "You were there, you saw it." 

"Warlock?" Kurt looked at Raven. "Dude, you didn't tell me you were a warlock." 

"l'm also a vampire," Raven said with a grin. 

"Stop it!" Stephan shouted. "Stop talking about your demonic influences like it's a game! Repent!" 

"NEVER!" shouted Raven. 

"Raven, we have talked about this," said Dr. Singh. "There is nothing to be gained in antagonizing Stephan, and 
Stephan, just because you do not understand why Raven expresses himself the way that he does, that does 
make him some sort of arbiter of the Devil." 


"But | wanna be an arbiter of the Devil," said Raven. 


"See?" said Stephan. "He admits it!" 


"He's just saying these things to get you all worked up," said Odette, finally speaking up. "If you stop giving him 
the reaction he wants, he'll stop." 


"Bite your tongue, witch!" shouted Stephan, though he sounded terrified. 
"She's right," said Kurt. "And you're being a jerk to her just because of how she looks." 


"You would say that, because you're one of them," said Stephan. "You play Satanic rock music for the MTV 
that makes young people want to kill themselves. That's what | heard" 


"Who told you that?" asked Kurt. 


"The Virgin Mary told me," said Stephan. "And she and God protect me from the evil influences of people like 
you." 


"Look, Kurt, don't encourage this shmendrick," said the short, balding man, finally speaking up. "All he does is call 
everyone else in the session sinners and talk about how God talks to him directly and how he's a modern day 


prophet. It's all ‘witch this' and ‘sodomite that and ‘harlot so-on and so-on' There's no reasoning with him." 


"Ned, | do believe | am the one who evaluates patients here, and not you," said Dr. Singh. 
"| can make observations," said Ned. "I'm not stupid." 


Kurt looked to Dr. Singh. "Are all these sessions like this?" 
"Yes," said Odette flatly, rubbing her temple. 


"Odette, please," said Dr. Singh. He turned to Kurt. "Usually, when we have a new patient, there is a period of 

upheaval as we try to readjust to a new dynamic. You happened to come in very quickly after Maxine, so the 
group dynamic hasn't had time to adequately adjust" Dr. Singh swept his arm through the air, addressing the 
other patients. "The road to recovery is a difficult one, and we must all work together to put aside our petty 
squabbles and uplift one another. Everyone here has been dealt an unfortunate hand by life, and you have 


found yourselves in at the bottom of a valley in your own personal journey.” 
The group fell quiet. A few nodded in agreement. 


"But each of you has been blessed with the opportunity to move forward, to solve these problems and heal," 
said Dr. Singh, his hands upturned as though he were delivering a sermon. "To deal with mental illness does not 
make you weak, or lesser; it is not something of which to be ashamed. You have merely decided to seek 
treatment for an ailment, as anyone else would for a cough or an ache. So please, | ask of you to be 
considerate of one another, so that we may heal together, and go back to the world stronger than you were 


before." 


Deandra plashed a hand over her chest and nodded as she let out a choked gasp. Her eyes went dewy, and she 
pulled a tight-lipped smile as she muttered "yes" under her breath. Maxine looked as though she wanted to 
interject, but said nothing, and merely huffed. 


"So," asked Dr. Singh, "is there anything specific that anyone would like to talk about?" 
"| got real mad at Odette and Raven teasing me yesterday," said Billy, finally speaking up. "But Mitch and Randy 
took me back to my room and | was able to calm down by doing the breathing exercises like you told me. And 


Kurt said he liked the drawing | did, so | think l'm doing better." 


"That's good!" said Dr. Singh. "I'm very proud of your progress, Billy. You're getting better at controlling your 


emotions." 
"I wish | wasn't getting teased so much," said Billy. "I don’t like it" 


"Look, Billy, | don't mean anything by it," said Raven. "I like pushing people's buttons, | guess. It's just feasing, is 


all." 


"I know, ‘cause you keep saying that all the time," said Billy. "But it still makes me mad. | can't help it. That's 
just how | feel. Besides, you're not as bad as Odette." He shot a glare at Odette, who just rolled her eyes. 


"Now, Billy, you can help it, so long as you stick to your exercises and practice disengagement," sad Dr. Singh. 
"As for you, Odette, | understand you have a lot of anger you are also dealing with, and it's unfair of you to 
take that out on Billy by making acerbic comments. He's trying his best to fit in with you and our other 


artists." 


"Yeah, | know," said Odette dismissively. "He doesn't help by bringing up. certain things whenever he gets pissed 
off, and he's just allowed to get away with it and nobody says anything about it" 


"But everybody knows!" Billy protested. "Everybody knows and you just expect everybody to not say anything 
and act like you didn't go and cut--" 


"Billy," said Dr. Singh sternly, "if you expect to be treated with respect by the other patients, then you must 
also respect their own boundaries. That includes not bringing up certain topics unless Odette wishes to bring 
them up. Is that not fair?" 

Billy sighed. "Yeah," he said. "Yeah, | guess that's fair." 


"Good," said Dr. Singh. "Keep up your positive attitude, and I'm sure you will make more progress soon. Anyone 


else have anything to talk about?" 


The room went quiet for a moment. Kurt cleared his throat. "I've got something | wanna talk about." 


"Oh?" said Dr. Singh. "And what is that?" 


Kurt paused, briefly reconsidering his decision, before proceeding. "I've. I've been having these dreams, lately, 
where I've been told that I'm supposed to die before my 28th birthday. | already told you about this, Doctor, 
but last night there was something else that happened" 


Dr. Singh leaned forward, his fingers laced in front of his chin, and nodded. 


"There was a hint that. from the moment before |. ended up here, that this was some kind of do-over," said 
Kurt. "That this is me trying again from that specific point before | went to the hospital, and that l'm 
somehow doomed to repeat my life over and over again until | get it right, but I've had these. ghosts, | guess, 
telling me that I'll just be repeating this cycle forever and I'll never get the life that | want, that me continuing 
to live is just putting my friends and family in danger. Does that make sense?" 


The rest of the group exchanged odd glances with one another, but Dr. Singh just nodded sagely. 
"This sounds like a sort of eternal recurrence," said Dr. Singh. "Are you familiar with that term?" 


Kurt shook his head. 


"Eternal recurrence is an idea as old as many Eastern religions," Dr. Singh explained, "but it was pondered by 
the likes of Friedrich Nietzsche and Albert Camus. It's the idea that all of time is circular, and that all that 
has ever happened, or will happen, will happen in a loop for all eternity. Camus directly compared it to the 
ancient Greek myth of Sisyphus, who was sentenced to an eternity of rolling a boulder up a hill every day, only 
for the boulder to roll back down again Perhaps your struggle with your own problems has you feeling not 
unlike Sisyphus, and you are looking for a way out of that struggle, perhaps subconsciously, by inventing a 
hypothetical threat to your loved ones should you keep repeating this cycle." 


Kurt looked to his feet as he pondered this. There really wasn't any way to prove that his dreams were 
anything more than just that; dreams cooked up by a guilty subconscious looking for explanations. 


If you are, in fact, being given a second chance to live your life again, should you not take this opportunity? Is 
there really a threat to your loved ones, or is this merely an excuse to give up on your recovery before 


you've even had a chance to start?" Dr. Singh let the question hang in the air like a smoke cloud, just hovering. 


"Yeah," he said solemnly. "You're probably right. H's stupid. I'm sorry | brought it up." 
"Don't be sorry, Kurt!" said Dr. Singh. "You have nothing to be sorry for. Do you have anything else to add?" 


"No," said Kurt, shaking his head. "I'm good" 
"Very well, then," said Dr. Singh. "Anyone else wish to speak?" 


Ned spoke up, starting off with some inane complaint about his breakfast, but Kurt had tuned him out. He just 
sat there, hunched over with his hands clasped between his knees. He didn't feel all that much better. He 


looked around the room, and his eyes met Valerie's. She looked at him, her eyes, welling with sympathy, and 
made a quick series of gestures of which Kurt couldn't keep track. He looked to Odette, who sat next to 
Valerie, and she mouthed the words back to him, "everything will be okay." 

Kurt smiled a little bit, and Valerie beamed back at him. Odette gave a dramatic sigh and shook her head. 


Maybe, he hoped, Valerie could be right. Everything would be okay after all, so long as he worked for it. 


Pillow Biter 


Group therapy had ended hours ago, and Kurt was in his room, listening to his Walkman to dream-like Japanese 
pop music; just one of the many tapes that Krist had gifted him. It wasn't something Kurt would have picked 
out for himself, but there was something lonely in one of the tracks that he kept putting on repeat, a feeling 
of longing for a love that wasn't even real, a love that was plastic and phony. Kurt was also scribbling idly in 
his notebook, scrawling abstract shapes that looked kind of like faces but also not. He'd originally retreated into 
his room because Maxine had gotten into a screaming match with the same two orderlies that had handled 
Billy yesterday (named Randy and Mitch, apparently, though Kurt didn't know which was which), and the music 


was to drown out the long-since stopped shouting. 


The cap to his pen, at this point, had been thoroughly chewed as Kurt staved off his nicotine cravings by 
gnawing on the piece of plastic. He'd always had something of an oral fixation, which was why it'd been so easy 
to take up smoking. It'd been four days since his last cigarette and he was regretting not thinking to ask 
somebody to bring him a pack. He thought he might have smelled smoke on Ned or Maxine, but after Maxine 
caused a scene, Kurt wanted to just get away from other people for a while. Both Raven and Valerie had 
popped their heads in to ask if he wanted to hang out, but he told them both he would come out when he felt 
like it, even writing it down in his notebook in big letters for Valerie. And while he tried to write lyrics for 
potential songs, even coming up with a few titles like "Robin's Egg" and "Lucy Goosey," but eventually he found 
himself scrawling "PLEASE GOD | JUST WANT A FUCKING SMOKE" on a page, punctuating it with a drawing of a 
cigarette with a pair of balls. 


Kurt heard a muffled knock and a greeting at his door, and he looked up to see the nurse who had woken him 
up that morning. "Hell-oo00," she crooned, "you have somebody here to see youl" Kurt sat upright, and saw a 
long, lanky arm wave at him from behind the door frame, followed by the owner of said arm poking his head in. 


"Good morning, Starshine," sang Krist, as loudly and as off-key as possible as he stepped into the room, holding 
a brown paper shopping bag. "The earth says “hello!” 


Krist!" Kurt scrambled up off the bed and ran up to him, embracing the taller man fully as he wrapped his 
arms all the way around him and put his head against Krist's chest. 


"Hey, man, good to see you too," said Krist, pulling Kurt close into him and giving him a squeeze. "They feeding 
you well? | think | feel a little more meat on them bones." 


Kurt chuckled. He'd always been a twig of a man, an Auschwitz boy, as he'd call himself. Krist was one of the 
few people he could be totally open about his discomfort with his body and his face, even though Krist 
apparently could not see what Kurt saw in the mirror. Courtney couldn't see it either, telling Kurt that he was 
more handsome than Brad Pitt, which to Kurt was just a ridiculous assertion, but he believed that she believed 
it. Krist never made any claims like that, but usually when Kurt was in a depressive mood, talking about how 
much he hated himself and his body and his life, Krist would just go quiet and listen, and then maybe hug him, 
if Kurt let him, and just let him get all of it out. 


"Yeah, they've been feeding me pretty well," said Kurt, looking up at Krist. "How have you been?" 


Krist shrugged. "I've been alright,” he said. "Man, | did a radio interview this morning, and all people want to 
know is what's going on with you, how you're doing, so of course | gotta be the one to tell everybody that 
everything is fine, that you're fine, the band's gonna be just fine" Krist rolled his eyes dramatically, and blew 
up through his bottom lip, briefly lifting up a lock of his hair. "You're gonna have a lot of messages on your 


answering machine to listen to when you get back" 
"Yeah?" asked Kurt. He took a few steps back from Krist. 


‘Oh, yeah," said Krist. "| don't know if you've seen anything on the news, but people know about you being in the 
hospital and all, but they don't really know why, officially.” Krist sat down on the end of the bed. He looked 
tired. "Lot of places have been saying it was an overdose, but some people have heard about.. you know.. the 
attempt" 


Kurt unconsciously touched his injured ear, his good mood slipping away. Krist knew that he hated the way the 
press covered his life, but also knew that Kurt would want to know what they were saying, so this was 
probably an effort for Krist to get out in front of the tabloid coverage to try and soften the blow. "How much 
do they know about that, exactly?" 


"They just know ‘failed suicide attempt," said Krist. "And that you haven't been seriously injured. That's it. | 
haven't confirmed anything, you know, | try to keep it vague and respectful, but. word gets out” 


Kurt took a seat beside Krist on the bed, his head down. It was inevitable that information would get out, 
really, but all the same, it didn't mean Kurt would just grin and bear it. 


"Sorry about that," said Krist. 


"You don't have anything to be sorry about," said Kurt. "Its not your fault. It's not even close to being your 
fault." 


"Thanks, but it still sucks, though," said Krist. "I always feel like l'm not doing enough, you know? Like | should 


be doing more, but | don't know how, and I've been losing sleep just worrying about you." 
"You don't have to do that," said Kurt. "You got your own shit to worry about, man" 


Its been hard trying to focus on my own shit because | keep getting reminded of you," Krist admitted. "I'm 
losing sleep over it. Hell, | think I'm losing my fucking hair over this." 


"Wait, really?" asked Kurt. 


"I brushed my hair this morning and there was a lot of it left on the brush," said Krist. "If you don't get 


better, my hair's gonna fall out and I'll be bald by the end of the year and it'll be all your fault” He put a hand 
on Kurt's shoulder, and looked him in the eye. "The fate of my scalp rests in your hands." 


"Maybe you should just shave your head, then," said Kurt. "I'd shave mine but I'd look like a Holocaust 


survivor." 


"Oh, you would not,” said Krist. "You'd look like a cancer patient. You cant say Holocaust survivor, that's not 


politically correct, you know." 

Kurt laughed. "You want me to shave my eyebrows too?" 

"| think the two of us should just completely wax our bodies so we no longer have any hair, anywhere," said 
Krist. "And then we'll give all the hair we lost to Dave and.. | don't know, turn him into a fucking Bigfoot or 
something.” 


"Wait, are you not Bigfoot?" asked Kurt. 


The two of them looked at each other in silence for a moment before they both burst into barely constrained 


laughter. Kurt leaned on Krist, and covered his face with one hand. 


"IIl have you know," said Krist, in a loud, declarative voice, "that we prefer to be called ‘Sasquatch Americans,’ 


thank you very much, sir" 


Kurt giggled even harder, trying to muffle his laughter with Krists t-shirt. He looked up briefly to the door 


and saw Stephan and his nurse staring into the room. 
"Do you mind?" asked Krist, putting his hands on his hips. Stephan and the nurse hurried along. 
"The door.." said Kurt, "close.. close the door." 


Krist got up off the bed and pulled the door close to closing, he looked around outside, and then back to Kurt. 
"Am | allowed to just close the door? Is that okay?" 


"Yeah, they just don't have locks," said Kurt. 


"Ah, okay," said Krist, shutting the door. "I guess that makes sense. They don't want somebody locked in their 


room trying to hang themselves with a towel or whatever." 
"Yeah," said Kurt with a nod. 


Krist took his seat back next to Kurt on the bed, and picked up the paper bag that had been at his feet. "Got 
you another present," he said excitedly, and handed the bag over to Kurt, placing it in his lap. "I tried to bring 
you some cigarettes and a lighter but they confiscated those." 


"For real?" Fumily enough, he was just about to ask if Krist could get him a pack. "That sucks." 
"Sorry," said Krist with a shrug. "I tried, man" 


Kurt opened the bag and pulled out a paperback copy of One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. Slowly, he turned his 
head and looked over to Krist with narrowed eyes. "Oh, you think you're real cute, huh?" 


"I saw it in the book store, | couldn't resist," said Krist. "Who knows, maybe you'll pick up some tips on how to 
not get lobotomized" 


Kurt covered his mouth as he laughed, still holding the book in his hand. "Jesus, Krist." 

‘Or maybe you can just steal a boat," said Krist. "You wanna go steal a boat later? | could smash a window 
open for you with a water fountain if you want." Krist looked around. "Ah-hal" He stood up and went into the 
bathroom, and Kurt stood up and followed him. Krist was crouched over the toilet, grunting and straining as he 
made a farcical attempt to pull it up out of the floor. 

"Just give me a minute,” said Krist. "I'll be chuckin' the john out the window in no time!" 


"My hero," said Kurt. 


Krist gave one last agonized attempt at pulling out the toilet before he went limp, collapsing against it. "I give 
up," he said. "My will.. isn't strong enough.” 


"Guess l'm stuck here until you're able to bust me out then, huh?" 


"Yeah, | guess," Krist said, picking himself up off the floor and dusting off his t-shirt. "Seriously, though, | hope 
that wasn't a bad gift" 


"No, | appreciate it," said Kurt. "Thank you." 

Krist beamed at him, his smile looking like that of a little boy who'd just been handed an ice cream cone bigger 
than his own head. "You're welcome, man," he said. He stepped out of the bathroom and ruffled the hair on the 
top of Kurt's head. "Just make sure you get better, okay?" 

"IIl try," said Kurt. "Ive got a lot on my mind, though. Lot of shit to work through.’ 

"Like what?" 


Kurt went and sat back down on the bed. "Like, a lot," he said. "A lota lot" 


"You wanna talk about it?" 


Kurt nodded. Krist sat on the bed again, patting the spot where Kurt was seated earlier. Kurt sat back down 
with a sigh, and just started talking. 


He started with Courtney admitting to cheating on him with Billy Goddamn Corgan, and elaborating on the strain 
it put on their already buckling relationship, and how he found the idea of divorcing her almost existentially 
terrifying. This made for a good segway into Kurt's dreams, and he told Krist about being visited by Buddy 
Holly, Richie Valens and the Big Bopper in great detail. At times he would pause, waiting for Krist to make a 
joke, but Krist was listening intently, and would just urge Kurt to continue. He wrapped this topic up by talking 
about the latest dream, of Buddy Holly's head on his wife's body warning him to stay away from the Big 
Bopper, and then he waited. 


".. Wow," said Krist finally, after a moment of contemplation "That's nuts, dude. And | really don't know what it 
says about you that you're seeing Buddy Holly's head on Courtney's body." 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "I don't know what to believe. | don't know if this is all in my head or if this is.. something 


else." 


"| don't know either," said Krist. "Like, which is preferable, that you're going crazy, or that ghosts are real and 
they're telling you that nonspecific ‘bad things' are going to happen to the people you love if you don't die 
before you turn 28?" He shook his head. "Both of those options are pretty sucky, but at least the first one 


could be fixed. | guess?" 


"Yeah, but if some ‘bad thing happens to you or to Courtney or Frances or Dave or anybody else after | turn 
28, | know I'm going to feel like its my fault” Kurt realized as he spoke that his first example was Krist. He 
tried to see if Krist had noticed, but if he had, his expression wasn't indicating as much. Krist just looked 


pensive, his brow furrowed as he considered this. 


"That's not really fair, though," said Krist. "So what Buddy Holly's ghost is saying that if, for example, you turn 
28 and something like, | dunno, | get hit by a fucking bus, that its somehow your fault, and not mine for not 
looking both ways when | cross the street, or the bus driver's for running a red light? How would that be 
your fault?" 


"He kept talking about timelines, so | guess it's like that saying about a butterfly flapping its wings in Brazil and 
causing a tornado in Texas," said Kurt. "If you think about it, if | were dead, you might not have a reason to be 


in the street at the exact time that bus could hit you, so me being dead could mean that never happens." 


"Maybe, but. couldn't anything bad that happens to your friends or family be attributed to this.. | don't know, 


is it a curse?" asked Krist. "It really just seems like there's some confirmation bias going on" 
‘I've considered that, yeah," said Kurt. 


"You might be onto something when you told Buddy that this could be some kind of manifestation of guilt," said 


Krist. "That sounds like what this is, honestly. You're having these dreams because of guilt that you really 
shouldn't be feeling at all." 


Kurt took pause at those last few words. You really shouldn't be feeling guilt at all It was a strange thought. 
"Why shouldn't |?" Kurt asked softly. 


"Because you're sick and you're trying to get better!" said Krist. "You've fucked up, yeah, and you've done some 
really shitty things, like punching me in the face when | was trying to help you, for example--" 


"| said | was sorry," said Kurt. 

"And | forgive you!" said Krist. "I forgive you. But you can't dwell on all that. It's in the past, and | know you did 
it because you were scared. But you're still here, despite everything. You're still alive, which means you have 
the chance to get better, and you deserve the chance to get better. You can't get better if you're dead. So | 
honestly think these ghost dreams are just what you think, they're your subconscious trying to make you feel 
guilty for not being dead by threatening people." 

"They feel so real, though," Kurt muttered. 

‘lm sure they do," said Krist. "If | was having dreams like that, I'd be freaked out, too." 


Kurt leaned against Krist's shoulder, and Krist wrapped his arm around Kurt as he rested his head on top of 


Kurt's. 


“Thanks for taking me seriously," said Kurt. He turned his head to press his cheek against Krist's chest, and as 


he sighed, he got a whiff of Krist's sweat, and it went straight to his head. 
"Of course, Kurt,” said Krist. "Think nothing of it" 

"You smell nice," said Kurt. 

"No | don't, | stink," said Krist. 

| don't think so." 

"Yeah, well, you're a weirdo," said Krist. 


Kurt looked up at Krist, his bright-blue eyes locked on Krist's. "There was. one other thing | wanted to talk to 
you about." 


"Oh yeah?" asked Krist. "What's that?" 


"Well." Kurt started, but he hesitated. Maybe it would just be better if he didn't say anything at all, just left 


things the way they were without potentially sabotaging what they had, but at the same time, he felt as 
though he couldn't just keep going on with his feelings left unspoken, especially if he did end up dying in the 
next few months. Fuck it, he thought. Just spit it out. "I think I'm in love with you." 


Krist reeled his head back, and immediately Kurt's heart sank, expecting to see a look of disgust on Krist's 
face, but instead, Krist's face was a mix of emotions; surprise, confusion, discomfort, but also... longing, like he 
was being presented with something he wanted, but could never have. "Kurt." he started, but Kurt cut him 
off. 


‘Im serious," said Kurt, lifting a hand to Krists face, so that he could look Krist straight in the eye. "H's not 
that | don't love Courtney, because | do. | love her so much, but at the same time. | also want to be with you. 
| find myself wishing | could be with both of you at the same time, even though | know that | can't have it, | 


still want it so much that it hurts me." 


Kurt waited for a response, and Krist heaved a great sigh as he hung his head. "If you had told me this even 
five years ago," he said, slowly, with delicate purpose, "it wouldn't hurt as much as you telling me this right 
now, of all times." 


"Krist-—" 


‘Its really unfair," Krist continued, holding up a hand to signal to Kurt to be quiet. "It's unfair to Shelli, its 
unfair to Courtney, its unfair to me, because there's still a part of me that would drop everything to make 
you happy, because | really do.. care about you that much. Shit, I.. | think | love you too, the same way. | really, 
really do." He looked to Kurt with dewy eyes, sniffed, and wiped his eyes with the back of his arm. "But it's too 


late now." 


Kurt felt a knot in his throat. He knew that the feelings he had were mutual, but he wasn't sure how deep 
they went. Apparently, not as deep as Kurt had hoped. He shook his head. "No," he said. "No. No, it's not too 
late. It'll only be too late if l'm dead" 


"What?" asked Krist. 


"Look, there's a chance that | could die before | turn 28," said Kurt, clutching onto Krist's t-shirt. "Ive already 
been cheated on already. Courtney knows how | feel, hell, even Dave knows how | feel. What if. what if we just. 
try it out, just once." 


"Kurt, this is. this is treading into some very risky territory here," said Krist in a warbly voice. 


"But you feel it too, don't you?" Kurt pulled his knees up underneath him to get closer to eye-level with Krist, 
making it hard for Krist to look anywhere else but into Kurt's eyes. "We don't have to tell anybody. It could be 
our secret. | just want to feel what it's like, more than just getting drunk and high and making out and jerking 
off, you know?" 


Krist blushed bright, hot red. "We can't.. definitely not here.." He leaned back away from Kurt, but his hand 


hovered over Kurt's back as though he were holding it over an open flame. 
"Why not?" 
"You know exactly why not," said Krist. "Somebody could walk in.. | mean, we shouldn't anyway, | already said.." 


"Then what if we just kiss?" asked Kurt. "Not like we haven't done that a million times before in front of 
millions of people, right?" 


Kurt slid his hand under Krist's shirt, his palm pressed against his chest until it rested over Krist's heart, 


which was thumping like a startled jackrabbit. Krists hand finally made contact with the small of Kurts back. 
"You're an asshole, you know that?" said Krist, his voice low and husky. 


"Just shut up already," said Kurt, bringing up his other hand to the back of Krists head, grabbing a handful of 
his hair and pushing his head forward until their lips met. Immediately, Kurt noticed the faint taste of beer on 
Krists breath and Kurt slipped the tip of his tongue past Krist's lips. Kurt pushed Krist back onto the 
mattress and straddled him, kissing deep, their tongues twisting and writhing against each other as Krist 
supported Kurt's bony ass with one big hand, pulling up the back of his shirt with the other. Kurt ground his 
crotch against Krists with purpose, and could feel the stiffness from inside Krists jeans. 


"God, you're cute," said Krist, breaking away from their kiss for a chance to take a breath. 

| knew you wanted this," said Kurt slyly, putting a hand on Krists hip. 

"You're right, and you're still a jerk" 

"You know you can stop anytime,” Kurt reminded him, bucking his hips slowly against Krist's crotch. 

"Yeah, | know," said Krist. "I just don't wanna." He reached for the hem of Kurt's pajama bottoms, and tugged 
them downwards along with his tighty-whities, getting a quick glimpse of Kurts dick before there was a knock 
on the door. 

Krist immediately yelped in panic, rolling Kurt off of him and onto the floor. "Oh, shit!" he cried out, reaching to 
pull Kurt back up, as Kurt quickly pulled up the front of his pants. "Shit, shit, shit, Im sorry," Krist continued, 
grabbing Kurt's arm and pulling him to his feet just as the door opened. Kurt turned to look at the visitor to 
see, of all people, Ned standing there, looking smug. 


"Who the hell is this guy?" Krist asked. 


"The hell do you want?" Kurt asked, clearing his hair out of his face. 


Ned stepped inside, and quietly closed the door behind him. "I thought so," he said, wagging a finger at Kurt. "I 
thought you were gay, and | just knew it" 


I'm not gay," Kurt retorted, as Krist smoothed the wrinkles out of his t-shirt. 


"Yeah, ‘I'm not gay; says the guy who had his tongue down another guy's throat,” said Ned. "Jesus, I'd say you 


were in the closet, but your closet has a fucking bead curtain 

"Who the hell is this?" Krist asked again, looking to Kurt in confusion. 

"This is Ned," said Kurt. "He's in group therapy with me. | barely know this dude." 

"Let me guess," said Ned,approaching Krist, "you're the top, right? Because this one," he pointed to Kurt, "is 
giving off serious bottom vibes. Like, barely suppressed pig bottom vibes. Makes sense why his wife would go 
off and find some other stud to schtup." 

"What the fuck, how long have you been listening in, you creepy little goblin man?" asked Krist. 

"Long enough," said Ned. 


"Yeah, well, you're off base, because I'm not gay, l'm bisexual," Kurt asserted. "We both are." 


"Psssh," Ned shook his head. "Yeah, okay, fellas, whatever you say. I'm not here to try and blackmail you or 


whatever it is you're thinking, because, in case you haven't caught on by now, | too am a faygeleh 


"| don't care if you're a Faygo-Lay or whatever the fuck," snapped Krist. "You standing outside a dude's room 


listening in is creepy as hell." 


"You misunderstand my intentions," said Ned, pushing up his glasses. "I'm sympathetic, here. I'm gay, and | 
wanted to make sure that nobody else was gonna walk in on you guys and rat you out to the vultures outside 
with the cameras looking for a scoop. Because trust me, I've seen them. They're just waiting for our outdoor 
recess to snap some candids of Blondie over here." He gestured to Kurt. "Now, me, I'm perfectly comfortable 
with people knowing | smoke pole, but | imagine that for a married man of your stature, you probably don't 
want that splashed all over the tabloids, now do you?" 


"Dude, we made out on live, network television," said Krist. 
"You buttfuck on live, network television?" Ned asked. "Look, | get that you try and cover it all up under the 
guise of being “40's kinda guys' or whatever, but actually being outed for sucking cock is another thing entirely. 


| don't wanna see that happen to two of my fellow queers, is all.” 


Kurt and Krist exchanged skeptical glances. 


"Look," said Ned, "have these, as a sign of good faith." He reached into the pocket of his robe, and pulled out a 
pair of cigarettes, presenting them to Kurt and Krist. Krist shook his head, but Kurt snatched both from Ned's 
fingertips. 

"Where did you get these?" Kurt asked. 

"I have connections,” said Ned. "We're not the only cocksuckers in this wing, trust me. | look out for my fellow 
men-loving-men, and you, Tweedle-Twink and Tweedle-Twunk, have officially gained the protection of the 
savviest fag on this floor. Meet me during outside recess and | can provide you with your precious nicotine 


fix" 


Krist looked to Kurt, who had already tucked the cigarettes behind his ear, and then back to Ned. "So we're 


just supposed to buy that you're just a really nice guy and not just a nosy pervert eavesdropping on us?" 
"You got a lighter?" Kurt asked. Krist nudged him with his elbow in the ribs. "Ow, what?" 
"Do you mind giving us a moment?" Krist asked, wrapping an arm around Kurts shoulder. 


"Oh, of course," said Ned, turning around and gesturing to them to go ahead with a flick of his wrist. "Don't 


mind me." 


Krist pulled Kurt around so that they were both facing the wall, and hunched over as he pulled Kurt into a 
huddle. "I do not trust this guy at all," he said in a hushed tone. "He's working some kind of angle." 


"You're probably right," said Kurt. "But he got me cigarettes, and maybe it is a good thing he found us out 


rather than. some other people in here." 
"So you're just gonna go along with this guy, then?" asked Krist. 


lm not gonna get all buddy-buddy with him," said Kurt. "There's other people here that | actually wanna be 


friends with, but if this guy can do favors for me like get me cigarettes, then sure, I'll play nice." 

"| dunno, dude, he comes off as sleazy." 

"What, are you antisemitic or something?” Kurt asked sarcastically. 

"You know, normally I'd be willing to go along with a joke like that, like ha ha, guy who looks like Woody Allen 
crossed with George Costanza is kinda shifty, funny stereotype, but | am being serious here," said Krist 
through gritted teeth. "Look, you know your main priority while you're here is getting better, right?" 


"Yeah, duh, that's why | stayed” 


"Then maybe you should be a little bit more cautious around a guy who's offering you ‘favors’ and dangling 


the paparazzi over your head as a threat," said Krist. "Like, how do we know he isn't going to be feeding shit to 


the press about what he overheard? How can we trust him?" 
Kurt turned his head back to look to Ned. "Hey," he said. "How can we trust you?" 


Ned shrugged. "All | can do is offer you my word as somebody who also fucks men. What, you want me to 
suck your dick to prove it?" 


"Not really," said Kurt. 


"Listen," said Ned, taking a step forward, "I've lost a lot of friends due to AIDS, alright? | seen a lot of my 
fellow queers die miserable deaths, and | consider it a miracle that | never caught the bug myself. | look at 
you, and | see two baby queers who haven't figured themselves out yet, and my heart goes out to you." He 
put a hand on his chest to illustrate this point. "Guys like you, you're our future, whether you accept it or 
not, and | don't really have many friends here. Deandra was the closest one, and l'm pretty sure she hates my 


guts now." 
"Why, is Deandra a lesbian?" Kurt asked. 


Ned chuckled. "Ohhhh, noooo no no, no, she is not," he said, shaking his head as though he were taking pity on 
Kurt. "Don't worry, though, you'll figure it out, it's just not my place to say." 


"Look, said Krist, stepping forward and towering over Ned, "I'm gonna be honest with you. | find you to be 
pretty suspicious. If you actually want to help Kurt out by giving him cigarettes or whatever, then that's fine. 
But if | hear anything about you trying to sell him out, or hurting him, or trying anything funny, then | will 
kick your ass. You got that?" 


Ned appeared completely nonplussed. "What | wouldn't give to date a guy that feels the way about me as you 
do about Blondie." He shook his head with a smile on his lips. 


"What's Blondie got to do with it?" Kurt asked. "Aside from being a really good band" 
"Hush, Blondie," said Ned, then looked back up to Krist. "| understand, big fella | won't hurt a hair on his pretty 
little head, alright? Besides, I'm not the one you should be worried about tryin to steal him away from you. 


Maybe watch out for that deaf floozy thats been making goo-goo eyes at your man ever since he stepped in 


here.” 
"Deaf floozy?" Krist looked back to Kurt for clarification 
"Valerie's not a floozy, Ned, she's just. got a crush, | guess," said Kurt. "Look, she knows I'm married, and--" 


"HA!" Ned interjected with a harsh laugh, throwing back his head. "Yeah, because being married sure has kept 
you real loyal, huh?" 


"Shut up," Krist snapped. "I think you should leave now." 


Ned threw up his hands. "Alright," he said. "Fine. | give. | wanted to warn you about Val, but | guess | know 


when I'm not wanted around. Just trying to be helpful, what with your eternal recurrence and all." 

"His what?" Krist asked. 

"Never mind," said Ned as he turned to leave. "I'm sorry | bothered you. But a word to the wise; trying to get 
frisky during visiting hours? You're begging to get caught. The rest of us wait until lights out, but your buddy 
Paul Bunyan here's not gonna be around for that unless he checks in himself, so maybe just hold off.. unless 
you want people to know what you're up to." 

"Yeah, thanks," said Kurt. 


"Now fuck off before | sic my big, blue ox on you," said Krist. 


"Just tryin’ to help!" said Ned as he opened the door. "No good deed goes unpunished, | guess." He closed the 
door behind him, finally out of their hair. 


"That guy's a prick," said Krist. "You be careful around that guy.’ 
"Relax," said Kurt. "Ill be careful, but | think he really does wanna help me." 
"Do you?" asked Krist. 


Kurt shrugged. "| dunno, man. | think he's a pain in the ass, but I'm not getting stranger danger vibes off of 
him, you know? Maybe you're just put off because he looks like a dweeb." 


"Are you accusing me of discriminating against a guy for his looks?" asked Krist. 

"Well, are you?" 

"No," said Krist, not sure how serious Kurt was, "he just. he was listening in on us. That's creepy." 
"He could have kept listening and not interrupted us, would that have been better?" 


Krist crossed his arms and leaned against the wall opposite of Kurt. He shook his head. "I dunno," he said. "What 


was with him trying to toss a deaf girl under the bus? What was that about?" 


"Everybody here seems to be involved in some kind of personal drama," said Kurt. "You should have seen the 
group therapy earlier. Everybody's just taking potshots at each other. It's like the worst Thanksgiving dinner 


ever.” 


"Damn," said Krist. "Sounds nuts." 
| could tell you about it," said Kurt. "How much longer do you plan on staying?" 


Krist scratched the back of his head. "| got most of the day free until later," he said. "I guess | could hang 
around until they kick me out" He smiled at Kurt, his good mood finally returning, and getting a warm smile 


from Kurt in return. 
"Take a seat," he said, gesturing to the bed. "I can tell you all about it." 


The two of them sat back on the bed beside each other, and Kurt found himself talking again, more talkative 
than he had been in a long time, and Krist just listened. For a while, things felt almost normal again. 


Almost. 


Big Bop 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter is special because Rockfic user Butterflydreamer. gave me a fucking rad-ass illustration of one of 
the events of this chapter, which can be found here, but | would recommend reading the entire chapter first 
before looking at this: https://powermetalhagtumblr.com/post/6335911593196830 12/recently-i-did-an-art- 


trade-i-made-art-in 


Please show them some love. https://www.rockfic.com/forum/profile php ?mode=viewprofile€u = 19290 


After almost two hours of just talking, Krist ended his visit with Kurt, and was now tasked with bringing more 
stuff for next time; one of Kurt's acoustic guitars, a tape recorder, and a pair of shoes. Krist had told him 
that he would be back in two, maybe three days, as he had some things to take care of, and probably, Kurt 
guessed, some things to think over. After one last hug, Krist waved goodbye on his way out. Kurt hardly had 
time to think on it further, as an orderly had come by to inform Kurt that the outside recess had started. 


Outside, the sun stubbornly shone through a veil of clouds, looking down on a courtyard surrounded by a tall, 
wrought-iron fence. Most of the yard was grass, with a few benches, as well as a basketball court, currently 
only being used by Billy, who was intensely focused on trying to shoot hoops, letting out an aggravated "FUCK!" 
each time he missed. On the edge of the yard closest to the building was a roofed terrace, where Kurt caught 
sight of Raven, Odette, Valerie and Maxine by a pillar, as Maxine was balancing on a plank of wood on the edge 
of the terrace. Raven was leaning against the pillar, while Odette and Valerie sat on the flagstone of the 


terrace. Maxine, like Billy, seemed similarly frustrated. 

"If | had an actual skateboard, | could actually pull off some tricks," she explained as Kurt approached, without 
him even having to ask "But they didn't let me bring a skateboard, probably because they got the idea that I'd 
be rolling down the halls like this was some kind of quirky teen comedy." 


"That'd be kind of rad, actually," said Raven, 


"Yeah, well, as we're all aware, the establishment here is very much against anything that could be considered 


radical or cool," said Maxine. 
"Or, dare | say, even ‘radicool,” said Odette. 
"Somewhere, a marketing executive just jizzed his pants," said Kurt. 


"Nangh, totally tubular, duuuude! shouted Raven, convulsing in a mock orgasm and falling to his knees. Valerie 
looked to Odette, who signed the joke to her, and Valerie let out a laugh like an asthmatic mule. 


Maxine managed to flip the plank of wood over and jumped back on top of it, wobbling as she regained her 
balance, before letting one side tilt towards the grass. "This sucks," she announced. 


Across the yard, Billy let out another "FUCK!" 
Maxine looked to Kurt. "You skateboard, rock 'n roll man?" 


"Not really," said Kurt. "It didn't really catch on in my home town until after | had dropped out of high school, 
and my home town is pretty much like Twin Peaks, except without anything exciting happening.” 


"You come from the boonies, huh?" asked Maxine. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. He took a seat next to Valerie, who was already pulling up her white board. "Logging town. It 


sucked" 

"Is it at least pretty like Twin Peaks?" asked Odette. 

Kurt shrugged. "Sort of" he mumbled. 

Valerie wrote on her white board, and held it up to Kurt. "YOU HAD A VISITOR TODAY" it said 
Kurt nodded. "Yeah," he said. "I did" 

Valerie rubbed the board clean, and wrote a new message. "WHO WAS IT?" 

"My friend Krist," said Kurt, taking care to mouth his words out fully. "We're in the same band! 
"| thought that tall guy looked familiar," said Maxine. "That's your bassist, right?" 

"Yeah, that's him," said Kurt. 


"| saw him come in," said Raven. "| thought | recognized him, but all the times | remember seeing him on TV, 


he had longer hair and a beard." 
"Yeah, he hasn't had a beard in a while," said Kurt. 


Valerie signed to Odette, who let out a muted giggle. "Val says he's kind of cute," said Odette, and Valerie 
pouted and shoved her shoulder, then slamming the side of her right hand into her upturned, open left palm 


over and over again, though she was also blushing. 


"IIl let him know next time he comes over," said Kurt. Out of the corner of his eye, on the far end of the 
terrace, Kurt noticed Ned with a tall, burly orderly that Kurt had seen around, but didn't know the name of. 
Ned happened to look over, meet Kurt's eyes, and pointed him out to the orderly, who jerked his head upward 


as though to indicate for Kurt to come over. 

"Hold on a second," said Kurt, standing to his feet, "I'll be right back." 

"What do you want with Ned?" Raven asked, his face scrunched up in confusion 

"ll tell you when | come back," said Kurt. He walked along the edge of the terrace until he finally stopped in 
front of Ned and his orderly, and he pulled out one of the cigarettes he'd been hiding behind his good ear, 
under his hair. 


"And speak of the devil, there he is," said Ned, looking up at the orderly. "Charlie, this is Kurt” 


"Hey," said Charlie. The man was built like a powerlifter, barrel-chested and thick, hairy arms like tree trunks, 
with a completely bald head and a beard goatee. He reached a giant ham-hock of a hand into his back pocket, 
and pulled out a lighter, presenting it to Kurt as he flicked it on, and any concerns Kurt had about what, 
exactly, Ned had been telling this guy about him before evaporated. Kurt leaned forward, cigarette between his 
lips, and put the tip into the flame as he inhaled deeply. 


The rush it sent to his head came in a wave, washing over his brain as he held the smoke in his lungs, and let 


out it. "God, | needed that," he muttered. "Thanks, Charlie." 
"Don't worry about it," said Charlie, his voice coming out in a deep, rumbling baritone. 


"See the kinds of benefits available to you if you hang around ole' Ned?" said Ned, clapping a hand on Kurt's 


shoulder. "Trust me, there's more cigs where that came from, buddy, and even more benefits on top of that." 
"Cool," said Kurt. "Anyway, I'm gonna head back now--" 

"What, with the heteros?" asked Ned. 

"No, with the people closer to my own age," said Kurt. "Not the guy in his 40's." 

"Please," said Ned. "I'm 34. Thats why we're in the same |8-35 year-old therapy group. | only look older 
because of the hair loss." He covered up the top of his head with his hand, and took off his glasses with the 
other. "Not so bad lookin’ now, huh?" he said, his voice dropping an octave. 

Ned was right; without seeing his balding head or the giant lenses of his glasses, he was fairly handsome; his 
features were sharp, from his nose to his chin to his cheekbones, and his eyes were a steely gray. It was as 
though Ned had transformed by the aid of a fairy godmother, and then he put his glasses back on and 
removed his hand from his head, and he turned back into the nebbish-looking dweeb he'd looked like before. 


Charlie had noticed Kurt's wide-eyed expression "He's more handsome than people think," he said. 


"I only believe that ‘cause he tells me," said Ned. 
"| know how that is," said Kurt. 


"Oh, come on, don't be like that," said Ned. "You're a pretty boy, Kurt. | think maybe you get thrown off 
because you're one of those pretty boys that's got spooky eyes." 


"Spooky eyes?" asked Kurt. "The hell are you talking about?" 
"Y'know, your eyes," said Ned. "You've got those piercing, baby-blue eyes that just.. hook people.” 
"Very enigmatic," said Charlie. 


"Exactly," said Ned, bumping Charlie's chest with the back of his hand. "Bet that drives goth chicks wild. 
Wouldn't be surprised if Odette was into you." 


"Nah, | don't think she's into me," said Kurt. 
"Maybe she is and you haven't noticed because she doesn't come on as strong as Val," said Ned. 


"Maybe," said Kurt, taking another drag. "Was there anything else you wanted to talk to me about, or were you 


just gonna warn me about Valerie being boy-crazy again?" 


"Now that | think about it, there was something | wanted to ask you," said Ned, stepping a few paces closer to 


Kurt. "You surf the web at all, Kurt?" 
"Surf the.. web?" Kurt asked. 
"The internet, the information super highway," Ned clarified. "I'm sure you got a computer at home, right?" 


"Yeah, but | prefer to use a typewriter when | write letters," said Kurt. "Other than that, | play games on it 
that | can't play on my Super Nintendo." 


Ned groaned. "Hoo, boy, you're not even 30 yet and already you're gonna be left in the digital dust. Listen, when 
you get outta here, you get yourself an internet connection. Trust me, the internet? It's going to be the 
future of communication, and l'm not saying that because | work in IT. I'm working on building my own website, 
and if you set yourself up with an email address, | could even help you make one yourself. It's all very cutting 
edge technology here, a big step up from using the BBS boards I've been on since the 80's. Gonna make the 


bulletin boards look like cave paintings in a couple of years." 


Kurt looked to Charlie for help, and all Charlie could offer back was a helpless shrug. "I don't understand 
anything you just said to me," said Kurt. 


"Look, | understand, it's all very nerdy right now," said Ned. "But before you leave, I'll give you my phone 
number, and my email address. Hell, I'll register a domain name for your little band, you'll have Nirvanacom, 


you'll be able to do whatever you want with it!" 


"Uhhh... okay?" said Kurt. "I'll look into it. I've got some friends that use the web but | don't really understand 
what you do on it, exactly." 


"Don't worry about it," said Ned. "Once we're both out, I'll get you set up. You'll figure it out, you're a smart 
guy, and soon, you'll be a smart guy with the first music website all about your band." 


"Thanks," said Kurt. "I'm gonna.. go back and hang out with the others now." He turned and started to walk 


away. "See you later." 


"NIRVANA.COM, KURT!" Ned shouted after him. "It might not mean anything now, but in a few years? You'll be 
ahead of the curve, buddy! Trust mel” 


Kurt hunched over in embarrassment as he made his way back to the others, sucking on his cigarette. Raven 


was already giggling. 
"The hell was that?" asked Maxine. 


"NIRVANA.COM!" Raven shouted, shaking his clenched fists and his head thrown back towards the sky. "THE 
WAVE OF THE FUTURE!" 


Kurt peeked back over his shoulder and saw Ned sigh and shake his head as he took out his own cigarette out 
of his breast pocket, while the others just laughed. 


"DAMMIT!" yelled Billy from the court, missing yet another shot. 
"You got cigs from Ned?" Maxine asked. 
"Yeah," said Kurt. "Why, you want some?" 


He was about to pull the spare cigarette from behind his ear when Maxine flipped the plank of wood she was 
standing on, caught it, and started to walk towards Ned. "Yeah, | do," she said, and left. 


Kurt turned back to the others. "I had an extra, | was just gonna offer her mine," he said, and pulled it out 
from behind his ear. "You guys want one?" 


"No thank you," said Odette. Valerie shook her head. 


"I only smoke weed," said Raven. "I don't really get the point of just cigarettes. They don't make me feel 
anything aside from feeling shaky. Like, what's the point, you know? Aside from looking cool, | guess." 


"Fair enough," said Kurt, tucking the spare cigarette back behind his ear. "Thought I'd offer." 


"That was still nice of you to offer," said Odette. "| was only ever a social smoker anyway, but it can be hard 


to get a smoke around here, and a lot of people who smoke have a hard time getting a hold of any, you know?" 
"Yeah, | got that,” said Kurt. "I guess it makes sense. We are in a hospital." 

"Oh, no, that's not why it's so hard to get cigarettes here," said Raven. "It's because there was a patient here 
like a year ago who kept burning himself with cigarettes. | heard he'd pick up butts off the ground and just put 
them out on his arms and his tongue." 

"That's bullshit," said Odette. 

Valerie nudged Odette, and started signing rapidly. Kurt could only pick up a few familiar gestures, like tapping 
her lips with her fingers in a v-shape as though she were holding a cigarette, but other than that he was 
completely lost. 


"What'd she say?" asked Raven. 


"She said that there was a guy like that here when she first came in," said Odette. "So | guess you're not 
completely full of shit." 


Raven smirked, and turned to Odette, bringing his fingers to his chin and making a gesture as though he were 
blowing a kiss. "Thank you," he said. 


"Still doesn't make sense that they kept that policy after he left," said Odette. 

"It only takes one guy to ruin something for everybody else," said Raven 

"| guess so," said Kurt. He looked around and his eyes fell onto the court again 

Standing next to Billy was Deandra, who was dribbling the basketball as Billy watched. In one fluid motion, 
Deandra shot the ball up towards the hoop, where it circled the rim before it fell to the side. "Shoot!" she said, 
though it lacked the irritation of Billy's previous outbursts. Billy ran towards the ball and picked it up, his face 
screwed tight with a look of determination. 


"So did Ned just want to talk to you about computer stuff?" Raven asked Kurt. 


"Huh?" Kurt whipped his head back to look at Raven. "Oh, yeah. He mentioned stuff about the web, like | know 
anything about the web." 


"When | was still going to college | used the web," said Raven. "Mostly just to talk to total strangers about 


music and comic books.. and Doom. Mostly about Doom. You ever play Doom?" 
Kurt shook his head. "That's a video game, right?" 


"Oh, man," said Raven. "Doom is like.. the greatest video game of all time. It's like Wolfenstein but like, a hundred 


times better than Wolfenstein" 
"Oh, here we go," said Odette. 


"Like, Wolfenstein's awesome, right, ‘cause you're going around shooting Nazis until you shoot robo-Hitler and 
blow him up, right? That's awesome. But then you got Doom, and you're shooting fucking demons and zombies 
on Mars! The demons fucking escaped from Hell through a portal that's on fucking Mars, and you have to shoot 
them all with a bunch of different guns, and the entire time this music is playing, and it sounds kind of like 
Metallica, like," Raven scatted the main theme for the game through gritted teeth, trying to imitate the sound 
of the MIDI guitars, "and they explode into bloody chunks like Mortal Kombat, and you keep getting better and 
better guns, and the demons keep getting tougher and tougher, and then you get the BFG 9000; the Big Fucking 
Gun, and it can take out a whole room of demons with this huge, green plasma ball, and it's fucking sick, dude." 
Raven concluded this pitch with a huge smile, almost out of breath from the excitement of merely talking 


about Doom. "Anyway, you should totally play it, it's fun" 
Kurt blew out a stream of smoke in the air above his head. "It sounds fun" 
"It totally is, dude," said Raven. "Greatest video game ever made. | swear by it." 


Maxine's raised voice rang out from behind Kurt on the far side of the terrace, drawing the group's attention 


to her as she was yelling at Ned. "FUCK YOU, HOW COME YOU GIVE HIM SOME AND NOT ME?" 

"Because | felt like it, | don't have to explain myself to youl" Ned fired back as Charlie stepped between them. 
"You think this is Soviet Russia, just because | give one guy a cigarette, that means | gotta give one to you, 
too?" 

"You only gave him one because he's famous and you're sucking his ass like you're a fucking lamprey!" 

"| don't even know what a ‘lamprey’ isl" 

"IT'S A FISH THAT STICKS TO BIGGER FISH SO IT CAN SUCK THEIR BLOOD!" 

"THEN WHY DON'T YOU JUST CALL ME A LEECH LIKE A NORMAL PERSON?" 

"SHUT UPI" screamed Billy from the basketball court. "SHUT UP, SHUT UP, SHUT UP! M TRYING TO JUST 
SHOOT SOME HOOPS HERE AND YOU KEEP YELLING ABOUT DUMB BULLSHIT AND / HATE YOUR As Deandra 


attempted to comfort Billy by putting her hands on his shoulders, he violently shrugged her off, and launched 
the basketball like a missile right into Ned's face. It bounced off of Ned's head, knocking his glasses off, as he 


staggered backwards, his arms pinwheeling in the air as he fought to regain his balance, but wound up falling 
flat onto his ass. Deandra gasped in horror as she covered her mouth, Valerie let out a high-pitched, ear- 
splitting screech, and Billy just stood there, breathing heavily as he clenched and unclenched his fists, staring 
at Maxine and Ned as Charlie rushed towards him. 


"THAT'S IT," shouted Charlie as he grabbed Billy by the shoulders. "ALL OF YOU, BACK INSIDE. RECESS IS OVER” 


Billy put up no resistance as Charlie steered him back inside to the steel door, only let out whining noises. Kurt 
sucked down the rest of his cigarette in haste before he dropped the butt to the ground on the flagstone, 
grinding it down with the toe of his slipper. Charlie steered Billy towards Ned, looking to see if the smaller man 
needed any help, but Ned waved him off. Maxine, who had been completely silent since Ned had gotten beaned, 
chuckled. She didn't move from her spot as the others began to filter back inside, and just kept laughing. 


Ned picked his glasses up off the terrace and put them on, though they now sat on his face crooked. He shot 
her a nasty glare as he joined the others. 


Kurt held open the door for the other patients, though it was mainly an excuse to look back at Maxine. She 
still hadn't moved, but she was cackling now, like a super villain, as the clouds grew darker overhead, and 
somewhere far off the sound of thunder could be heard. She'd put her hands on her hips, throwing her head 
back, not even paying any mind to Stephan and his nurse slowly walking past her. Kurt hadn't even seen 
Stephan the entire time he'd been out, and as Stephan drew closer to Maxine, he recoiled and stepped behind 


his nurse, who tugged on Maxine's sleeve, only to be completely ignored as Maxine doubled over from laughter. 


Somebody poked Kurt in the shoulder, and he turned around to see Valerie, holding up her white board. "Let's 
go," it said. 


Stephan's nurse had finally reached the door, holding it open as Kurt let go. Multiple orderlies, including Randy 
and Mitch, maneuvered past him to go outside, looking ready to drag Maxine back inside. Kurt retreated back 
inside, catching one last glimpse of Maxine, now nearly rolling on the ground laughing, as four men surrounded 
her, each one looking ready to grab a limb. Valerie stepped in front of Kurt, and made a gesture as though she 


were trying to pluck something out of mid-air near her head, and pointing at the sign again "Let's go." 


He followed Valerie back to the common area as Maxine's laughter turned to angry screaming. 


The rest of the day was uneventful. More idle conversation around the drawing table, some reading, dinner, and 
a serving of methadone and medication right before lights out. The methadone helped with falling asleep, 
something he'd had trouble doing without heroin every time he'd tried to abstain from it, and the medication 
usually helped push him over. He found himself nodding off as he was trying to read, snapping his head up as 


he realized the light in his room was still on. By the time a nurse came to turn off the light in his room, he 


was already out. 


He snapped his head back up again, and closed his book. The light above him was flickering, and the eerie quiet 
that had taken over the wing acted as an immediate signal that made him feel like Dorothy from the Wizard of 
Oz, clutching her little terrier to her chest as she told Toto that she had a feeling they weren't in Kansas 
anymore. He got up and walked out of the room, and noticed the hallway's lighting, once bald fluorescent lights 
that made everything bright and sterile, were now cool and blue, washing the interior in deep, nightclub purples. 
Kurt took a deep breath, and walked down the hall, following the sound of an electric guitar playing, hoping to 


get whatever spectral conference that laid ahead of him over with. 


As he continued in the direction of the common area, he picked up the sound of someone singing, their voice 
coming from deep in their belly, making it very clear that it wasn't Buddy Holly. When he entered the common 
area, it was no longer the common area, but a club with a crowd, all seated at round tables, and on center 
stage, illuminated by a harsh spotlight, was a big man with a guitar, bopping back and forth as he played 
‘Chantilly Lace;" the Big Goddamn Bopper. 


The Bopper's eyes scanned the room, and he laid eyes on Kurt as he finished his song, garnering a round of 
applause from the faceless crowd. "Thank you, thank you," he said, smiling wide. "But | wouldn't be here today if 
it weren't for this young fella over here, Mr. Kurt Cobain" The spotlight swiveled over to shine onto Kurt, who 
shielded his eyes from the light. "Everybody give him a hand, won't you?" 


The crowd clapped and cheered harder, as the Big Bopper beckoned Kurt towards the stage. "C'mon up," he said. 
"Say ‘hello’ to the people!" 


Kurt approached the stage, and as he stepped up, the Big Bopper stepped aside, gesturing to him to approach 


the microphone. Kurt cleared his throat as he leaned in towards the mic. "Hello," he said. 


The crowd exploded in uproarious applause, whistling and hooting in adoration. Kurt smiled nervously as he tried 
to find a single face he could recognize, but the faces in the crowd were hard to make out in the darkness; 


they looked as though they were wearing masks with only vague hints at facial features. 
"Say, Kurt," said the Big Bopper, "would you like to play us a song?" 
Kurt shifted his weight from foot to foot, looking sheepish. "I don't have a guitar," he said. 


‘Oh, we can fix that," said the Big Bopper. A figure entered from stage right, and at first Kurt thought they 
were wearing some kind of dog mask, until they came fully into the light, revealing that they appeared to have 
the head of a jackal with ink-black skin, and wore an ancient Egyptian royal headdress and a powder -blue 


tuxedo. "Ole' Anubi-Doobie's got you covered, ain't that right, Anubis?" 


Anubis nodded, and presented Kurt with a guitar case. He opened it, and revealed a left-handed Les Paul Special 
with a vintage cherry red finish. Carefully, as though he were picking up his own child, Kurt lifted the guitar 
from its case, and held it in his hands, before swinging the strap over his shoulder. 


"Wow," said Kurt breathlessly, feeling the weight of the guitar, running his fingers over the strings and the 
tight, tiny coils that ran over each one. Anubis was still holding up the guitar case, and Kurt's eyes caught 
sight of an ivory pick, sitting in the center of the black velvet interior. He plucked it out, and somehow, the 
guitar was already plugged into an amp when he brought the pick down over the strings. 


The crowd cheered louder now, working themselves into a frenzy. Anubis shut the guitar case closed, and ran 
back offstage. The Big Bopper leaned toward the crowd with a hand cupped to his ear, and smiled wide, as the 
crowd began to chant, "TEEN SPIRIT, TEEN SPIRIT, TEEN SPIRIT!" 


"No, | don't.. | don't really play that one anymore," said Kurt. 


The Big Bopper pulled a comical shocked face, and put his hands on his hips. "Now, hang on a minute," he said 
into his own microphone. "You mean to tell me you won't even play your most popular song? The one that 
drives all the kids absolutely bananas?" 


"lm kind of sick of it," said Kurt. 


The crowd initially started to boo, but The Big Bopper pulled a sad puppy face, and the crowd shifted 
immediately into a sad and disappointed "awwww." "Well, that's a cryin’ shame," said the Big Bopper. "Doesn't 
seem right that you wrote a song so good and you don't even wanna play it. Can't you make an exception? Just 
this once, for the nice folks here?" 


The entire club swelled with cheers of utter jubilation. "WE LOVE YOU!" someone shouted from the back, 
sounding as though they were nearly choked with tears. 


Kurt looked around the stage. "I don't have the rest of my band with me.." 


"That's okay!" said the Big Bopper, "we got the Purple People Eater on the drums and the Witch Doctor on 


bass!" 


Kurt turned around to see what appeared to be a man in a shaggy purple monster costume on the drums, 
wearing an oversized mask with a long yellow horn, a big green eye, and a set of jagged, pointy, white teeth. He 
looked to the other side of the stage and saw another man on bass guitar dressed up like a witch doctor, 


complete with a giant wooden mask, a skirt made out of leaves, and a necklace made up of chicken bones. 
"Ready when you are, boss!" said the Witch Doctor in a chipmunk voice. 


The Big Bopper stood beside Kurt with his own guitar, smiling wide. "C'mon, little man," he said, "let's rock this 
joint!" 


As Kurt played the opening notes of "Smells Like Teen Spirit," the Purple People Eater and the Witch Doctor 


joined in without missing a single beat, and the crowd started to scream like bobby soxers. Kurt had played 


this song hundreds of times, but this was by far the weirdest rendition of it, made all the more weirder when 
the Big Bopper would lean into his own mic and sing along for the chorus. Any discomfort, however, was 
thrown by the wayside as the crowd roared. When the song ended with Kurt screaming out the last syllable of 
"denial" over fading guitar feedback, the mob in front of him clapped and whistled, screaming in ecstasy, and 


they began to chant "WE LOVE YOU! WE LOVE YOU!" 


Kurt staggered back from the microphone in awe. For the first time in a long time, being in front of a crowd 
felt.. good; really good, like warm and fuzzy good, and not like punching in and performing like a dancing monkey, 
or a theme park animatronic. Kurt went to wipe at his eyes with the back of his hand, but the Big Bopper 
stepped alongside him, putting a big hand on his shoulder. "Good night, everybody!" he said, as he led Kurt off 
the stage, the crowd still shrieking. 


The Big Bopper ushered Kurt to the green room, where Anubis was waiting, sitting cross-legged on a couch 
and smoking a cigar. Bopper ignored the God of the Dead, and sat down in a different chair, taking off the 
guitar slung around him and setting it against the wall. "You have yourself a seat, Kurt," he said. "You and me, 


we got some things to discuss." 


Kurt thought about sitting on the couch with Anubis, but thought better of it, taking a seat in a chair closer 
to the Big Bopper as he set down his own guitar so that it leaned on his chair. The Big Bopper leaned to the 
side, opening up a cooler and pulling out a can of beer; what brand it was, Kurt couldn't tell, but Bopper tossed 


the can to Kurt and Kurt caught it with both hands before it hit his lap. 


"Now," said the Big Bopper, pulling out another beer for himself, "Word's gotten around that you're goin’ in for 
round 2 on life, is that right?" 


"Yeah," said Kurt, pulling the tab on the can and letting it open with a hiss and a metallic pop. "I've seen Buddy 
Holly and Ritchie Valens and they've been trying to tell me not to talk to you. They keep telling me | should give 
up and die before | turn 28 or people are going to start dying." 


Bopper shook his head and sighed. "It's a damn shame what happened to those two," he said "We used to be in 
it together, tryin to fix how things happened to us. Hell, the whole thing started out as Buddy's idea 


Kurt's eyebrows arched. "Seriously?" 


"He felt so bad for poor Ritchie," said the Bopper. "He was just a kid, and Buddy and |, both our wives were 
expecting and | had a little girl at home, same as you do now. It didn't seem fair. It took some figuring out, but 
eventually we managed to find a way to start again, right from that coin toss. But a change as big as that.. 
well, everything changes, and Buddy couldn't handle it very well. Too much guilt. People would die who wouldn't 
have died before." 


The Big Bopper leaned back in his chair, opened his beer, and took a swig. "Thing is," he said, "other people would 
also live when they should have died. Us just being around saved other people's lives, but things would change 
every time, because Buddy was just never satisfied. He wanted the best possible outcome for everybody, but 


he got burnt out. It ground him down until all his optimism was just.. gone." 


Kurt took a tentative sip of his beer and hunched over in his seat. He found himself pondering what it must 
have been like for Buddy to keep reliving his life over and over again, feeling like he screwed up every time, 
and the absolute hopelessness of the situation 


"Now, me," the Big Bopper continued, "I managed to get probably the best possible life | could lead, which is 
more than Buddy and Ritchie were able to do. Ritchie.. poor Ritchie, he never seemed to catch a break" He 
shook his head. "But you're not the only person to try this sort of thing, far from it, so I've made it my 
mission to try and help out folks like yourself and see if we can help you live the best possible life you can, 


maybe try and minimize any imbalances that this might have caused." 


"We?" Kurt looked over to Anubis, who was chewing on the end of his cigar, his eyes locked on Kurt. Though 


his head was that of a jackal, his eyes were eerily human. 


"Yeah, that's Anubis," said Bopper. "Well, if we're really being honest here, | think he's some kind of angel or 
something. He only looks like that ‘cause it's a lot easier to understand what he's all about when he looks like an 
ole' Egyptian god and not something that looks like a floating, flaming jellyfish covered in wings and eyeballs... | 
think. Ya can't really look at it for too long before you start feeling like your eyes are melting and your brain 
gets scrambled, but that's as much as I've heard from other dead folks I've met, and trust me, they ain't the 


same after looking at something like that for more than a second." 
"You meet a lot of other dead people?" 


"Plenty," said the Bopper. "I'd introduce you, but we don't got all the time in the world. We got more important 
things to talk about." 


Anubis leaned forward and pulled up a briefcase from the floor onto his lap. He opened the briefcase, popping 
open the latches simultaneously, and opened it so that it was facing Kurt. Inside, somehow standing fully 
upright despite the spatial impossibility, was a set of golden scales that seemed to emit an unearthly glow as 
the green room lights dimmed. Kurt leaned forward, his eyes transfixed on the scales. 


"The universe,” said the Big Bopper, "is all about balance. Even for the best possible outcome, sacrifices must 


be made. Nobody gets everything that they want" 
"What does that mean?" Kurt asked. 

"Give him your heart, Kurt” 

Kurt looked to the Big Bopper in confusion. "My.. heart?" 


"Don't make him reach in there and grab it from you," said the Big Bopper. There wasn't any hint of joviality in 
his voice anymore; his tone was flat, and threatening. 


Kurt looked back to Anubis, who was staring at him expectantly. 
"You want me to.. give him my heart?" Kurt asked again. 


"We don't got all night," said the Big Bopper. "Just reach in your chest, pull it out and give it to the guy. The 
more you think about it, the harder its gonna be." 


Kurt put a hand over his chest, right over his heart. It was thumping from inside, like a panicked bird beating 
its wings against the bard of a cage, trying desperately to get out. Without taking off his pajama shirt, Kurt 
slowly curled his fingers and sank the tips into his flesh. His heart was beating faster now, as his fingers sunk 
in like clay, reaching further and further until they could wrap around it. He felt as though he were holding a 
small, frightened animal in his hand, and with great effort, he pulled it out, slowly, as his heart was racing, and 
blood oozed down the front of his shirt. Weirdly, it didn't really start to hurt until he pulled on the arteries 
and veins holding it in place, and as they snapped, he could feel them whip back in his body. The pain was sharp, 
and Kurt gritted his teeth and let out a long, drawn out, guttural wail as he managed to pull the organ from 
his chest, and the wound made a sucking sound as his heart was pulled free. Finally, the last of the arteries 
snapped, and his arm flung forward as he wrenched his heart free, but now he felt woozy from the effort. He 
tried to stand to his feet to walk over to Anubis, but instead flopped out of his chair and onto the floor, 
spilling his beer in the process, his bloodied arm still outstretched towards the god. 


Anubis didn't move from his seat, and simply stared. 


Kurt gasped for breath, and uncurled his fingers, which caused his heart to roll out of his hand and tumble 
across the floor until it hit Anubis' shoe. Anubis set the briefcase aside on the couch, and plucked up the 
heart from the ground. He examined it briefly before he set the briefcase back on his lap, and placed the 
heart on one end of the scales, causing them to tip from the new weight. Wordlessly, Anubis plucked a large 
feather from inside the briefcase, and gently placed it on the other end of the scales. 


It was hard to focus on the balance between his own heart and the feather as Kurt tried to cover his wound 
with his hand as he gasped like a fish, but the scales were tipping back and forth, working out an equilibrium. 
The heart would rise, and the feather would drop, then the feather would rise, and the heart would drop. Kurt 
tried to catch a glimpse of the Big Bopper during this ordeal, but the Bopper wasn't even looking at him; he 
was also looking at the scale. When Kurt looked back, the scales had settled. His heart was just slightly heavier 
than this magical feather, and from what Kurt remembered from reading about ancient Egyptian mythology 


from middle school, he was immediately overcome with a powerful sense of dread. 
"Oof," said the Big Bopper. "This is gonna be rough. Could be a hell of a lot worse, though." 


Rather than tossing Kurt's heart into the jaws of some crocodile-hippo monster, Anubis picked up Kurt's heart 
in his hand, and shut the briefcase. He set the briefcase down on the ground, and walked over to Kurt, stopping 
in front of him to tower over him. Kurt couldn't say anything; he just lay there, struggling to breathe. Anubis 
nudged Kurt's shoulder with the tip of his shoe to roll Kurt onto his back, and held Kurt's heart in the air 


above him, before letting it drop directly into the hole in his chest. As his heart fell back in, he gasped for 
breath, and woke up in his hospital bed. 


It took a moment for Kurt's eyes to adjust to the darkness. He was completely drenched in a cold sweat, and 
his breaths were still shallow for a few seconds before his body remembered how to breathe properly again 
He heard the sound of his door slamming shut, and in his waking state, he wasn't sure if he imagined it or not; 
he was far too concerned with feeling his chest to make sure there wasn't a gaping hole in it. Once he was 
satisfied that his chest was intact, and that everything that just happened was, in fact, a dream, he groped 
around in the dark for his notebook. Even though it was dark and he could barely see, he flipped it open to a 
blank page and blindly wrote "PLAYED A SHOW WITH BIG BOPPER AND TORE HEART OUT OF MY CHEST FOR 
ANUBIS." What he had actually wrote was nigh unreadable, but it was good enough. He shut the notebook, 
dropped it onto the floor, and laid back down. Falling back asleep, however, was difficult, and Kurt found himself 
awake, but drowsy, staring at the ceiling for who knew how long before he was finally allowed the mercy of 


drifting back into a much more peaceful slumber. 


Marigold 


The next morning's therapy session was notable for the marked absence of Maxine when Kurt arrived. He 
took the same seat he'd taken by Raven as he had last time, and looked around the room. Everyone else was 


quiet, and looked as though they were waiting for someone. Dr. Singh checked his watch, and frowned. 
"Do we have to wait for her?" Billy groaned. 


"Let's wait for a few minutes more," said Dr. Singh. "I feel we all need to be present to discuss what happened 


yesterday.” 


Ned let out an annoyed snort, and Kurt noticed he bruising around his eye; it appeared that the frame of his 
glasses was smashed against his face from the force of the basketball. Ned was glaring at Billy as though he 
was trying to stop Billy's heart from beating with the sheer force of his will, and Billy sheepishly tried to 
avert his gaze from falling onto Ned, while trying to pretend that wasn't exactly what he was doing. 


After about a full minute of awkward silence, the door opened, and Maxine came through the door, flanked by 
Randy and Mitch, both of whom had their gaze fixed on her as she took her seat in the last empty chair. 
Maxine appeared completely nonplussed, as though nothing had even happened. She noticed everyone in the 
room was now staring at her, and her upper lip curled into a defiant sneer. "What?" she asked. "What are you 
looking at?" 


"Maxine," said Dr. Singh, balancing his clipboard atop the top knee of his crossed legs, "so glad that you were 
able to join us." His tone was authoritative, and stern. "Would you care to discuss what happened yesterday?" 


"Why?" she asked. "You know what happened.” 


"I know what others have told me, but I've not been able to hear it from you," said Dr. Singh. "Might we hear 
your side of the story?" 


Maxine quickly glanced around the room before she answered. "All | wanted was a cigarette," she said. "Ned had 
some and gave one to Kurt, because Ned's trying to kiss up to the guy who's rich and famous. | called him out 
on what he was doing, it turned into a screaming match and then Billy started screaming at us and fucking 


bopped Ned with a basketball with his retard strength." 

‘lam not retarded,” Billy growled through gritted teeth. 

"Maxine," said Dr. Singh, "That's not appropriate--" but was quickly cut off. 

"Yeah, sure you aren't," said Maxine, as she quickly moved on. "Ned wouldn't give me a cigarette because l'm 


not some bigshot famous person he could use to elevate his social standing. That's why people give famous 


people shit for free all the time when they could just buy whatever they want with all their money, because 


everybody wants that success to rub off on them. People turn into leeches and famous people turn into 
entitled assholes nobody likes because they become completely detached from the rabble that got them 
famous in the first place." She was looking directly at Kurt as she said this, her eyes boring into him. 


"And how can you speak for every single person who has ever gotten such acclaim?" asked Dr. Singh. "It seems 


rather presumptuous for you to assume the worst possible motivations of your fellow patients." 


"Because I've seen fame corrupt people," said Maxine. "| was in the SoCal skating scene in the 80's, when | was 
a teenager. | knew a lot of people in it before and after they got famous and started modeling clothes for 
magazines. They changed. Almost every single one of them changed for the worst, and Gator.. Gator was the 


absolute worst. Fuck that guy." 
The room fell silent for a moment before Billy piped up. "Who's Gator?" 


"Gator the Skater," said Raven. "He raped and murdered a girl three years ago, it was a pretty big news story. 
| remember seeing it on TV." 


Kurt shuddered. He remembered seeing television coverage of it, and the disgust he'd felt when he heard that 
the dude had performed every sex act he could think of on that girl before he dumped her corpse out in the 
desert, found only a month later so badly decomposed, she was basically just a skeleton. "You really think," said 


Kurt, "that I'm on the same level as an absolute piece of shit like him?" 


"| don't know, Kurt," said Maxine. "For all | know, maybe you are. Fucking rock stars and actors and celebrities 
are all about having and maintaining an image. Don't tell me you haven't ever lied to try and sell a version of 
yourself to the public. | heard you used to tell people you lived under a bridge, but that you lied about that. 
Gator lied all the fucking time." 


Kurt clenched his jaw, breathing slowly in an effort to remain calm. "So lying puts me on the same level as a 


rapist and a murderer?" 
"Maxine," said Dr. Singh, "surely you realize just how inappropriate a comparison that is?" 


Maxine just shrugged, and ignored Dr. Singh. "Again, Kurt, | don't know," she said, and added, in a mocking, 


syrupy tone, "lim sowwy if | hawt yaw feewings." 


Kurt leaned back in his chair, taking deep breaths through his nose. Don't give her anything, he thought. She 
wants conflict. Don't fucking give it to her. 


"Why do you gotta do things like this?" asked Deandra, mercifully cutting in. "Almost every single time we've 
had a group session, you gotta lash out at somebody for something. It's not helpful to anybody, least of all 


you." 


"| don't even wanna be here in the first place!" Maxine shouted. "I'm only here because l'm forced to bel | didn't 


come here to hold hands and sing ‘Kumbaya' with a bunch of cretins and people who just feel oh so very sad. " 


"Would you like to leave, then?" asked Dr. Singh. "Or would you prefer to stay and resolve this without having 


to go back under observation?" 


Maxine snorted, and sulked into her chair until her head was nearly level with the top of the chair's back. 
"Just lecture me already and get it over with," she grumbled. 


"| suppose | could give you a lecture," said Dr. Singh, "but I'd rather ask you a question, that being, why must 
you react with such hostility? The way | see it, you have been graced with an opportunity, and while you've 


not been here for very long, you have been rejecting this opportunity since your arrival.” 


"An opportunity for conformity," said Maxine. She looked around the room, her eyes going from Raven, to 
Odette, to Kurt. "I mean, look at these ‘non-conformists.' You got one who sold a platinum album and goes on 
MTV, another obsessed with video games and horror movies and comic books, and then a third who's devoted 


to the same music listened to by a bunch of people who dress just like her ten years ago." 


"And yet you sought us out to hang out at recess yesterday,” said Odette, finally speaking up. She was sitting 
next to Valerie and her interpreter, and she signed as she spoke. "You came to us. You talk all this shit about 
how you're such a non-conformist, such an intellectual who goes against societal expectations and how the 
rest of us all are posers, but it's all projection" Her hand movements seemed to stutter as she was trying to 
speak two different languages with different grammar at the same time, getting stuck on gestures until she 
was able to catch up, and signing after she finished speaking. "The reality is, you're just as insecure and 
vulnerable as anybody else in this room. It's just that some of us are able to actually admit that. You don't" 


Maxine scowled. "You know she can read lips," she said, tilting her head in Valerie's direction "I've seen her 
stare at people's mouths when they speak. You don't need to--" she started flapping her hands around in 
mock-sign, pulling an ugly, bug-eyed sneer as she did so. Valerie glowered back at her. 


‘Its called courtesy," said Odette, holding her right hand in the center of her chest with an open palm and her 
thumb in front of her sternum, tapping it twice. "Maybe it's something you should learn 


"Why should |?" asked Maxine. "Nobody's ever given a shit about me unless they could use me, so sorry if l'm 
not compelled to be nice because of the power of friendship or some other bullshit. My family never cared 
about me, my piece of shit dad barely spent any time in jail for what he did to me, and my mom--" 

"Are you sure you want to get into this while tempers are so flared, Maxine?" asked Dr. Singh, though it was 
less of a question and more of a warning. "I think, perhaps, it would be best if such matters were addressed 
when cooler heads prevail." 


The room fell quiet again, as Maxine silently fumed. 


"Do we have to do this every time?" Kurt asked. "Because honestly, this doesn't feel very helpful at all." 


‘Its a process," said Deandra. "You've been here only three days." 


"I know," said Kurt. "But... what if we just lay out everything instead of just dancing around it? Like we just be 
completely honest about why we're here and what's wrong with us?" 


The group all looked around to each other, none of them quite sure how to respond. Dr. Singh, however, leaned 


forward with interest. 

"Do you think that might be a bit too forward?" he asked. 

"Maybe," said Kurt. "Fuck it, I'll go first, since some of you already know why I'm here. | tried to commit suicide 
because l'm a manic depressive heroin addict and | can't handle being a big rock star. Oh, and | also I've been 
having these really vivid, realistic dreams about seeing ghosts telling me | should be dead because they're mad 


| changed my mind at the last minute. So, that's why I'm here. Now you know." 


More quizzical glances were exchanged by the rest of the group. No one said anything for a few moments, 


until Raven spoke up. 


"You didn't tell me about seeing any ghosts," said Raven. "Whose ghosts are they? Anybody you know or are 
they just ghosts?" 


"Uh," Kurt hesitated for a second, before finally answering, "Buddy Holly and the Big Bopper, mostly. And Ritchie 
Valens. They all died in that plane crash together." 


"Have you seen any other ghosts?" asked Billy. "Like Elvis?" 
"Yeah, no, | haven't seen Elvis," said Kurt. 
"Then maybe he is still alive," Billy muttered. 


"Kurt," Stephan said, finally breaking his silence, "have you considered getting an exorcism? | performed an 


exorcism once." 
"No," said Kurt. "I don't think that would help, but thanks for the offer." 


"I can cast out those demons," said Stephan. "If you change your mind and you put your faith in Christ, you 


can be saved" 
"Thanks, Stephan," said Kurt. "I don't think you need to explain why you're here." 


Stephan sighed. "I'm only here because the secularists refuse to take a true man of God seriously." he paused 


for a moment. ".. But also, there were some concerns from my younger sister after our mother departed 
y young P 


from this world and | was unsure if she made it to Heaven" 
"So you lost your mom," said Kurt. 

Stephan nodded. 

"I'm sorry for your loss, man," said Kurt. "That's gotta suck" 


‘It... yes," he said, trying to formulate a response. "It.. it does suck . | fear that when it is my turn to die, | 
may not see her there in Heaven waiting for me, and this.. well, caused a great deal of.. | suppose you could 
say, stress, in me, and | did not take this stress very well. | acted in reckless ways that | admit were 
frightening to those who would be unaware of my predicament, and that is how | wound up hospitalized. It's 
been through talking with Dr. Singh that I've realized that | must maintain a composure of calm if | am to 


convey my message to the masses." 
"What happened?" Kurt asked. 


All eyes were on Stephan. He sat up a little straighter in his chair, and cleared his throat. "Well," he said, "I was 
on the roof of my apartment building, and unfortunately, someone thought that | may have had the intention 
of killing myself, but that's not the case!" he added that last part quickly, before he continued. "| was merely 
trying to spread the Good Word, but someone thought | was a danger to myself or others, and the police were 
called, and in my euphoric state, | did not respond very well to the police being summoned. That.. was eight 


months ago, and | have been here ever since." 


Kurt nodded, though he still felt he didn't fully understand, he certainly understood him better now. Stephan, 
for his part, appeared as though he'd been relieved of an actual, physical burden, and let out a quiet "whew" as 
his entire body seemed to relax for the first time that Kurt had ever seen. Valerie, who had been goggle-eyed 
the whole time, whipping her head back and forth between her assigned interpreter and Stephan himself, was 
staring at Kurt in awe. Dr. Singh was studiously taking notes and was visibly animated. 


"So.." said Raven, "uh, I'm here because | dropped out of college back in February, my parents pretty much 
think I'm a complete failure of a son, and this honestly beat being literally homeless and using angel dust to 
keep from freezing my ass off on the street." He gave an exaggerated shrug. "So, no, Stephan, I'm not a 
warlock, but there were a few days where | thought | was a vampire and | wound up here because an old lady 


saw me try and fail to eat a pigeon raw, so | cant even be a vampire right” 
"Holy shit, you did not tell me about that last part," said Odette. 
"Why would |?" asked Raven. "I couldn't keep hold of the fucking thing, it's embarrassing!” 


"So you're more embarrassed about failing to eat a pigeon, than you would be if you managed to eat the 


pigeon?" Ned asked. 


"At least if | had, that'd be kind of cool," said Raven. 


"No, no it wouldn't," said Ned. "That'd be fucking disgusting. Who in their right mind would try and brag about 


eating a rat with wings?" 
Again, Raven just shrugged. 


"That's why you'd never see me fuck around with angel dust,” said Ned. "lve fucked with some nasty drugs, 
but not angel dust. Or meth. Or heroin, for that matter. Heroin scares the shit out of me." 


"It should," said Kurt. 


"Oh, it does," said Ned. "| came in here after a bad cocktail of uppers and downers, but I've stayed here for 
the shit that drove me to drugs in the first place, and a lot of that is just shit like depression and anxiety. l'm 
still hearing about friends dying from AIDS or overdoses. That weighs on you, you know? But you take some 


quaaludes or snort a line of coke and then you can pretend all of that shit goes away for a while." 

"| just drank," said Deandra. "I lost a lot of friends from AIDS as well, but | never got into hard drugs. Just a 
lotta wine. Sometimes rum, or whiskey, or vodka, but mostly just wine. Maybe its me being a hopeless 
romantic, but it dulled the pain. Getting drunk felt like it was more important than doing anything else. | lost my 
job, | lost my friends, my family had cut me off ages ago, and once I'd woken up after blacking out and robbing 
my best friend's place for 50 bucks, | felt so disgusted with myself, that | decided to commit myself 


voluntari ly." 


"Gotta say," said Ned, "for bein’ the only person in this room that got their dick chopped off in Thailand, you 


somehow always seem to come across as the most normal." 


"| don't recall, Edward, ever giving you permission to tell anybody about that," said Deandra, slowly turning to 


look to Ned with a look of aggravation on her face. 

"Wait," said Billy, "Deandra's a dude?" 

‘Or was a dude," said Raven, "Clearly she's not anymore." 

"Raven is correct,” said Deandra, sitting up tall and poised. "| am a transsexual." 


Billy seemed to consider this, his tongue poking around the inside of his cheek as he pondered the ramifications 


of this. "Huh," he said. "So.. do you have a vagina now?" 
"A surgically made one, yes." 


"So can you have babies now?" Billy asked. 


"Oh, Billy, sweetie, that's not how that works," said Deandra. 

"Oh," said Billy, sounding almost disappointed. "But... you do have a vagina" 
"Stop asking her about her vagina, Billy," said Odette. "That's really rude." 
‘lm just curious," said Billy. 


"Thank you, Odette, but | thought | should answer his questions, since we're all taking turns being completely 
open and honest with one another here," said Deandra “Also, | know Billy well enough to know that he's not 


meaning to be rude. He's just a bit awkward. He kinda reminds me of one of my nephews." 


"| didn't know you were a transsexual," Kurt admitted, absentmindedly, just trying to offer something to the 


conversation. 


"Well, that's kind of the whole idea of getting things like hormone treatments and surgery,’ said Deandra. "It's 
so that you can't tell. Unfortunately for me, Ned somehow just knew shortly after we met and was sure to 


let me know it." 


"Look, | thought you were a drag queen!" said Ned defensively. "I thought your bait and tackle might still be 


intact, | stopped comin’ onto you when | found out they weren't, so sue me!" 
Deandra rolled her eyes and sighed. "Ugh," she grunted." Men. " 


Kurt's first thought was to look at Stephan to gauge his reaction, but Stephan appeared to be lost in his own 
thoughts, no longer even paying attention to the session, but Dr. Singh, who was seated beside him, was 
watching all of this with great interest. Kurts eyes briefly met with Dr. Singh's, and Kurt tried to see if he 


could read the doctor as he wrote on his clipboard, looking around the room to take in as much as possible. 


Billy let out a dramatic, Charlie Brown-style sigh, signaling that he was ready to talk. "I'm here with my twin 
brother, Bobby," he said. "He's on the bottom floor, with the people Dr. Wallace monitors. He doesn't really talk 
so good, and he freaks out real easy. He'll talk to me a little bit but | don't get to see him so much because | 
gotta work on myself and my own anger problems but | worry about him a lot. He's.. he's got autism, like that 
movie Rain Man , except he talks less and I've never seen him be good at math, just repeats words a lot and 
punches himself in the head when he's stressed out. Dr. Singh thinks that | have autism symptoms but they're 
not as severe. " Billy looked back to Dr. Singh for approval, and got a single nod from the doctor. "But yeah, we 
were living with our parents but they didn't wanna take care of us any more, so we moved up here with our 
grandparents, and Bobby got upset ‘cause there was a bunch of fire engines on our street, ‘cause a neighbor's 
house caught on fire, and he punched grandma when she was trying to calm him down and she got sent to the 
hospital and her eyeball got hurt real bad. He didn't mean it, though, he just gets scared. He don't know how 
strong he is." 


"You really do care about your brother a lot, don't you?" asked Deandra. 


"Yeah," said Billy, nodding. "More than anything. | feel like I'm the only one that understands why he is the way 
he is. He just can't help it." 


"| guess that makes sense," said Odette quietly. "You'd have to be a little odd to be able to understand Bobby." 
"| guess | am," said Billy with an air of resignation. "Didn't you say you had a brother?" 


Another hush fell over the room. Odette nodded. "I did," she said. 


Valerie put a hand on Odette's shoulder and squeezed. Odette placed her hand over Valerie's and let it stay 
there. "If any of you are wondering why | know sign language, it's because he was deaf," she said. "And unlike 
Val, he couldn't read lips; he was born deaf. He also had a learning disability. He wasn't.. he wasn't retarded or 
anything like that, he could be really clever, but he always had trouble learning new things, and when he'd get 
frustrated, he would storm off to be alone and usually just cry. He'd try his hardest but." she stopped, and 
wiped her eyes with the back of her sleeve. "lm sorry," she said. "This is.. this is a lot to talk about." 


"You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to," said Kurt. 


"No... no." said Odette, shaking her head. "| mean, everybody else has, so | might as well, right?" She sniffled. 
"We.. we got into a fight one night over something stupid | wanted to go out and see a movie and he wanted to 
stay inside and play video games with me, you know, since there's this one with a boss that gives audio cues 
when you're supposed to hit it. | had this all planned out, me and my friend Missy were gonna see Batman 
Returns for her birthday." 


Valerie wrapped an arm around Odette, and rocked her lightly. Odette continued. "We fought and | just left, and 
like.. why would | have even thought to call somebody to watch him, you know? He was I5 years old. I'd left 
him alone plenty of times and he was able to take care of himself just fine. | didn't think he would do anything 
that would.. oh god." And she began to weep into Valerie's shoulder. 


There wasn't anything anyone else in the room could do but simply wait. Stephan signed the cross and 
muttered prayers under his breath, and Deandra grabbed a box of tissues nearby and passed them down 
around the circle until they reached Valerie's interpreter, who presented the box to Valerie. Val took out a 


handful of tissues and presented them to Odette, who used them to dab the tears and snot off her face. She 
let out a choked hiccup. 


"He.. he tried to run away from home," said Odette, finally. "I think he was gonna go to somebody's house, | 
don't know, he didn't leave a note, he just left and ran out into the dark | just.. | just remember coming back 
home and seeing the police cars in front of the house and an officer telling me my brother had been hit by a 
drunk driver.. he'd been hit by a drunk driver while my parents were out of town and | was supposed to be 


watching him for the two weeks they were gore.." 


"Jesus," Ned said under his breath. 


"You know that was not your fault," Dr. Singh said. "It was an accident, Odette." 


"Everybody kept telling me that," said Odette. "They kept telling me that but | always could tell they didn't 
believe it, especially my mom." She inhaled deeply through her nose, trying to fight back against even more 
snot and tears. "She's... she's never treated me the same since. Everybody in my family is so cold to me, now, 
and it hurts. | feel like they'd all be less miserable if | had died instead." She looked up and met eyes with Kurt. 
"So you're not the only one in here because you tried to kil yourself” She let out a wheezy, sardonic laugh, 


and looked down at her feet, and she hugged herself 

"Im sorry," said Kurt 

"You dont have anything to be sorry about," Odette croaked 
"What was your brother's name?" asked Billy 


Odette lifted her head up to look back up at Billy, and did her best to put on a brave face. "Toby," he said. "His 


name is Toby." 


"Well," said Billy, "I don't know a whole lot about a lot of things, but | know that Toby loves you very much, and 
he doesn't blame you at all for what happened" 


"And how could you possibly know that?" asked Odette. 
Billy paused. "Just a feeling, | guess," he said. "Because that's how me and my brother feel about each other." 


Odette found herself smiling through her tears, and blew her nose in the tissue balled up in her hand. "Thank 
you, Billy," she said. 


Billy just gave a firm nod. 

The mood in the room started to settle back down again, and the well of Odette's tears had finally dried up. 
She gently pushed Valerie off of her, and signed the sort of kiss-blowing gesture that Kurt had seen from 
Raven just yesterday. Valerie gave Odette a reassuring pat in the shoulder. 

The rest of the people in the room turned to look towards Maxine. She still sat in her chair, her arms crossed, 
slouching, still indignant as when she came in, though the pressure of so many eyeballs fixed on her was 


starting to weigh on her slender frame. 


"Look," said Maxine, "I'll talk once everybody else has talked, and there's one other person in here that hasn't 
said a word." She looked to Valerie. 


"Everybody else in here is spilling their guts and you're gonna still be an asshole and put the pressure on the 


girl that can't talk?" Ned asked. 
"| can talk" 


Everyone immediately turned the other way the source of the voice; Valerie. She let out a low hum, as though 
she were trying to test her volume by turning some unseen knob in her head, until she followed it up. "I can 


talk," she said, her voice lowered, signing as she spoke. "I can't.. hear myself, or you. But | can talk" 
"Holy shit," said Ned. 


"| used.. to be able.. to hear," she said, slowly, carefully, fully enunciating each word so that not a consonant 


was left out of place. "I got very sick, a long time ago. | was little. | got.. men-ing-it-is." 
"Meningitis," Odette quickly corrected, though it was more for the benefit of the others in the room. 


"| got better,” said Valerie, still plowing forward with her speech, still signing, though Kurt noticed she was 
making more hand movements than she usually did, "but now.. | can't hear people talk. | can only hear things... if 
they are really, really loud, and even then.. only a little. My mother tried to teach me how.. to read lips. | got 
pretty good.. at it. My daddy... didn't want to learn how to sign. | had to learn.. at school." Her voice was high- 
pitched, almost child-like in its stops, as though she were in the third grade and reading out a presentation in 
front of the class. "I don't... like my daddy very much. He was.. an awful man, and did very bad things... to me." 
She stopped abruptly, and looked to Dr. Singh. "I don't.. want to talk about.. the things my daddy did.. to me. 


Please." 


Dr. Singh nodded. "You don't have to talk about anything that you don't want to talk about," he said, clearly 


mouthing each word. 


"Thank you," she said, signing back to him in kind with the blowing-kiss gesture. "I can read and write.. better 
than | can speak. There are words... | don't know how to say right. | have... a lot of.. bad memories, from when | 


was little. But.. | miss.. being able to hear music... | can't.. hear it anymore.. not really." 


Kurt thought back to the moment when he woke up on the floor of the greenhouse, his ear bleeding and the 
sound of tinnitus being the only thing he could hear, and the terror that gripped him as he thought of having 
gone deaf. Meanwhile, that was Valerie's every day, though knowing that there was a time when she could 
hear added an element of tragedy to her lack of hearing; she'd heard music a long time ago, but now could not. 
He wanted to know what that experience was like. And though a part of him knew that peppering her with such 
questions would probably do little to quell the crush she clearly had on him.. he still wanted to ask. He wanted 
to befriend her. Not speaking gave her an allure of mystery about her and Kurt, loathe as he was to admit it, 
was intrigued by it. 


They probably wouldn't see each other again once he got out, anyway, or any of the other patients here. 


Valerie extended her arm, and pointed at Maxine. She was smirking. "Now you.. have to talk," she said, her eyes 


fixed on Maxine's. 


Maxine let out a sigh through pursed lips. "You ruined my plan," she said. "| didn't know that you could actually 
talk." 


"AH HA!" shouted Valerie, still pointing at her. "I. KNEW IT!" 


"Yep, my machinations have been foiled," she said, and began a lazy, slow clap. "Now no one will know | pushed 
my mom down the stairs and she broke her neck and she died" 


The dead silence returned. Valerie didn't pick up on what Maxine had said, since she spoke quickly and gave no 
other non-verbal signals as she spoke. Slowly, Valerie lowered her arm, looking around the room until her 
interpreter, the woman who'd been seated beside her the entire time and had been largely ignored, quickly 


signed what had been said to Val. Valerie looked back to Maxine in shock, and Maxine just smirked. 
"How the fuck are you not in prison?" said Raven in a hushed voice. 


"Self-defense," said Maxine. "Took forever to prove in court, and they mandated that | stay here for at least 
six months. You guys happy now? Everybody's dirty laundry is out. Mine too. Hope | ruined your day." 


An egg-timer went off next to Dr. Singh's feet, and he picked it up to shut off its ringing. "I'm afraid," he said, 
speaking up to direct everyone's attention away from Maxine, "that is all the time we have for today. We'll be 
meeting again tomorrow, but overall, aside from a few, shall we say, bumps in the road, this has been one of 
our most productive sessions we've had yet!" 


Billy let out an amused snort, and looked at Maxine. "You're a bump," he said. 

“Shut up," snapped Maxine. 

Dr. Singh stood up, and everyone else soon followed as they made their way out the room. "This session has 
concluded, you are all dismissed. | shall see some of you one-on-one later." Kurt had already gotten up from 
his chair and was on his way to join the rest when Dr. Singh called out to him. 


"Kurt, my boy," he said. "Might | have a quick word with you before you go?" 


Kurt turned and looked at the doctor, and walked back towards him, his hands shoved in the pockets of his 


pajama pants. "Yeah?" he asked. 
As the door shut behind Stephan, the last one to leave, Dr. Singh leaned forward to be closer to Kurt's height: 
"Kurt," he said, "I must say, your conduct for this session was remarkable. I'm not lying when | say this is the 


most progress made in this particular group in months." 


"Really?" asked Kurt, in a state of genuine disbelief. 


"Really," said Dr. Singh. "I think you will do quite well here, young man. | would say that | expect great things of 
you but you've already made it very clear, not just to me, but to the entire world that you are more than 
capable of great things." 

Kurt stood there, trying to process this compliment. "You're not just trying to butter me up?" he asked. 


"Any buttering up being done on my part is being done solely for your benefit," said Dr. Singh. "Someone as 


accomplished as yourself could stand to have a bit more self-esteem." 


Kurt let out a "pffft" noise, and smiled. "Sure thing, Doc," he said. "I'll see you later." Dr. Singh waved to him as 


he left, and shortly after leaving a room, a nurse approached Kurt. 
"Mr. Cobain?" she asked. 

"Yeah?" 

"You have a visitor," she said. "A young man named.. David? Growl?" 
"Grohl," Kurt corrected her. "Where is he?" 

"Oh, he's by your room," said the nurse. "Shall | take you to him?" 


Kurt shrugged. "Sure," he said, though he would have been able to navigate the building back to his room by 


himself. "Lead the way, ma'am." 


"Of course," she said, and scurried off, with Kurt following not far behind. 


Head Check 


"Kurt! Hey!" Dave was half inside Kurt's room, waving his entire arm as Kurt approached. "How have you been, 


buddy?" 
"lm alive," Kurt said in response, smiling. "Yourself?" 


"l'm doing good, man," said Dave, stepping aside as Kurt approached the door to his room. "Took a lot of what 


you had to say to heart. I've been working on some songs." 
"Nice," said Kurt. "Anything you can show me?" 


"Funny that you mention that," said Dave, pulling out a cassette tape from his pocket. He handed it to Kurt. 
Its super rough, but | think | have the start of something. Not sure what to do with it yet." 


Kurt sat down on the bed as he popped the tape into his Walkman, slipped on his headphones, and pressed 
"play." It was only a single acoustic guitar, D chord, fluttery and yet grounded at the same time, as Dave sang 
softly. There were parts where he had lyrics pinned down and sang with confidence, others where he mumbled 
placeholders, but once the song jumped into the bridge, Kurt felt his scalp tingle as Dave confidently belted out 
the chorus. It was good. It was really fucking good, the kind of song that could be a hit, the kind that you could 
play in front of a swarm of thousands of people and they'd scream it back at you in unison, knowing every 


single word. The song faded out, and Kurt stopped the tape, opening it up. 
"What's the verdict?" Dave asked. He stood over Kurt expectantly. 
"You need to record this," said Kurt. "This.. this is special. What's it called?" 


"Everlong," Dave replied. "That's not derivative, is it? | kind of realized after the fact it sounds kind of like 


‘Nevermind." 
"No, it's.. it's good," said Kurt. "This is.. really, really fucking good." 


Dave's face seemed to glow, as though he were a child being presented with a waggly, new puppy. "Really?" he 
asked. 


lm dead serious," said Kurt. "You need to make this a thing. You were telling me you wanted to start your 


own band? You need to record this with them. This isn't a Nirvana song. This is you 


Dave's smile took over his entire face and he took back the cassette tape. "Holy shit," he said breathlessly. 
"That... thanks, man. | was thinking if it came down to it I'd just record all the instruments myself." 


"If that's what you gotta do, man, then that's what you gotta do," said Kurt. 


"| kind of want to just.. do that," said Dave, "just so that | can say that | did it, you know?" 

"Then do it" 

"Then | willl" said Dave, arms akimbo, striking a dramatic pose. “And I'll show the world just what | can do!" 
"With the power of rock ‘n roll on your side!" said Kurt. “And... friendship." 

Dave snickered. "Friendship?" 

"Seemed like something Krist would say," Kurt said. 

"Heh, probably," said Dave. "He saw you yesterday. How'd that go?" 


'It went pretty good," said Kurt, trying to keep his face looking as neutral as possible. "He brought me a book, 


we talked a lot, and he's gonna bring me one of my guitars when he comes back again’ 


"That's great!" said Dave. If he had noticed that Kurt was trying to hide anything, he certainly didn't give it 
away. "| called him last night and we talked about it a little bit" 


"Did he say anything?" asked Kurt, perking up slightly. 


"Eh, he kept it brief. | don't wanna go snooping around in whatever is going on between you guys. He sounded a 
little worried, though, but you seem to be doing okay. | figure he's probably just stressed over the whole 
thing." 


Kurt nodded. "Yeah," he said. That's all Dave really needed to know, at least for now. 
"You still seeing visions of Buddy Holly's face in your dreams?" asked Dave. 


Kurt made the mistake of going quiet for just a moment too long before he tried to loudly clear his throat in 
an attempt to gloss over this question. "No, no," said Kurt. "No, l'm.. m not." 


Dave looked at Kurt with an unmistakable skepticism, but he shrugged it off. The entire time, Dave had been 
on his feet, pacing occasionally as they talked, but he now stood completely still. It was clear to both of them 
that Kurt had lied and Dave did not believe him; this kind of exchange was all too common between not just 
Kurt and Dave, but Kurt and Krist, Kurt and Courtney, Kurt and his mother, Kurt and every single one of his 
friends, Kurt and pretty much the entire world And though Dave was entirely used to being lied to and having 
to just shrug it off lest it lead into a confrontation, he seemed puzzled, for a moment, since the factor of 
heroin was completely removed from this equation Kurt could almost see Dave putting together his question 


with the phone call he must have had with Krist last night, trying to form some kind of idea of what happened. 


Eventually, Dave just shrugged. "Okay," he said, "anything else going on with you?" 


Kurt's eyes fell on the open door, and there, walking by and whistling a tune, was Ned, coming from the 
direction of the recreation area. Kurt pointed at him. "This guy!" said Kurt. 


Ned stopped mid-step, and turned to look into the room. His eyes went from Kurt, to Dave, to Kurt again 
"This guy," said Kurt, gesturing to Ned, "wants to help us build a website for the band 
"Website?" Dave asked. "Like a world wide web, website?" 


"Uhhhh, yeah," said Ned, who seemed about as caught off-guard as Dave. "I was talking to your friend Blondie 
here the other day and mentioned | work with computer technology. Who are you?" 


"lm Dave," said Dave, pointing at himself with his thumb. "I'm the drummer." 

Oh," said Ned, sizing Dave up. "I saw another one of your pals yesterday, the real tall one, what's he play?" 
“That's Krist, he's our bassist,” said Dave. 

"Seemed to be a lot more than that," said Ned wryly. 


Dave looked at Ned, confused. "Wait," he said, turning back to Kurt, who was fully focused on Ned, just glaring 
at him. "Did |--?" 


"Never mind," said Ned, waving dismissively. "Did you just call me over to talk to your drummer about me 
possibly setting you guys up with an actual website? Because | was just kind of going off, and the technology is 
still rather new, and.. honestly, do either of you know anything about the internet at all?" 


Both Kurt and Dave shook their heads. 


"Look," said Ned, "I'm sure there exists a Usenet board about your band. Like, there can't not be, right? It's not 
like | can check because this place isn't equipped with computers that have a dial-up connection. I'd have to be 
out of here with a clean bill of mental health, and even then, people are just gonna use the board instead of 
anything too high-tech like an actual website. Much easier to stick with Usenet or a BBS, they're far less 


intensive." 


Dave shot Kurt a pleading look, as if to ask silently why he had summoned this nerd in to jabber at them. Kurt 
could only offer a shrug. 


"So what are you saying, then?" asked Kurt. 


‘I'm saying that if you want to hire me to build this website, it's something that might be, | dunno, two, maybe 


three years off from now?" said Ned. "Granted, | could work faster, but it's not gonna get a whole lot of 
visitors if | get this thing up and running by say, the beginning of next year." 


Kurt looked to Dave, whose head had lolled back as though he were trying to fight off the urge to just fall 
asleep standing up. 


"Okay," said Kurt. "Thanks, Ned. | was just talking to Dave about what's been going on with me, and you walked 
by, and | figured you could explain the website stuff to him better than | could” 


Ned looked back to Dave, who whipped his head back upright, letting out a snort as he did so. Dave, unsure 
what to do as Ned eyed him, tried to put on a non-threatening smile. 


"You tell him | got hit in the face with a basketball?" asked Ned. 


"Nah, but that got discussed in group therapy already," said Kurt. "But yeah, Dave, he did get hit in the face 
with a basketball by one of the other guys here." 


"Oh," said Dave. "That's... cool?" 

"Speaking of therapy," said Ned, "your buddy, here? He managed to somehow steer the whole thing into being 
productive. Dr. Singh just seems way too eager to just watch everybody fight like we're in some kinda nature 
documentary. This guy, he managed to get the guy who thinks he can talk to Jesus to not call me a sodomite 
for an entire session That's impressive." 


"It just seemed like you guys just needed to say stuff and have somebody listen," said Kurt. 


"Yeah, well, hopefully you can work your magic on that bitch Maxine," said Ned. "ld say | don't know what her 
problem is, but we all found out what her problem is. Surprised you didn't step in to defend your new fangirl." 


"You got a fangirl here?" asked Dave. 


"Oh, he does," said Ned, "and get this; she's deaf. She doesn't even know who your buddy here is and she's 
completely twitterpated” 


"She has a crush," said Kurt. "I don't know why." 


"Sure ya don't," said Ned. "Was that all you needed me for? Because | was headed for the vending machine 


before you pulled me in to talk tech with little drummer boy over here." 
"Yeah, you're good, Ned," said Kurt. "Sorry to bother you." 


"Alright," said Ned, "you know where to find me, Blondie. And rice to meet you, Dave." He walked back out into 
the hall, and resumed his whistling to himself. 


Dave stood there, mouth agape for a few moments, before he turned back to Kurt. "So.. what was all that?" 
"What was all what?" Kurt asked. 

"That, with that guy," said Dave. "What's his deal? And what did he mean about Krist?" 

"IIl. tell you about that later," said Kurt, pulling up his feet onto the bed so that he was sitting Indian-style. 


"Okay," said Dave. He looked around the room, pacing until he was closer to Kurt, and stopped short of the bed. 


"Can | sit down, or..2" 
"Please," said Kurt. 


Dave breathed a sigh of relief as he sat down beside Kurt. The two of them didn't say anything for a moment 
before Dave piped up. "So.. have you heard anything from Courtney?" 


"No," said Kurt. "I guess she's just been busy. Things were kind of tense between the two of us." 


Dave nodded. That, at least, didn't need any further explanation. "Listen" said Dave, "you know that you can talk 
to me about anything, right?" 


"| know," said Kurt. 

‘lm just saying because.. | feel like there's a lot of stuff that you're holding back," said Dave. "And if you just 
don't want to tell me, that's fine, but | kind of wish you would just say so, you know? Because | just feel like 
there's a lot more going on than you're telling me, and | just wish you could either tell me, or just tell me that 
it's none of my business and you just don't want to tell me, for whatever reason" 


Kurt began to gnaw on his thumbnail, his eyes focused on the floor. "Yeah.." was all he could get out. 


"And it's fine if you don't want to tell me now, or ever, | just.. | just want you to tell me, | guess, ‘cause l'm 


worried. | care about you a lot and | want to help you, you know." 
"| know," Kurt said again. "| know. | just don't want to worry you, is all.” 


"Yeah, and keeping things from people in order to keep them from being worried only makes people more 


worried," said Dave. 


"I just want you to make songs," said Kurt. "I really like what | heard and | wanna hear more, and | don't want 


you to get bogged down by me and my problems." 


"And | can't help but feel like | wanna help you out with your problems," said Dave. 


Kurt caught a hangnail between his teeth, and managed to yank it out before spitting it across the floor. He 
examined his thumb, and saw the blood starting to pool from the tiny wound. He sucked on the corner of his 
thumb, lapping up the blood, and then ran the tip of his index finger over the spot. Dave, without a word, 
immediately got up, went into the bathroom, and came back with a single ply of toilet paper all wadded up. Kurt 
took it from him and used it to stop the bleeding. "Thanks," he said. 


“Should | bring a pair of nail clippers in next time l'm here?" asked Dave. 


"Nah, that's alright," said Kurt, hiding his thumb and the toiler paper in his fist. "I'd like to have a tape 


recorder, though. Think you can get me one of those." 


"Sure!" said Dave. "Though | think Krist or your mom probably will be back before | am. But you can call me 
anytime if there's anything you need at all. Just let me know, okay?" 


"Okay," said Kurt. "There's a lot of things that | wanna tell you, Dave, but.. | don't think I'm ready yet. | wanna 
tell you when I'm out on the other side of this, once I'm better. Is that okay?" He looked up to Dave. 


Dave considered this, before giving Kurt a solemn nod. "Okay," he said. "I'll be ready whenever you are." 
"Thanks," said Kurt. "And also.. could you give me a copy of that demo?" 


Dave's face broke out into that familiar, wide, toothy grin. "I would be fucking delighted,” he said. 


Dave's visit was brief, but it was not the last time he'd come by to visit. Over the next two weeks, there was 
a sort of normalcy that had taken hold during Kurt's stay. Every morning Kurt would be woken up around 4 
AM, have breakfast, and then group therapy at Il AM. Everyone would talk about their deepest, darkest 
feelings for an hour, Maxine would predictably put up the most resistance, and then they were free for the 


rest of the day, monitored by orderlies and, on some days, Kurt would be taken in for one-on-one counseling. 


He noticed after he mentioned the vivid dreams about Buddy Holly and his plane crash buddies, he was 
prescribed new medication that suppressed the vivid dreams he'd been having, which was fine with him, he 
didn't need to be judged by Buddy for ripping out his own heart and handing it to Anubis only for his heart to 
be slightly heavier than an ostrich feather, and whatever that implied. Each day had a recess, and some kind 
of scheduled activity that, while optional, Kurt found himself attending more and more; painting, exercises, and 
visits from therapy dogs (no cats, however, to Kurt's dismay). 


The Bingo games would be pretty much only attended by the older patients that Kurt has little interaction 
with, aside from watching Raven fuck with Lester and the latter man devolving into frenzied screaming at 
Raven, and any movie nights that were allowed were almost entirely PG only, with the majority of the films 
being made before ITIO and being mostly forgettable dramas and romance films, though the drawing table 


regulars did stick around for a showing of the original version of The Fly. Billy in particular was fascinated by 
the ending, sometimes imitating the high pitched cries of Dr. Delambre shrieking "Help me! Help mel" under his 
breath as he worked on his own drawings, much to the amusement of Raven. And once Krist had brought Kurt 
his acoustic guitar, Kurt found himself giving unplugged performances from his room, with him perched on his 
bed, and his audience, usually varying between two to six people, sitting around the floor, listening. Odette, of all 
people, never missed out on one of these performances, and would request songs from him by the artists she 
loved; The Smiths, The Cure, Echo and the Bunnymen, Siouxsie and the Banshees, Depeche Mode, Joy Division 
and Bauhaus. Not exactly Kurts speed, but she would record Kurt's covers using the tape recorder that was 
also supplied by Krist, and rewarded him with marker drawings of eerie suburban landscapes and portraits of 
girls with big, sad eyes, including one her requested of Courtney that he taped above his bed, which Odette 


had rendered in red, pink and yellow marker. 


Valerie, oddly, also attended these performances, though Kurt initially wasn't sure what she was getting out of 
it until she presented him with drawings of himself, playing guitar. One night she came in and asked him to 
play, lying down on the bed with her head right up next to the bottom of the guitar, he hand pressed against 
the wood and her eyes fixated on the strings and the movement of Kurts hand as he played. He wanted to ask 
her what she was able to get from just feeling the vibrations, but he'd look down to her and she would just 
stare back up at him, fawning over him. That same night, he asked if she could draw Courtney for him. She 
offered him a quick, rather sloppy sketch that lacked the attention to detail that defined her drawings of Kurt. 
When he offered a photo of Francis instead (one brought over during a visit by his mother), Valerie seemed 
much more eager and produced what was definitely Kurt's favorite of the art pieces he'd collected since his 


arrival, a head shot of Francis, looking to the viewer. 


There were many other drawings on the wall besides the ones gifted to him by Odette and Valerie; though the 
rest were from either Raven or Billy. Raven's style was heavily inspired by comic books, with big, thick lines 
creating musclebound figures with dynamic and dramatic poses and twisted-looking monsters with impossibly 
grotesque anatomy, all looking a lot like a Spider-Man comic that Kurt had flipped through in some drug store 
a year or two back, where Spidey was faced against some dude named Venom that had a gigantic mouth with 
jagged teeth and a tongue like a whip. Billy, on the other hand, not only drew a bunch of dragons with titties, 
but also Tiny Toons characters with titties, Sonic the Hedgehog cartoon characters with titties, and basically 
just a lot of Disney-eyes animal women with titties. When asked one day if cats were, in fact, one of Kurt's 
favorite animals, Kurt replied that they were, and was rewarded with a pin-up of a cartoon cat woman wearing 
a bikini. It actually was an improvement from the initial dragon woman that Kurt had first seen him drawing; 
the proportions weren't as off and the perspective wasn't as skewed. If nothing else, it made for a good 


conversation piece whenever he had visitors. 


Most nights when his mother didn't visit, he'd be notified by one of the nurses that he had a call from her, 
and would spend around a half hour by the front desk, making idle chat with his mother and saying hi to 
Francis. Francis hasn't been brought in to visit him yet, but hearing her on the phone as she eagerly tried to 
form words made his heart swell with love and pride. Two weeks of this had gone by, however, and he still 
hadn't gotten any calls from Courtney. He'd ask about her to his mother, get the same response over and 
over again, that she was busy, and that his mom would pass along Kurt's progress to her. His mom seemed 
aware that there was some unresolved tension between the two of them, but she didn't do much to 


acknowledge it, let alone ask Kurt about it. Kurt tried to call Courtney's beeper once from the desk phone, only 
to get a response back from a nurse that Courtney's manager had called, that she was too busy to talk, but 


that she hoped he was recovering well and would see him "soon," though how soon was "soon" was never said. 


At night, Kurt would tweak the lyrics he'd been working on, and he finally had a list of potential song titles for 
a new album release, titles like "Robin's Egg," "Lucy Goosey," and, most amusingly to himself, "Pillow Biter." And 
then light's out would be called, and after taking his medication, Kurt would try to get some sleep, though 
many times, he'd be interrupted by Raven asking him if he wanted to sneak over to the vending machine and 
try to steal snacks out of it. One time Ned had poked his head in and offered to either suck Kurts dick or let 
Kurt suck his dick, whichever one he preferred, in exchange for an entire pack of cigarettes, only for Kurt to 
decline and insist he was saving himself for Krist. "I want it to be special," he'd replied, already feeling the 


effects of his meds. 

"Fair enough," Ned had replied. "You seem out of it anyway. But if you change your mind." 

Kurt dismissed him with a wave of his hand. That had been a few nights ago. But now Kurt was two weeks into 
his stay in the psychiatric wing, starting to drift off, but not quite there yet. Patients weren't supposed to be 
out and about after lights out, but without locks on the doors, patients would sneak from room to room 
regardless, careful not to get caught. Maxine in particular was especially guilty of this and one time Kurt had 
joined her, only for the two of them to step out into the courtyard at night, looking up at the sky while she 
pondered aloud how feasible it would be to jump the fence. In fact, from Kurt's position in the bed right now, 
he saw a shadow slink down the hall from the crack beneath his door, and guessed it was probably her. He let 
his eyes lose focus, when he saw his door open a crack. Kurt blinked to clear his vision, and saw Billy, of all 
people, poking his head in. 

"Kurt," he said in a harsh whisper. "You asleep yet?" 

"Nyuh?" Kurt grunted, lifting up his head slightly. "Whaddya want?" 

| need your help," said Billy. "| need to get downstairs. 


Kurt propped himself up in bed by his elbows, still reluctant to get up out of bed. "Can this wait until 
tomorrow?" he asked. 


Billy shook his head. "They're gonna do something to him tomorrow," 
"What do you mean?" asked Kurt. 

"| heard they were gonna give him the electroshock," said Billy. 
Kurt sat up fully. "They still do that?" 


"Yuh-huh," said Billy. "They did it before and he freaked out and they had to strap him down" 


"So. what do you want me to do?" 
"| want you to help me bust him out" 

"Bust him out. to where?" 

"| dunno... out! said Billy. "Like when you talked about how you escaped rehab by climbing the fence" 
"And. what are you going to do?" asked Kurt 

"Go with him," said Billy. "He cant go by himself" 


"So.. you want me to go to the lower floor.. and help bust you and your brother out of here," Kurt said, more 


for it to make sense in his medication-fogged brain 
"Yeah," said Billy. "Will you?" 


Immediately, Kurt found himself regretting ever lending that copy of One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest to Billy. 
At the same time, however, memories of treatments Kurt had undergone as a child flashed through his mind, 
and the feeling of terror he'd felt then was not hard to project onto Bobby, a man who, by all accounts, 
appeared to have the mind of a young child. Kurt had never even met Bobby, though he was curious about 
him. And surely medical technology had improved since the 10's, right? Maybe Bobby just needed to be 
reassured that it wouldn't be so bad.. hopefully. Kurt hadn't been subject to electroshock since he came here, 
and he was hoping he wouldn't have to be, but he'd only heard stories about the lower floor, where the 
patients were heavily medicated and unable to function in normal society at all, and would likely be in a hospital 
or some kind of institution for the rest of their lives. Actually, the more he thought about this, the more he 
wanted to bust Bobby out. 


"Look" said Kurt, pinching his fingers over the bridge of his nose, "I'm very, very tired, Billy. What is it you 


want me to do?" 
"Come with me," said Billy. "I got a hold of a key card, | just need another pair of eyes to look out." 
"How did you do that?" Kurt asked. 


"I just took it off of him two days ago," said Billy. "I've been hiding it in my room. They still don't know. Now 


c'mon." 


Kurt got up out of bed, and shuffled over to the door. "Just so you know," he said, "this is probably a bad 


idea." 


"Are you afraid you're gonna get in trouble?" asked Billy. 


"Maybe," said Kurt. 
"You could come with us." 


Kurt shook his head. "No," said Kurt, "I said | would stay until | got better. | wanna help you out but if this 
goes tits up, don't say | didn't say anything." 


"Sure," said Billy. "Let's go." 


Kurt slipped out of his room, looking up and down the hall to see if anybody was looking. The hall appeared 
empty, though at the far end of the hall, in the direction of the rec room and the entrance to the wing, he 
could see a dim light coming from what was probably the desk at the front. Keeping this in mind, Kurt tread 
lightly, tip-toeing behind Billy as he headed in the opposite direction of the light, towards the steel door that 
led to the stairwell. As they approached the door, even in the low light, Kurt saw a bright red sign with large, 
white letters with a warring that the door was set up with an alarm. Billy fished out the key card from the 
pocket of his hospital pants, and slid it into a flat, black card reader. It let out an electrified buzzing sound as 
the little indicator light on top switched from red to green Billy looked back to Kurt and grinned as he pushed 


on the metal bar and opened the door. 


The lights in the stairwell flickered to life, and as Kurt stepped inside, Billy slowly shut the door behind them, 
trying to make as little noise as possible. Despite how softly Kurt descended the stairs, the sound of his bare 
feet hitting the concrete steps still echoed throughout the stairwell, and Billy's footsteps were clumsier, louder, 
less cautious. When they reached the door to the lower floor, Billy pressed against the metal door and opened 


it, letting the light flood down into the hallway. 

The hallway on the bottom floor looked almost identical to the hallway on the floor above. Kurt stepped out of 
the stairwell, sliding his bare foot across the linoleum, and heard a groan from one of the rooms. Kurt flinched 
at the sound, and nearly jumped at the sound of Billy closing the door behind them. 

"Which room is he in?" Kurt whispered. 

"Uh... hold on." said Billy. He looked around, wetting his lips with his tongue, clearly fretting as he tried to jog his 
memory. 

"Do you seriously not remember?" Kurt asked. 

"I know he's on this side," said Billy, pointing to the right side of the hall. "Towards the end. Follow me." 

With each step Kurt took as he followed Billy, he became increasingly aware of how much he wanted to just 


turn around and run back up to his room, but at this point, it was too late; pressing on the steel bar to open 
the door would set off the alarm and alert the entire wing, possibly even the entire hospital, of what they 


were up to. Kurt noticed the doors down here were different than the ones upstairs; most notably, they had 
tiny glass windows that Billy was peering into to check who was inside, but also every door had a similar key 
card lock. Billy had checked five doors before he stopped on one, bouncing up and down and pointing to Kurt. 


"He's here!" he said, and motioned Kurt to look into the window. 


The window was about the height of a standard sheet of paper, but more narrow, and placed around eye-level. 
Inside the room, lying on the bed without any sheets, was a figure that Kurt could only assume was Bobby. He 
looked to be about Billy's height and weight, and he looked to be asleep, though he was twitching and flapping 
his limbs like an old dog dreaming about chasing rabbits. Billy gently pushed Kurt aside as he stepped in front 
of the door, and slid the key card into the reader again. The door buzzed and the green light switched on, and 
Billy turned the handle to the door, and poked his head in. "Bobby," he whispered. "Pssst! Bobby!" 


Bobby's entire body jolted, and he looked around the entirety of the room before his eyes landed on Billy. 
"BILLY!" he shouted, loud enough to wake everyone on the floor. Bobby took a flying leap off the bed like an ape, 
and stopped just short of the door. "BILLY! BILLY!" he continued to shout, as Billy tried to shush him. A light 


went on down the hall, and Kurt recoiled. 


"Shhhh, Bobby, shush!" hissed Billy. "We're gonna get you outta here, just come with me, and--" Billy reached 
to grab Bobby's hand, but Bobby had finally taken notice of Kurt and let out a surprised yelp. 


"WHO IS THAT?" he shouted, and pointed at Kurt. 
Its my friend Kurt, he's helping us," said Billy. "Kurt, ya gotta introduce yourself” 


Kurt was more focused on the sounds of multiple footsteps making their way toward the source of the noise. 


"Can't do that right now, Billy, we gotta go now--" 

"He's not gonna move until you introduce yourself!" said Billy, clearly frustrated. 

"We need to go now, Billy!" 

"WHO IS THAT?" Bobby shouted again. The other patients on the floor began shouting and screaming in 
response, including one man who was hollering at the top of his lungs, pounding on the walls and sounding like a 
rabid animal. 


"SHUT UP, SHUT UP, SHUT UP, M GONNA KILL YA!" 


"What the hell is going on?" someone shouted. The voice was familiar, either Randy or Mitch, Kurt didn't 


remember which one. 
"Please!" begged Billy. "Just stick out your hand and introduce yourself, he won't calm down until you do!" 


Not feeling like questioning the logic of this in favor of making a getaway, Kurt looked to Bobby. "Hello, my 


name is Kurt," he said, trying not to panic, "it's nice to meet you, can we please go now?" 
"You need to shake his hand," said Billy. 

"What, seriously?" 

"That's what makes it officiall" 


Kurt let out a long sigh, and stuck his hand out to Bobby. "H's nice to meet you," he said. "Please, we gotta 
hurry." 


Bobby stared at Kurt's hand, his mind clearly racing. In his frustration, he raised his own head, and started 
punching himself in the temple, as though he were pounding on an old television set to clear the static in his 


head. À pair of flashlights fell onto Billy and Kurt, and Billy shrieked. 
"PLEASE," Kurt begged, his hand still out. 


Bobby stopped punching his head ard finally took a hold of Kurts hand, nearly crushing it in a death grip. With 
lights finally on Bobby, Kurt noticed that he looked like a wilder version of Billy, with long, unkempt hair and a 

beard that radiated off of his face like oakmoss. Kurt let his arm go limp as Bobby aggressively shook Kurt's 
hand to the point where Kurt helplessly let the top half of his body bobble up and down. 


"Good, good," said Kurt, "now lets--" 


Light flooded into the room, and Bobby panicked, yanked Kurt's arm forward as he ran out the room past him. 
Kurt hit the floor, face-first, and was still on the ground when he heard the door behind him slam shut. 
Immediately, Kurt scrambled to his feet and put his face on the window, pounding on the inside of the door. 


Outside, Kurt caught a glimpse of Randy and Mitch trying to get a hold of the twins. Billy tried to open the 
door to let Kurt out, but was being tackled by one of the orderlies as he protested. Bobby, meanwhile, was 
clobbering the living fuck out of the other orderly, straddling the man as he wailed into his face with both of 
his meaty fists, screaming all the while. Billy screamed for help, and Bobby hopped to his feet, cold-clocking the 
other orderly in the side of the head and sending the man crumpling to the ground as his legs gave way. Billy 
staggered back into view, and doubled over as he tried to catch his breath. 


"Let me out!" Kurt shouted, pounding on the door. 
"Yeah.. let you out.. hold on." Billy patted himself down for the key card, but couldn't find it. "Shit, where is it?" 
"Use one of the other guys' cards!" Kurt said, 


Bobby started screaming again, and ran off in the direction of the stairwell. "BOBBY, NO!" Billy shouted. Billy 
pressed himself up against the door, and looked Kurt in the eye through the glass window. "I'm sorry.. | gotta 


go after him, | can't leave him on his own." 
"Just open the door!" Kurt begged. 


The fire alarm immediately went off, and the lights in the hallway came on all at once. Billy screamed as he 
ran after Bobby in the direction of the stairwell. "Shit! Kurt muttered, and tried the handle again, only to lean 
on it too hard and tumble out the door. Kurt paused for a moment, trying to process what had just happened, 
before he noticed that the other patients were figuring out, one by one, that their doors had unlocked as well. 
Kurt was about to bolt for the stairwell door when he was tackled from behind onto the ground, the entire 
weight of some 200 lbs man crushing into him and pinning him against the floor, knocking the air out of his 


lungs. 


"You stay right where you fucking are," Randy or maybe Mitch growled, pulling Kurt into a headlock, blood 


gushing out of the fresh wounds on his face. "You're not going anywhere, you little fartsucker." 


Kurt gasped for breath as Randy or Mitch held him in place as they called for backup. It didn't take long for 
an entire gaggle of night shift staff to rush in and start corralling the herd of agitated mental patients back 
into their rooms, some nurses were able to talk some of them back inside, while others had to come at them 
with brooms to back them in as though they were ornery raccoons being driven away from overturned trash 
cans. The orderly on top of Kurt let off of him just enough to yank Kurt to his feet, but pulled him back into 
a headlock. Kurt kicked his legs uselessly to try and knock him in the shins, but failed. 


"This is one of ‘em!" he shouted to another orderly. "The other two were those twins and they ran off. The 
hairy one knocked out Mitch." 


"Shit," said a nurse. "You page Dr. Wallace?" 

| would have but | got my hands full,” said Randy. "C'mon, you little fuckface, you're with me now." He stepped 
into a crab walk, pulling Kurt along with him, until he came across a nurse wheeling in a gurney with restraints. 
Wasting no time at all, Randy slammed Kurt down onto the gurney, and started strapping him down, joined 
quickly by the nurse who had brought the gurney in 


"Let me go!" Kurt shouted. "I'm not even on this floor!" 


"Doesn't matter, asswipe, you've fucked up big time," said Randy, keeping Kurt pinned down with his elbow as he 


tightened the strap around Kurt's wrist. "Your fucking stardom's not gonna save you now." 


I'm not even violent, just let me go back up to my room, asshole!" Kurt shouted, thrashing against the 


restraints. His other wrist was already strapped in, and two more guys were now strapping in his ankles. 


"Yeah, sure you aren't," said Randy sarcastically. Kurt was fully strapped in place now, and Randy chuckled as 
Kurt writhed underneath the restraints. 


"I just paged Dr. Wallace," said the nurse from earlier. "Hopefully he should be here soon" 


"Good," said Randy, who smirked through the blood on his face. "See ya, grunge bum," he said, as Kurt was 
wheeled off to another part of the wing. 


This was all happening too fast. "Look, just call Dr. Singh, okay?" Kurt tried to reason with the nurses wheeling 
him through the unit. "I'm not violent, okay? | didn't even wanna do this, | knew it was a bad idea, | just wanted 
to get some sleep, please.. | just wanted to get some sleep." The gurney stopped in a room Kurt hadn't seen 
before, and as the nurses surrounded him left his line of sight, he began to cry. Once the room had gone 
quiet, Kurt realized that he had been left completely alone, strapped to a gurney, while he had to listen to the 
cacophony down the hallway. 


Kurt let his head fall to one side and saw an examination table of some sort, also equipped with restraints. The 
gravity of what had just occurred was finally starting to sink in, and all Kurt could do in that moment was 
weep quietly as he awaited his fate. 


Everyday - END OF DISC | 


Somebody was standing over Kurt. He could tell, even with his eyes closed and he was only just waking up, and 
he could pick up on the sound of multiple people talking. Kurt opened his eyes and looked up to see the 
silhouettes of three people standing over him. 


"Oh, he's comin’ to," said the largest one, in a very familiar voice, one that Kurt had heard in his dreams and 
on cassette tape. He leaned in close to get a good look at Kurt, and goddammit, it was the Big Bopper. "Hey 
there, fella, you feelin’ alright?" 


"What the fuck?" Kurt mumbled. 


"Bopper, leave him be," said a figure on the other side of the gurney, shoving the Bopper off to the side, now 
looking down at Kurt with his curly hair and Coke-bottle glasses in full view. "I fold you to leave him be, and 
now you've gone and gotten him into this mess," Buddy scolded. 


"| didn't do this," the Big Bopper protested. "I don't see why you're goin’ and blaming me for any of this!" 


"I know you had something to do with it," said Buddy. "| know about what you did with Anubis, goin’ around, 


meddling in other people's affairs like its any of your business!" 


‘Oh, are we gonna pretend that you're not the one meddling, then?" asked the Big Bopper. "He saw you first, so 
who's been meddling, huh? Me or you?" 


Kurt closed his eyes and groaned. "Can the both of you just shut the fuck up for like five minutes? My head 


is killing me." 


Both Buddy and the Bopper looked at each other, and stood over Kurt in an awkward, tense silence. A third 
figure approached and looked over Kurt, and Kurt opened one eye. It was Ritchie Valens, rounding out the trio, 


and somebody Kurt hadn't seen since his first encounter with Buddy Holly. 


"Sorry about all this," said Ritchie. "We'd help you outta your straps here, but.. well, we're not supposed to 


interfere in the physical world very much 
"You can do that?" Kurt asked 

"We could," said the Big Bopper. 

"But we're not gonna," Buddy insisted 


"Aw, listen to Mr. Party Pooper over here," said the Big Bopper, nudging Buddy. "He didn't used to be so uptight, 


y'know." 


"That's ‘cause | learned better," said Buddy. "But you apparently didn't" 
"Guys, hush," said Ritchie. "I don't think he wants to hear all that right now." 
"Thanks, Ritchie," Kurt muttered, the words slurring out of his mouth. 
"Don't you worry about it," said Ritchie. 


Kurt closed his eyes again, and sighed. "So can you guys contact other ghosts? ‘Cause I've always wanted to 
talk to John Lennon" 


"We can't do that right now," said Ritchie. "If I'm bein’ honest here, | don't really know how much of this works 
myself. | think maybe one time | got the chance to meet him in one of my go-arounds, but | don't remember 
too much. | remember that Ringo fella more." 

Seriously?" Kurt asked. 


"He's a funny guy," was all the explanation that Ritchie could offer. 


"I remember meeting John Lennon in one of my timelines," said Buddy. "Couple different times, and you know, he 


was smart enough to not try jumpin through other timelines after he'd die.” 

"| just thought he was a weird hippie with a weird-lookin' wife," said the Big Bopper. 

"He is a bit of an odd duck, ain't he?" remarked Buddy. 

"That's putting it pretty gently," said the Big Bopper with a chuckle. 

"I wish | could've talked to him about being famous," said Kurt. "Asked him how he handled it. They say you're 
not supposed to meet your heroes.. that you'll come away disappointed. I've met so many people that I've been 
a fan of for years and most of them, | feel like | connected with them deeper, at least, more often than | have 
when I've been let down. | don't think Steve Albini was too crazy about producing our last album, though." 

"Did he not do a good job?" asked Buddy. 

"No, he did a great job, he got just the kind of sound we were looking for," said Kurt. 


"Well, then," said Buddy, "if he can't take pride in a job well done, then that's on him." 


"| guess," said Kurt. "His band, though, Big Black, they were fucking amazing. You guys would probably fucking 
hate it, though." 


"Maybe not," said the Big Bopper. "They put out anything that sounds like ‘Smells Like Teen Spirit?" 
‘Not... really?" said Kurt. 


"Because, lemme tell you somethin’," said the Big Bopper, "I've lived plenty of different lifetimes, and heard all 
kinds of kooky music that the younger generations would put out, but sometimes you hear a song and it just 
hits ya, and boy, you made a song that did that to guys who were rockin’ and rollin before you were even 
born. That song's gonna go down in rock ‘n roll history, and | know that you feel resentment towards it, like it 
made you too famous too fast and you're scared of bein’ a flash in the pan, but I'm telling you.. you made 
something special, Kurt. You made a classic, and that's what | was trying to show you when we played that 


song together." 
Kurt stared at the Big Bopper, trying to take all this in He looked to Buddy and Ritchie. 


"It is a really good song," said Buddy. "It's heavier than I'm used to, for sure, but structurally, well, by golly, 
it's a gem." 


"| would've liked to have heard it in any of the timelines I've been through," said Ritchie, his demeanor turned 


melancholy. 


"That sucks, Ritchie," said Kurt, "but also its very nice of a bunch of dead guys to fluff up my ego while I'm 
strapped to a fucking stretcher, so thanks for that" 


"You're welcome, | guess," said the Big Bopper. 

"Anybody ever tell you that you cuss like a sailor?" Buddy asked which got a chuckle from the Bopper. 
"Buddy, he ain't said nothin’ | hadn't already heard from the guys | was with in the military." 

Ritchie snapped his head to the direction of the door. "I think someone's coming." 

"Aw, hell,” said Buddy. "We'd better split. Bopper, don't think you've been let off the hook yet” 

"Stuff it already, four-eyes," said Bopper, slightly annoyed. He looked back at Kurt. "Good luck, Kurt” 

The door to the room opened, and Kurt cracked one eye open, truly awake now. He was still in the same room, 
strapped to the same gurney, under the same lights. He lifted his head to get a good look at who had come in, 
and realized that he didn't recognize this man at all. 

The man standing over him was probably only a little bit taller than Kurt, definitely shorter than Dave, but 
something about his presence (probably the fact that Kurt was strapped in place and lying down) made him 


appear larger, somehow. His hair was bright white and receding into a widow's peak, and he wore a pair of sleek 


glasses, possibly designer. Based on his white coat over a button-up dress shirt and slacks, it was a pretty 


safe bet that this guy was a doctor. He looked over Kurt, and tilted his head slightly. "So you must be the 


young man I've been hearing so much about tonight," he said, as he pulled on a pair of gloves. 

"Are you Dr. Wallace?" asked Kurt. 

"Oh, so you've heard about me?" said Dr. Wallace. "| suppose that makes us even then, doesn't it, hmmm?" Dr. 
Wallace gently held Kurt's chin between his thumb and forefinger, and tilted Kurt's head back and forth. "So, 
can you tell me your name and date of birth?" 

"Kurt Cobain, February 20 th , 1967." 


"Are you in any pain?" 


"My back hurts but that's normal," said Kurt. "Also I'm still sore from being tackled earlier. And my wrists 
hurt. But other than that, no." 


"Good, good," said Dr. Wallace. He pulled out a penlight and shone it into Kurt's pupils, watching them contract. 
"You're one of Dr. Singh's patients, aren't you?" 


"Yeah." 

Dr. Wallace removed his fingers from Kurt's jaw, but for a moment, he could have sworn that he ran the tip 
of his gloved thumb down to the tip of Kurt's dimpled chin. "So what | want to know," said Dr. Wallace, "is why 
one of Singh's boys is down on my floor?" 

"Billy didn't tell you?" 

"Billy?" Dr. Wallace asked. “Billy Benson? That Billy?" 


"| don't remember his last name," said Kurt. "He came down here for his twin brother, Bobby." 


"Ah," said Dr. Wallace, "so it is Billy Benson. Well," he pulled over a swivel stool and sat on it, looking Kurt over, 


‘unfortunately, we don't know where Billy and Bobby are right now. Do you know where they are, Kurt?" 
| don't know." 

"Do you know where they might have headed off to?" Dr Wallace scooted closer, and leaned over Kurt. 
"| don't know that either," said Kurt. "Billy just said they wanted to get out 

"They didn't give you any destination at all?" 


Kurt shook his head. "No." 


"So you just helped release two young men, one of whom is an autistic man with mental retardation and the 
other a man with Asperger's syndrome, both with violent tendencies, out onto the public without any 
consideration for the consequences of such an action Is that right, Kurt?" Dr. Wallace's cold, blue eyes bore 
into Kurt, and Kurt found himself trying to sink into the cushion on the gurney. 


‘|. | guess?" said Kurt, in a very small voice. 


Dr. Wallace shook his head. "You realize that if something happens to them or, God forbid, they do something 
to someone, that you are at least partially responsible for what might happen.. don't you, Kurt?" 


Kurt clenched his jaw and his fists. "It was Billy's choice." 

"But you didn't do anything to stop him, did you, Kurt?" asked Dr. Wallace. "You could have told him not to do 
it, but here we are, and you, young man, have caused the whole hospital a lot of trouble. You should hope that 
they're found and safely returned" Kurt could almost feel a physical pressure being put upon him by Dr. 
Wallace's disapproving gaze. 


"Where's Dr. Singh?" Kurt asked softly. 


"Probably at home, sleeping," said Dr. Wallace. "Its nearly one o'clock in the morning, Kurt. / was at home before 


| got called in because of what you and Billy did. | had plans, you know." 
"Sorry," said Kurt sarcastically. 


Dr. Wallace didn't respond. Instead, he just stared at Kurt, but most unnervingly, he broke eye contact with 


Kurt.. but was still staring at him, his eyes moving very slowly over Kurt's supine form. 
"You're married," Dr. Wallace finally said. 

"What? Oh," he realized Dr. Wallace had noticed his wedding band. "Yeah... yeah, | am." 
"What's her name?" 

"Courtney." 

"Do you love your wife, Kurt?" 


Kurt didn't know how to respond to a question like that coming from a doctor, and just stared at Dr. Wallace, 
flabbergasted. "Yeah," he said, after a second "Of course.. why are you asking me that?" 


‘Its simply small talk, Kurt, no need to get so defensive," said Dr. Wallace. 


‘Its none of your business," said Kurt. 


"Mmm, that is true," said Dr. Wallace, putting a finger to his chin, "but still, it is curious that it took you a 


while to answer, isn't it?" 
"What's that supposed to mean?" 
"Oh, nothing," said Dr. Wallace. "It doesn't mean anything at all." 


It was hard for Kurt to escape from the conclusion that Dr. Wallace was actively fucking with him. Kurt 
tugged on his restraints, the straps digging into the flesh of his wrist. "Can you let me out of these?" Kurt 


asked, making his annoyance clear. "I'd like to go back upstairs to my room." 


‘I'm sure you would," said Dr. Wallace. "But | don't think | can simply let you go after all the trouble you 
caused, now can |? No, that simply would not be right. It wouldn't be very fair to everyone you've 
inconvenienced and those who have been injured. We had two of our orderlies physically assaulted, Kurt. They 
were injured just for doing their jobs. No, Kurt, you can't go back up to your room on the upper floor. | think 
you need to stay down here awhile.. | think you are in need of some.. discipline." That last word was said with 


an anticipatory shudder. 


Kurt went completely motionless, as if he were trying to not attract the attention from some large predator. 
Dr. Wallace smiled at Kurt, his lips pulled tight, and he could feel himself being looked over again, before Dr. 
Wallace stood up. He went to his desk and turned on a radio sitting on his desk, which started playing an ad 
read for a furniture store before Dr. Wallace turned the dial until he reached a WHAM! song, and tapped his 
foot to it. He hummed along as he adjusted the stretcher to prop Kurt up so that he was sitting at a 45 
degree angle. Dr. Wallace sauntered over to a cabinet, and pulled out a pill bottle and a paper cup. He emptied a 
few pills into his hand, went to a sink at the far side of the room and filled it with water, and then approached 
Kurt with the pills in one hand and the cup in the other. "Take these, please," 


"What are they?" asked Kurt. 


"Diazepam," said Dr. Wallace. "Open up, please. The easier you make this for yourself, the easier it will be for 


both of us." 

Kurt opened his mouth, and Dr. Wallace popped both pills in Kurt's mouth, and then placed the paper cup to 
Kurt's lips. Kurt swallowed both pills, and the rest of the water. Dr. Wallace gave him that same, tight-lipped 
smile, pleased with Kurt's obedience. "Good," he said. "A wise choice." 

"So, are you just gonna put me in solitary, then?" Kurt asked. 


"Mmmm, | will," said Dr. Wallace. "But | would like to have a little.. one-on-one time with you, Kurt" 


"You gonna lecture me?" asked Kurt. 


"Among other things," said Dr. Wallace. He lowered the stretcher a few inches, and tilted Kurt flat onto his 
back again. "| realize we haven't met, Kurt, but I've heard things about you. | know that Dr. Singh seems very 
fond of you, but many of the orderlies aren't. | also know that despite being married, your wife has never 
visited you, and that she was only there when you first checked in.. but you have one particular friend who 


has come by more often than any other visitors you've had. A young man around your age, if I'm correct?" 


Kurt looked at Dr. Wallace with narrowed eyes. "My wife's been busy promoting her band's new album," said 
Kurt. "Of course she hasn't been able to see me. And that guy you're talking about is my best friend, so yeah, 


my best friend is gonna show up and visit me. So what?" 


"Word gets around, Kurt," said Dr. Wallace. "Even though you have people trying to protect you, word still gets 
out, and it spreads." 


"What kind of word?" Kurt asked. "You wanna come out and say it, or are you just gonna continue to be all 


vague about it?" 

"| might not have to," said Dr. Wallace. 

Kurt let out a dismissive "pssh." "Whatever," he said. 

"How are you feeling, Kurt?" asked Dr. Wallace. "Perhaps a little more.. relaxed?" 


Kurt didn't say anything, but he was experiencing a wave of calm that came over him in a wave, not dissimilar 
to when he'd pop Valium, but this felt stronger. He could feel his defensive walls crumbling around him, as his 
body went limp. His mind, though it was clouded, was still fully aware of his surroundings, though his previous 
thoughts of wanting to deck this fucker were replaced with an almost spiritual serenity. There was still the 
gnawing thought in the back of his head that this guy was definitely ‘off, but Kurt reasoned that there was 
little that could be done about it, and just going along with whatever the doctor ordered would be safe. "Yeah," 
he finally said. 


"Good," said Dr. Wallace. "If you don't mind, I'd like to check you for any injuries you may have sustained. You 
were apparently knocked onto your chest twice tonight, is that right?" 


"Yeah," said Kurt, barely even moving as Dr. Wallace lifted up the hospital-issued adaptive shirt that Kurt was 
wearing. Dr. Wallace pulled the hem of the shirt all the way up to Kurt's collar bone. Dr. Wallace noticed a 
bruise on Kurt's sternum, and prodded it gently with his thumb. "Ow," said Kurt. 


"How much does that hurt, on a scale of l-10?" asked Dr. Wallace. 


"| dunno.. about a 3?" said Kurt. He could feel Dr. Wallace's fingers trace the outlines of his rib cage, 
occasionally poking on sore spots. Kurt flinched slightly, but didn't make a sound. 


‘| see.. | see," said Dr. Wallace. He stood up and went back to his desk, returning while holding a small, yet 
professional grade camera in his hands, emblazoned with the "Nikon" logo in etched, silver lettering. Without 
even asking, Dr. Wallace held the camera to his eye, quickly adjusted the focus, snapped a photo of Kurt. There 
wasn't any flash, just the click of the shudder to indicate what had just happened. 


"What are you doing?" Kurt asked. 
"Documenting your injuries,” said Dr. Wallace. 
"Don't you normally just write them down?" Kurt asked. 


"A picture's worth a thousand words, Kurt," said Dr. Wallace, snapping another photograph at a slightly 


different angle, and then another. "You know how long I've worked in mental healthcare, Kurt?" 
"No?" Kurt answered. 


"Almost 30 years now," said Dr. Wallace. "A lot has changed since the 60's, my boy. | was a young man back 
then. | had hopes, dreams, ambitions.. desires.. " He gazed up at the ceiling for a moment, perhaps lamenting his 
lost youth, or recalling some fond memory. "Oh, but the harsh reality of our work set in quickly. Do you know 


what Thorazine is, Kurt?" 
Kurt slowly shook his head. It felt heavy, like he had to put in a great amount of effort to move it. 


"They called it the ‘chemical straitjacket," said Dr. Wallace, who was now moving to Kurt's side. "Can you move 


your hand for me?" 


Kurt looked down at his hand, which had fallen out of its fist and rested limply at his side. He tried to flick his 
wrist, but it barely twitched. All he could really manage was to wiggle the tips of his fingers. "I can't." he said. 


"Mmmm, that's what | thought," said Dr. Wallace as he released Kurt's wrist from the restraint. Now free, 
Kurt again tried to move his hand, but again, he could only twitch slightly. Dr. Wallace leaned over Kurt, his 
chest blocking Kurt's view, and he noticed how heavily the doctor's chest heaved doing such a simple task 


Soon, both of Kurt's arms were free, and yet he still lay there, unable to escape. 


"Thorazine is a nasty little drug," said Dr. Wallace. "But it's less visually alarming to the outsider than using a 
camisole.. the actual straitjacket, of course. Oh, it does a number on a man.. there's an informal term for 


someone heavily medicated with it, the ‘Thorazine zombie." 


Dr. Wallace went back to the same area out of Kurt's line of sight where he had gotten the camera, and 
continued. "It makes sense that it's used, of course, since mental facilities are often overworked and 
understaffed, and while any patient can act out in strange ways, by definition, the mental patient tends to be 
far less predictable than your average hospital patient. Patients can be violent, as you've no doubt witnessed 


for yourself tonight, but | do so dislike Thorazine, Kurt. But the alternative, the straitjacket, is frowned upon 


by most medical professionals, so much so that they're extremely rare to come across in a setting like this; 
why, they're more popular with magicians and daredevils than they are hospitals. You see, patients can injure 
themselves with it, and it's so often used as a visual shorthand for mental illness in movies and television, 
which is certainly regrettable, but to be honest." Dr. Wallace stepped back into view, holding a folded piece of 
heavy fabric in his hands, and unfurled it as though he were shaking the wrinkles out of a sheet. In his hands 
was a long-sleeved, canvas jacket, covered in straps, and with sleeves that were conspicuously absent of holes 


at the ends. 


"| always preferred their aesthetic," said Dr. Wallace, now smiling wide enough to show his large, pearly-white 


teeth. 


There was a dulled sense of panic going through Kurt's mind, similar to being in a dentist's chair and seeing 
them bring out a drill that looked too big. His heart started to beat faster. That jacket was going on him, and 
there was nothing he could do about it. 


Indeed, Dr. Wallace lifted him up to a sitting position, and Kurt just flopped forward, hunched over with his 
arms stretched out. Dr. Wallace hummed along with the radio as he made short work of fitting the jacket onto 
Kurt; it was much too large for his skinny frame, but the doctor tightened the straps to make it as snug as 
possible, and used a front strap to pin Kurt's arms down against his chest. He stepped back and picked up the 
camera again, taking more photos from multiple angles of Kurt hunched over, and then put a hand on Kurt's 


chest as he guided him back against the stretcher so that he was lying back down, and took more photos. 

It was at this point, as Dr. Wallace undid the straps on his ankles, that Kurt experienced something he hadn't 
experienced since he was in his greenhouse with a shotgun aimed at his head; he heard a voice. It was 
different from the one he'd heard before in that drugged up stupor, that tiny, pixie voice that begged him to 
stop. No, this one was one with which he'd just been speaking. 

We gotta do something! it said, seemingly not even speaking to Kurt. 

"Ritchie?" Kurt mumbled. 

Dr. Wallace looked up at Kurt. "Hmmm? Did you say something?" 

He can hear us, said Ritchie. Kurt, you need to get away from that man! 

"How?" Kurt asked. 

"Oh, wow," said Dr. Wallace. "You really are quite out of it, aren't you? You're not even making any sense." He 
pulled out the camera again, and took more photos of Kurt lying in place. The doctor took hold of Kurt's ankles, 
one after the other, and spread his legs apart before he stooped down and took another photo from a lower 


angle. "Beautiful. very, very nice.." 


Oh, geez, muttered Ritchie in mounting horror. Guys, what do we do? 


| dont think there's anything we can do, said Buddy. And even if we could, the most of it would be fo open a door, 


or maybe knock a frame off a wall. 
You mean we just gotta sit here and watch all this? asked Ritchie. 
We don't have much of a choice, said Buddy. 


Kurt's breathing quickened. He managed to get his head to roll to one side to try and look for somebody, 
anybody that might help, but saw nothing. "N-no.." he groaned. 


"Oh, don't you worry," said Dr. Wallace, "you're not going to remember any of this in the morning, so be a good 
boy and keep quiet, and maybe you'll wake up tomorrow in your own bed upstairs, hmmm?" Dr. Wallace hooked 
his fingers underneath the hem of the hospital pants Kurt was wearing, and slowly, clearly savoring this, pulled 
them down past his crotch. "Don't worry," he said, "just checking for any.. further injuries you may have 
sustained, is all" He leaned over towards the table, and turned up the volume on the radio, drowning out any 


outside noise of restless patients, and any noise that might come from the room. 


"One Night in Bangkok" came onto the radio and Kurt wished he could have smashed the thing to pieces right 
there. Instead, he just lay there while Dr. Wallace snapped photos of Kurt with his pants pulled down his thighs 
and his underwear guarding the very last shred of dignity he had left. He felt sick. As Dr. Wallace stripped 
Kurt of his pants to take even more photographs, he thought back to Ned, giving him a pair of cigarettes 
saying that they weren't the only cocksuckers in this wing. Was this what he meant? Had he told this guy? Did 
Ned know that Dr. Wallace was like this? Would he even remember this later to bring it up to Ned? 


"You are a handsome little devil, aren't you?" cooed Dr. Wallace, looking at Kurt with a grin as he inched Kurt's 
underwear down past his pubic area. Kurt tried to spit at him, but it only flew a few inches away from his 
mouth before it dribbled on his chin. "Cute, cute.. very cute," he said. "Don't you worry, young man. You're 


more than making up for my canceled plans for the evening." 
"Gonna.. gonna tell Dr. Singh." Kurt muttered. 


"ll tell you what," said Dr. Wallace, "if you happen to remember this little incident, in exchange for keeping 
your sweet little mouth shut, we can forgo any of the more severe disciplinary measures you'd normally have 
to go through for pulling a little stunt like that. Otherwise.. well, who knows what might happen to you?" He 
freed Kurt's penis from his briefs, and took a moment to look it over before taking a photo. "Not very excited, 
are we? | suppose I'll have to help with that." He set the camera aside, and cupped Kurt's balls in one hand, and 
gripped his limp shaft in the other. 


Kurt screwed his eyes shut, and pursed his lips. We wanted to think of something, anything else; kittens, 
sunshine, rainbows, fuck, anything but what was happening to him right now as those gloved hands stroked and 
poked and prodded. He'd had fantasies of being taken advantage of being used and even violated sexually by a 


man or a woman, writing at least one song about one of his masochistic fantasies, giving an interview where he 


said that he'd wanted to seek out a chicken hawk and sell his ass on the streets.. but this wasn't that. This 
was so completely out of his control, and as he felt one of the doctor's fingers push into his ass and he let 
out a groan, he felt even more helpless. He didn't want it to happen like this. It wasn't supposed to be like this, 
not here, not now, and certainly not with this guy, and his stupid body wasn't doing anything to fend this 
fucker off. Quite the opposite, actually, as his heavy breathing, panting, moaning and squirming only seemed to 


give the doctor more confidence. 


"What a cute little slut you are," he whispered, leaning over Kurt, playing with him like he was a musical 
instrument and just the slightest twitch of his fingers made a new sound come out of Kurt. "Why, if you make 


me come, | might just forgive this whole little debacle. How does that sound, hmmm?" 
"Fuck you," Kurt slurred, fleck of spittle flying out of his mouth and onto his chin 


"That can be arranged,” said Dr. Wallace, pulling out his finger. Kurt flopped his head to the other side and 
watched as Dr. Wallace picked up his camera again, just snapping away like a Japanese tourist over Kurt's half- 


naked, quivering body. "And my, don't you seem excited for someone under such sedation?" 
"Go to hell," said Kurt. "You.. you rapist. " 


Dr. Wallace's grin withered from his face, and was replaced by a scowl as grim as an undertaker's. He set the 
camera aside, and leaned over Kurt as he shoved Kurt's balled-up underwear in his mouth. He then pushed 
Kurt's ankles up to be level with the wrist straps, pulling them uncomfortably tight as he fastened them in 
place. Silently, he picked up the camera again, and took more photos, though the sheer glee he'd displayed 
earlier was replaced with a cold fury. "I was going to try and make this enjoyable for you," he said, his affect 
flat, "but you had to call me such a vile name. And here | thought | was only giving you what you had wanted 
all along. I'm not unaware of who you are, you know. Some of the orderlies mentioned you're in a band, much 
like your wife, and that one of your songs had a title that intrigued me.. what was it called again? ‘Rape Me, | 


believe it was?" 


Kurt lacked the energy to be able to do anything aside from silently fume and taste the underwear he'd been 


wearing all day. 


‘| mean, with a song title like that, it's practically an invitation, isn’t it?" said Dr. Wallace, as he climbed up on 
the stretcher, unzipping his fly. "So just consider me fulfilling a request of yours." He pulled out his erect cock, 
spat in his gloved hand, and jerked it in preparation Kurt finally tried to scream, but the gag crammed into his 
mouth prevented him from letting out anything louder than a muffled whine. Dr. Wallace lined up the tip of his 
dick with Kurt's asshole. "I'd relax if | were you," he whispered, slowly starting to press his spit-slick erection 
inside, "otherwise, this is going to hurt" 


And then, for about a second, the entire room went dark, and the radio turned off. 


Very quickly, the lights turned back on, and Dr. Wallace backed off of Kurt as various machines beeped back 
online. "Shit," he said. He quickly stuffed his dick back into his pants, and grabbed a sheet to throw over Kurt's 


naked body. Voices from outside could be heard shouting, though they were indistinguishable. Dr. Wallace hid his 
camera and removed his gloves, throwing them into a medical waste bin right before a nurse opened the door 
and poked her head in. 


"We just had a power outage," she said to Dr. Wallace. 
"Yes, | could tell," he responded. "Everything alright?" 


"Yes, Doctor," she responded. She looked past Dr. Wallace and noticed Kurt's figure under the sheet, lying down 
with his knees propped up. "Is there anything else you need?" 


"No, that will be all," said Dr. Wallace. "If | do need anything, I'll put a call out on the intercom." 


The nurse nodded, casting one last wary glance at Kurt before she left. Dr. Wallace sighed and shook his head 
as he turned back to Kurt. "Paging Nurse Cockblock, am | right?" he said, and laughed as the fluorescent lights 
above their heads started to pop and flicker. "Oh, perfect timing," he grumbled. Kurt watched as the doctor 
walked back out of sight. The radio had turned back on, but it had been nothing but static until Dr. Wallace 
reached the desk, and the radio started playing the sound of rhythmic clapping and a toy piano. Dr. Wallace 
paused as the opening lines Buddy Holly's "Everyday" started playing. 


"The hell did it get on the oldies station?" he muttered aloud, and turned the dial. As the signal switched 
between stations, the static simply interrupted the sugary-sweet song playing as the lights continued to 
flicker. Kurt started to laugh through the gag, and Dr. Wallace whipped around to glare at him. 


"Do you have something to do with this?" asked Dr. Wallace, his voice a mix of both anger and panic. "What the 


hell is going on?" 


Kurt just shook his head, still laughing. Dr. Wallace gripped Kurts face in his hand, squeezing his cheeks. "You 
think this is funny, huh? What's so funny?" He yanked the underwear out of Kurt's mouth. "Huh?" 


Kurt just wheezed and giggled, finally having given fully into delirium. "Uh oh," was all he could manage to get 


out. 
"Uh oh? The hell do you mean by that? ‘Uh oh?" 
"Buddy lied." said Kurt, still laughing. 


Dr. Wallace stood up straight, listening to the lyrics of the song. He went back to the desk and pushed the 
button on the intercom. "We're currently experiencing an electrical malfunction with the lights in Room--" He 
stopped. The light on the intercom to indicate whether it was on wasn't lighting up. He jabbed the button a few 
more times. "Shit!" he hissed again, and as he walked towards the door, the two minute song wrapped up, and 
the radio returned to static, but there were odd sounds underneath the static. Little fragments of garbled 


speech, the sound of crunching metal, and an eerie, inhuman howl that strained against the radio speaker as 


though it were trying to shatter it from the inside. 


Kurt went quiet, and just looked to Dr. Wallace, completely agog, before giggling again. Dr. Wallace stood just 
feet away from the door, a growing sense of distress creeping over him as the sounds grew louder, and 
louder; so loud that the radio rattled in place from the vibrations. 


Dr. Wallace raced to the desk and yanked the radio off the desk and threw it to the ground. Kurt could hear 
the sound of batteries tumbling out of it, which just made him laugh harder. Dr. Wallace ran to the end of the 
stretcher and gripped the frame in his hands, shaking it as Kurt laughed. "SHUT UP!" he shouted. "SHUT THE 
HELL UP!" 


"This is a dream!" said Kurt. "Thank god, it's all just been a dream the whole time.." 


The lights flickered off again for a second, and then sprang back to life in a consistent, patterned strobe. Dr. 
Wallace looked up above Kurt, and his mouth fell open as all the color in his face drained, turning it to a sickly 
pallor. Kurt looked up to try and see what Dr. Wallace saw, but didn't see anything there at all. Something from 
above dripped onto his head, right above his eye, and it was warm, and thick Kurt tried to shake his head to 
get it out of his eye, and caught sight of Dr. Wallace clutching his chest and hyperventilating, his mouth open 
in a wide "0," until he staggered back into a cart, sending a cascade of metal implements clattering to the floor. 


"No," cried Dr. Wallace, trembling as he slid down to the floor, "no, no, no, NOOOO!" 


The door to the room swung in, this time with two orderlies and two nurses rushing in. The lights immediately 
stopped flickering. They saw Dr. Wallace lying against the wall closest to the door, eyes and mouth wide open, 
hand still clutching his chest, quivering and gasping for breath, and on the other end of the room they saw 
Kurt, the guy who had helped two patients escape, lying on a stretcher and covered in a sheet, his knees up in 
the air and his laughter turning quickly into crying. Two of the orderlies and a nurse flocked to the doctor to 
assess his condition, while the other nurse, the one that had spoken to Dr. Wallace just minutes earlier, went 


over to Kurt. 
"What happened?" she asked frantically, gripping Kurt by the shoulders. "What on earth happened here?" 


Kurt just looked up to her, his body quaking with sobs. "I just wanna go back to bed," he said. "Just call Dr. 
Singh and let me go back to bed." 


When Kurt woke up, he was back in his bed in his regular room. A nurse hadn't come in to rouse him from his 
sleep as usual, which was certainly odd, but he was aware there was some kind of commotion going on outside. 
Kurt grunted, and sat up as he tried to recall the previous night's events, and how much of it was real and 


what wasn't. 


As he sat up, he saw two uniformed police officers standing outside his open door, talking to.. Courtney? Yes, it 
was Courtney, looking at them with wide, frightened eyes, and she happened to turn her head and look into 


Kurt's room and see him staring back at her. 


"Kurt" she cried out, and rushed inside, wrapping her arms around him and squeezing him tight. "Oh god, Kurt," 
she said, petting his hair. "Oh god, honey, I'm so glad you're okay." 


"Good morning," said Kurt, still sleepy, as he hugged her back. "What did | miss?" 
One of the police officers stepped forward and cleared his throat. "Mr. Cobain?" 


Kurt looked up at him. To put it lightly, he was never a fan of the police, and having this dude come in first 


thing in the morning, right after being able to see Courtney again, certainly wasn't doing him any favors. 
"Yeah?" said Kurt. 


"lm Lieutenant Hughes from the Seattle Police Department," he said, and gestured to the other officer. "This is 
my partner, Officer Patterson. We wanted to ask you some questions about what happened last night." 


Courtney pulled back from the hug, and gave Kurt a look that made his heart sink. "Its okay, you're not in 
trouble," she tried to reassure him. "They know about what happened." 


Kurt rubbed his eye with the heel of his hand. "Honey, | don't even know how much of what happened last 


night was even real.. | can't remember very much." 


"We talked with the hospital staff and your doctor," said Lieutenant Hughes. "We've got multiple eye witnesses 
regarding what happened last night. We're also aware that you were given a sedative that probably caused 
something called ‘anterograde amnesia," so you may not remember a lot of what happened between you and Dr. 


Wallace." 


"What happened to Dr. Wallace?" Kurt asked. 


The two police exchanged glances, and Patterson spoke up. "He's in catatonic shock," said Patterson. "He's not 
talking. He's being monitored in the ICU. You're the only other person that was in the room when what 
happened.. happened." 


Slowly, memories started to come back to Kurt, though they were incomplete, and hazy. He drew closer to 
Courtney, and she pressed his head against her breast as she cradled his head. 


"Luckily, the Benson twins were located this morning," said Hughes. "They went straight to their grandparent's 
house. They're safe, but we would like at least a written statement from you, if its not too much trouble." 


"Look," said Courtney, "my husband is clearly traumatized from what happened to him, alright? So would it kill 
you to give him some time to process what that fucking asshole did to him and maybe back off?" 


"We're just trying to run an investigation, ma'am--" 
"And I'm trying to console somebody who should be fucking suing this place into oblivion," said Courtney. 


"Alright," said Hughes with a sigh. He reached into his breast pocket. pulled out a business card and handed it 


to Courtney. "Here. Just contact me whenever he's ready to talk. We just want to wrap up our investigation” 
"Fine," said Courtney, snatching the card from Lieutenant Hughes. "Thank you. You can go now." 


The two cops looked at each other again, and left without a word. Courtney immediately went back to stroking 
Kurt's hair, rocking him softly against her. "It's okay, baby," she said. "You don't have to say anything--" Her 
voice hitched, and she let out a sharp sob. Kurt held onto tighter, and they stayed like that, for how long, Kurt 
wasn't sure. It felt like forever. It barely felt long enough. 


Click Clique Click 


"What the fuck kind of hospital are you running, here?" 
"| assure you, Mrs. Cobain, what happened last night was entirely unprecedented--" 


"Was it?" asked Courtney. "Because now you assholes are going to have a criminal investigation on your hands, 


and your entire hospital is going to feel my fucking wrath over what you did to Kurt” 


Kurt was sitting in Dr. Singh's office, in the chair beside where Courtney was seated. He was wrapped in a 
blanket, his knees pulled up to his chest, not saying anything. Mostly, he was just observing Dr. Singh, who was 


somehow able to maintain his usual cordial and level-headed demeanor. 


"If | had any idea that Dr. Wallace was doing any of the things he was doing, | would have reported him to the 
police myself," said Dr. Singh. "| assure you, | am as furious over what happened as you are, and more 
importantly, | feel | have failed in my duty to protect your husband. All | can offer you is my most sincere 
apologies, and any help | could provide you and the police in bringing you justice for this unforgivable crime." He 
bowed his head solemnly. 


Courtney crossed her arms and scowled at Dr. Singh. “That's really fucking nice of you to say and all, Doctor, 
but this wasn't some kind of accident. One of your fucking doctors raped my husband" 


Dr. Singh flinched at that last phrase, and cleared his throat. "I believe you misunderstand--" 


"What? What do | misunderstand? Is getting raped just something that happens here a lot, like WHOOPS, | 
accidentally stuck my dick in a patient, silly mel" Courtney said sardonically, throwing up her hands in the hair 


as though she were doing a cruel imitation of some hapless halfwit from an infomercial. 

"You misunderstand, Mrs. Cobain, because Dr. Wallace has seniority over me. Technically, he's my superior," 
explained Dr. Singh. "He's been working in this hospital since the 10's. | only started my residency here in ‘84. | 
don't mean to pass the buck here, you'll want to talk to our director of our mental health program, Dr. Sloan. 
I've already contacted her myself regarding the situation, | can arrange a meeting between the two of you for 


later today, if you like." 


"Yes, please," said Courtney, waving her hand towards Dr. Singh. "Please fucking do, because | am ready to piss 
lightning and shit thunder on your entire fucking program, and burn this place to the fucking ground" 


"Courtney," Kurt finally spoke up. "Can you just.. stop? Please?" 
Courtney looked to Kurt, her expression wounded. "What's wrong?" she asked, her entire demeanor going soft. 


| don't want this to get out," said Kurt, wrapping the blanket around him tighter. “Trust me, | am.. very, very 


angry about what happened, but the guy who did this to me got what was coming to him, and he's not gonna 
hurt anybody else anymore, and that's all | wanted" He started trembling. "And | would rather fucking die than 
have this shit get out to the fucking press and be reminded of this every fucking day for the rest of my life, 
okay? | just.. | don't want people to know. About this. About any of this." 


‘Oh, honey," Courtney got up out of her chair and crouched by Kurt's side, petting his head and putting her 
other hand on his elbow, "honey, don't worry, I'll take care of it, okay? I'll talk to my lawyer and your publicist 
and we'll take care of it, okay?" 

Kurt gave her a hasty nod. "I just.. | have one concern," said Kurt, looking up to Dr, Singh. 

"And what's that?" asked Dr. Singh. 


"Did the police find the camera?" asked Kurt. 


"Camera?" asked Dr. Singh. He looked genuinely puzzled by this information. "I've heard nothing about a camera, 


No. 


"l. 'm sure he had a camera," said Kurt. "| remember it. It's hard to remember a lot of what happened but.. | 


remember that camera." 

"If that's the case," said Dr. Singh, "you should contact the police immediately." 

Courtney stood up and pulled the card out from her dress pocket. "Can | use your phone?" she asked. 

"Of course," said Dr. Singh, scooting his chair back away from his desk. Courtney leaned over Dr. Singh's desk 
and turned his phone around, and the doctor gave her the extension number to make outside calls. As she 
called the police, Kurt just looked at Dr. Singh, still draped in a blanket, with a doleful expression. Dr. Singh 
sighed, and turned his head, mostly averting his gaze from Kurt aside from the occasional, shameful side-eye. 
"Yeah, | was told to call this number if | had any information regarding my husband's assault last night at 
Swedish Cherry Hill Campus Hospital? .. Uh-huh. okay," said Courtney, leaning against Dr. Singh's desk. "Well, my 
husband just mentioned something about remembering a camera. Did anybody find a camera?" She paused, 
listening. "Yeah, okay. ls he still here? . Mmm-hmmm.. hold on, lemme ask him." Courtney pulled the phone 
from her ear and looked at Kurt. "They're going to at least need a written statement from you." 

"Okay," said Kurt with a nod. 

"He'll give you a written statement," said Courtney. ".. Oh? Oh.. Okay. Yeah, I'm calling from Dr. Singh's office." 
"Dr. Bartholomew Singh," said Dr. Singh. 


"Bart Singh," said Courtney. ".. Mmm-hmmm. Yeah. Yeah, okay. Thanks. Bye." Courtney hung up, and looked to 


Kurt. "Okay," she said, "you can give them a statement and then we can pack your shit and leave." 


Kurt looked away from Courtney bashfully, and fidgeted in his chair. "This. this is gonna sound really weird, 
but | don't think I'm ready to leave yet." 


Courtney stared at Kurt, her mouth agape, and let out a choked gasp of disbelief. "You're fucking kidding me." 
"How many reporters are outside?" Kurt asked. "Because if there's police around here and the press knows l'm 
here and | just happen to leave at the same time, they're gonna think I'm involved. And | don't want anybody to 
know, okay?" Kurt withdrew further under the blanket. "I cant take it. I'd rather just stay." 

"Kurt, we can sneak you out," said Courtney. "| can take care of you, please, just--" 

"How many reporters are outside?" Kurt asked again "Do they know?" 

Courtney sighed. "I don't know, honey," she said. "I think | saw some paparazzi outside, but--" 

"Then I'm staying," said Kurt. 

"Seriously?" asked Courtney. 


Kurt just nodded. 


Courtney crouched down in front of Kurt, sweeping aside his hair, and looking deep into his eyes. "Don't you 


want to come home and be safe?" she asked. 
"I do," said Kurt. "More than anything." 
"Then why stay?" 


"Because | was getting better,” said Kurt. He reached a hand out from under the blanket, and took Courtney's 
hand. "| really have, up until this happened. And.. since you're back home.. I'd like you to visit more often. I've 
made friends here. A lot of them are good people and I'd like to introduce you to them. Just.. give me another 


week, or however long it takes for me to be able to leave in peace, okay?" 
"Kurt--" 


"I think you'd probably get along with Maxine," said Kurt. "She has a lot of trouble getting along with the 
others but | feel like you'd probably get her, you know?" 


Courtney looked back to Dr. Singh as though pleading with him. Dr. Singh shrugged. "He checked in voluntarily," 
said Dr. Singh, "he can leave whenever he wants. If you want to have another doctor look after him, | 


understand.” 


Its not your fault,” said Kurt. "I shouldn't have gone downstairs in the first place." 

"Baby, don't put the blame for what happened on yourself," said Courtney. "Look, | know how something like 
what happened to you can fuck with your head, Kurt. Your reactions are perfectly natural, but you can't take 
blame for what happened to you, because even if you put yourself down there, it's not your fault. This 
asshole abused his authority to violate you." She rubbed his arm up and down to soothe him. "You did nothing 


wrong." 


Kurt went quiet. Courtney continued to pet and stroke and cuddle him like a nervous puppy, and Dr. Singh 
sighed. 


"As | said before," he said, "if there is anything within my power to do to help you through this, I'm more than 
eager to help you. She's right, you know, Kurt. | bear more responsibility for what happened to you than you 
ever did, and | wish to set things right." 

Courtney gave Dr. Singh a skeptical glance, and nodded. "Sure," she said. 

"Can we go back to my room now?" asked Kurt. "There's. other stuff | wanna talk about." 

‘Of course, baby," Courtney said, and kissed him on the cheek. 

"Go right on ahead," said Dr. Singh. "I have some calls to make." 

Courtney and Kurt both left Dr. Singh's office, and crossed the nearly empty rec room area over to the 
patient rooms. The only soul in the rec room was Lester, sitting in his wheelchair by a window. He turned his 
scarred head to look at Kurt. 


| knew you were a little queer boy," he said with a wicked smile. 


Courtney began storming her way across the room towards him, screaming "SHUT YOUR FUCKING MOUTH, 
YOU MISERABLE OLD FART!" before Kurt stopped her by grabbing onto her arm. 


"Lester's not worth your trouble," said Kurt. "Just ignore him, he hates it when you ignore him." 
"Yeah," said Lester. "Listen to your fairy husband! Ignore me!" 
"That's nice, Lester!" Kurt shouted as he guided Courtney away from him. "See you in Hell, Lester!" 


Lester just cackled as Kurt took Courtney's hand and led her into his room. He shut the door behind him, and 


as he turned around, he saw Courtney looking at the wall above his bed, covered in drawings. 


"Did your new friends make these?" she asked. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "Including one from the guy | helped escape. He did this one," Kurt pointed at the pin-up of 
the cartoon cat woman in a bikini. "The first group therapy session | said | like cats and he gave me this as a 


gift." 


"Jesus, she's built like Pamela Anderson," said Courtney. "Are you into this sort of thing? Cartoon animals with 


beach ball tits?" 

Kurt grinned. "Look, the way | see it, Billy just wanted to combine two things that | love; kitties and titties." He 
couldn't help giggling at the end of the sentence, which surprised Courtney, who just stared at him in disbelief. 
Kurt cleared his throat. "Anyway, | just find it funny but also very sweet," he said. "He's a good kid” 


"Okay," said Courtney, laughing a little bit. She looked over the wall, and observed the drawings. "Is that me?" 
she asked, pointing to the portrait Odette had drawn. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "Odette drew that. You should see her paintings. She does a lot of paintings of stuff like 

cemeteries and suburban neighborhoods and gas stations.. very Edward Hopper with some Edvard Munch. | 
think she actually has a Bachelor's in Fine Arts. But, yeah. She'll come by when I'm playing guitar a lot and 
make song requests.’ 


"Is she a fan?" Courtney asked. 


"Not of me," said Kurt. "At least not before | got here. | covered ‘Bela Legosi's Dead’ for her and she gave me 
that drawing of you. | really like it a lot. | think the colors fit really well." 


"| gotta hear that cover," said Courtney. 


"| recorded it, but | gave the tape to her," he said. "| asked her if she'll make me a copy once we're both out 
of here, y'know, just to have it" 


Courtney was gradually becoming more relaxed, which in turn, made Kurt feel calmer. She pointed to the 


portrait of Frances. "Oh my god," she said breathlessly. "Who did this?" 


"Oh, Valerie did," said Kurt. "Honestly, | think it's like my favorite drawing on this wall, but don't tell everybody 
that." 


Its so pretty," said Courtney, leaning in for a closer look "God, it looks exactly like her." She turned to Kurt. 
"Can | take this home? | want to frame it" 


"Right now?" asked Kurt. 


"Yeah," said Courtney. "We could frame this and put it up in her room. What do you think?" 


"Sure," said Kurt. In truth, he'd miss being able to look at it before bed, but he figured he'd be able to see it 


anytime he wanted once he went back home. "Just be careful with it, alright?" 


Courtney was already prying off the paper from the wall; the drawing had been attached with rolled-up bits of 
Scotch tape under each of the corners, and she slowly, carefully pulled it from the wall. She held it in her 
hands, and Kurt looked over her shoulder at it. 


"I love it," she said. "It kind of reminds me of some old fashioned baby portrait, you know? Not like an old 
photograph but like a painting, almost." 


Kurt rested his chin on her shoulder. "I'll tell her how much you love it," he said. "I think she'll appreciate it" 
Courtney turned her head towards Kurt, and kissed him on the lips. He wrapped her arms around her, and just 
held onto her as she started to kiss him deeper, and though he kissed her back for a few moments, the image 
of Dr. Wallace standing over him with the camera flashed into his mind, he pulled back suddenly. 


"Are you okay?" Courtney asked, 


"| need to sit back down again," said Kurt. He still had his blanket draped around him like a cloak, and he sat on 
the bed, the mattress springs creaking beneath him. 


"Do you want to talk about it?" Courtney asked. 


Kurt hesitated. "| feel like | remember more than | should have remembered," he said. "But the stuff from 
before he gave me those pills.. that's stuff | remember very clearly. | thought at first he was just giving me 
a hard time because of all the trouble | caused, but he kept.. looking at me. He even noticed my wedding band 
and asked me if | loved you and.. how the fuck am | supposed to answer a question like that coming from a 


doctor, you know?" 
"Why would he ask that?" Courtney asked. 
Kurt slumped against the wall. "People here have been spreading rumors about me being gay," said Kurt. 


Courtney frowned. "Kurt," she said, "l'm just gonna come out and say it. Have you been doing stuff with Krist 


behind my back?" 


"What, no!" Kurt said, perhaps a little too defensively, sitting up straight. "| would not, | would never, | love you, 
you know that--" 


"Kurt, don't fucking lie to me," said Courtney. "You already told me about how you feel about him and he's been 


visiting you more than | have. If you've been fucking him while he's here, you can just tell me." 


Kurt slumped back again, and tilted his head back against the wall. "We made out," said Kurt. "We didn't fuck. 


We couldn't fuck, even if we wanted to." 

Courtney's expression was grim. "Why him?" she asked. 

"What, would you not have a problem if | fucked some other guy?" Kurt asked. 

| thought you'd probably hook up with Michael Stipe that one time you were staying with him" 


"Yeah, well, we didn't," said Kurt. "He never came onto me, and | just.. | admire him, but | don't feel the same 
way about him--" 


".. Like you do about Krist," Courtney interrupted, her disappointment palpable. 


"You know," said Kurt, "I told Krist this, but | didn't tell you, but... | wish | could have both of you, together. Like 
the three of us just living Together, all of us loving each other equally, as like this unit, you know? | don't want 
you to be jealous of him, it hurts to know that you feel jealous of him, because | still love you--" 


"Kurt, normal relationships don't work with three fucking people," said Courtney. "It just doesn't work like that, 
so of course I'm going to be fucking jealous. Honestly, | wish you could just go solo so you wouldn't have to be 


tempted by hanging around him all the time--" 


"No," said Kurt. "I can't. | thought about it before when | was more manic, but.. | can't do that to the guys," 
said Kurt. "Krist was there for me when | needed him the most, | can't just turn my back on him and kick him 


to the curb" 

"| said ‘| wish, not ‘you should," Courtney clarified. "But | just. | can't share you, Kurt. | cant" 

"But you had no problem sharing yourself with Billy Corgan," Kurt said bitterly 

"That was a one-time thing!" said Courtney. "And l'm sorry, okay? | shouldn't have done that but | fucked up 
and | did because | was angry and spiteful, and | regret it every single day, okay?" She stood in front of Kurt, 


feet apart, arms wide open and hunched over in a gesture of frustration and vulnerability. 


‘Ive cheated before too," said Kurt. "I cheated on my last girlfriend to be with you. Is that what you're scared 
of? That I'll leave you for Krist, even though I've said that | don't want to do that?" 


"Kurt." Courtney was defeated at this point, slumping against the wall beside all of the artwork Kurt had put 
up. "Let me just.. think about this, okay? You've been through a lot in just the past 24 hours and | don't want 
to be the cause of yet another thing making you feel like shit right now. But | gotta protect my own feelings 


too, you know?" 


‘lm sorry," Kurt mumbled. 


‘I'm sorry too," said Courtney, running a hand through her hair. It was obvious to Kurt she was making a 


great effort to remain calm, considering the circumstances. "You've been through something very traumatic." 
Kurt nodded. "Yeah." 


The both of them went silent for a while, which allowed Kurt to retreat back into the events of the previous 
night. He remembered taking the pills, and how everything after that was like Kurt trying to recall some very 
distant memory.. a song by WHAMI, a song by Murray Head, the click of a camera shutter going off as Dr. 
Wallace stood over him, wearing a straitjacket, an increasing feeling of losing complete control over his limbs, 
Dr. Wallace grinning and talking, the feeling of his hands jerking him off and probing his anus.. he felt a cold pit 
in his stomach and the hairs on the back of his neck prickle, but at the same time, there was a much more 


shameful rush of heat to his groin 


"You know, it's funny," Kurt finally said, “doing benefits for rape victims and reading and hearing stories from 


survivors.. its hard to appreciate some of the things they say until you experience it first hand, you know?" 
Courtney said nothing, though it was clear she was listening very closely. 

"I think the worst part, worse than knowing that guy was taking photographs.. was that even though | didn't 
want it, and | just wanted to run away screaming but | couldn't even move.. the worst part was that.. | was 
aroused by it" He looked up at Courtney, who was covering her mouth and on the verge of tears. "I get it 
now," he said quietly. 

No longer able to hold herself back, Courtney rushed over to the bed and wrapped Kurt into a desperate 
embrace, and started crying. Kurt just rocked back and forth as his eyes started to water. He couldn't even 
sob, or scream, or wail like he wanted to. He felt too numb, and his sorrow came more from making his wife 
cry than anything else. 

"Are you sure you want to stay here?" Courtney asked. 

Kurt nodded. 

"I think you're being stubborn," she said, "and | don't think its the right choice for you." 


"| don't need any more criticisms of my choices right now," said Kurt. 


There was a knock at the door. Courtney sighed and got up, opening it to show the two police officers that 
she'd spoken with only about an hour before. 


"Hello again, Mrs. Love," said Lieutenant Hughes. "You said your husband was ready to submit a written 


statement?" 


Courtney looked back to Kurt, who gave a simple nod. The two officers came in, and the questioning began 


Patterson took notes while Hughes asked questions, and Kurt answered to the best of his ability. Kurt decided 
to leave the ghosts of those from the Day the Music Died, but otherwise told them as much as he was able 
to remember, including the detail of a handheld Nikon camera that Dr. Wallace had used. He noticed that the 
officers asked him several times during their questions if Kurt was, in fact, sure that a camera had been 
found. Patterson handed him a form to fill out for his written statement, and Kurt essentially repeated every 
point he made before, just written down. As he handed the paper back to Hughes, he asked, "Are you sure you 


guys didn't see a camera?" he asked. 


"No," said Hughes, "and you're the only person that's reported seeing one. We're going to need to do some 
investigation to see if we can find it." 


"Okay," said Kurt softly. 


"Thank you for your cooperation, sir.. ma'am," Hughes looked from Kurt to Courtney as he spoke. "Let us know 


if there's anything else we can do for you." 
‘I'd like to ask something," said Courtney, stepping closer to Lieutenant Hughes. 
"And what's that, ma'am?" 


"Keep the fucking tabloids away from my husband," she said, "if could. Please" She didn't break eye-contact 


with the Lieutenant as she said this, and stared him down. 


Completely unfazed, Lieutenant Hughes cast a glance over to Kurt. "I can try my best, ma'am," he said. "We 


know who you are, and we will handle this professionally and discreetly." 

"Good," said Courtney. "See you around" 

Lieutenant Hughes and Officer Patterson gave each other a look of wordless agreement that it was time to 
leave, and they did so. Courtney craned her neck out to watch the officers leave, and once they had moved 


from her line of sight, she went back into Kurt's room. 


"So, asked Courtney, giving a sort of exhausted half-shrug with her arms clapping against the sides of her 
thighs, "now what?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt. "Do you wanna stay and maybe meet my new friends?" 
"Like Lester?" 
"No, the others should probably be around." said Kurt, just now realizing how empty the floor was, even from 


his spot in his room, until he caught a glimpse of Stephan and his nurse shuffling down the hall. "Hey!" Kurt 
called out. "Stephan! Hey!" 


Stephan halted mid-step, and approached the door. He nodded at Courtney, with a quick "Good morning, ma'am," 
before he stopped in the door frame and looked to Kurt. "We heard about what happened to you, Kurt," he 
said. "| saw a vision that you were accosted by a not a man, but a demon last night, and | prayed, and that vile 
devil who laid his hands upon you has been divinely punished!" 

Courtney looked from Stephan, to Kurt, back to Stephan. "Who the hell is this guy?" she asked. 

"He's a patient here," said Kurt. "Stephan, this is my wife, Courtney." 

Stephan looked at Courtney. "How do you do, ma'am?" he asked. 


"Not very well, actually," said Courtney. "And not in the mood for your Jesus shit” 


Stephan staggered back slightly. "You should be more grateful," he said. "There were angels looking out for 
your husband last night!" 


"You know, Stephan, you might actually be right about that," said Kurt. "There definitely was somebody 


watching over me. So, thanks." 
Stephan whirled around to look back at Kurt, his face aglow. "You really mean that?" 
"Yeah," said Kurt, and then with a tone bordering on sincerity added, "God bless." 


Stephan looked overjoyed, and rushed back to his nurses side, loudly reciting prayers in Latin and signing the 
cross. Kurt got up from the bed and stood behind Courtney, who was dumbfounded over the previous events. 


"You really shouldn't encourage him like that," she said. 


"| wasn't lying, though," said Kurt. "I really do think somebody was watching out for me." He looked intensely 
into Courtney's eyes. 


‘Oh fuck, you don't mean--" 


"We don't have to talk about them right now," said Kurt. "It might have just been a hallucination, or a dream, | 
don't know, but | saw them again, and the Big Bopper was with them, too." 


"Great," muttered Courtney. "I thought you said you'd been getting better.’ 
"Who says l'm not?" Kurt asked wryly. 


"KURT!" 


Kurt looked up and saw Raven waving at him frantically, as well as many of the other patients filtering in as 


though they'd come out from recess. Raven ran up to the door, followed closely by Odette, Deandra, Maxine 
and Valerie, the last of whom stopped running once she caught sight of Courtney, and just stood there. 


"Kurt!" said Raven again. "Are you okay, dude?" 

"lm alright," said Kurt. 

‘Is this your wife?" Deandra asked, approaching Courtney. "Are you Courtney?" 
"Yeah, | am," said Courtney. "And who are you?" 

"Oh, I'm Deandra," said Deandra, and then motioned to Raven, "this is Raven" 
"Hi," said Raven, giving her a silly grin 


"This is Odette," Deandra motioned to her side, where Odette was standing, hugging her chest and looking on 


with keen interest. 
Odette gave a curt wave. "Hello," she said. 


"And.. where's Valerie?" asked Deandra, looking around, though her eye caught Maxine, who was standing just 
behind her, and she let out a startled, little yelp. "Oh, goodness, Maxine, you spooked mel" 


"Valerie's over there," said Maxine, looking over her shoulder back at Valerie, who was still standing in the 


same spot in the hallway. "I don't know what her problem is." 
Deandra waved over to Valerie, and spoke loudly and slowly to her. "Honey, its okay! It's Kurt's wifel” 
Valerie stood still as a stone, her eyes locked on Courtney. 


"Hey," said Courtney, looking to Kurt, “isn't Valerie the one that did this drawing of Frances?" She held it up, 


and Valerie's eyes widened as she caught a glimpse of it in her hand. 
"Yeah, that's her," said Kurt, "but--" 


"Heyl" Courtney stepped out into the hall, holding the drawing aloft as she approached Valerie, "| wanted to let 


you know | love the drawing you made, it's gorgeous!" 
Valerie teetered in place, like a young tree hit by a strong breeze, but didn't move. 
"What's the matter?" Courtney asked. "I'm not gonna bite you, | just wanted to thank you!" 


"Courtney," said Kurt, tapping his wife on the shoulder, "she's deaf. She can't hear you.” 


Courtney's entire mood shifted, and the excitement drained out of her. "Oh," she said. "But didn't that lady 
Deandra just." she looked to the others to help her out. 


"She can read lips pretty well but if you're charging towards her like that, she's not gonna like it very much," 
Odette said, cutting in mercifully. She turned to Valerie and quickly signed to her as Courtney watched. Valerie 
didn't move. Odette yanked her head to the side, gesturing to come on, and finally, Valerie walked forward, 
joining the crowd of people around the room. Kurt noticed Ned slip by, looking around Maxine's shoulder to see 
what was happening, then caught sight of Courtney and quickly moved on. 


Valerie looked Courtney up and down until her eyes fixated on the drawing again. Her expression was blank in a 
way that Kurt had never seen before; Valerie was often pulling very exaggerated faces in response to the 
things happening around her. Seeing her so stoic felt off-putting, almost eerie, and it was very clear to Kurt 


that everybody else had picked up on this.. except Courtney. 


Courtney looked to Odette. "Can you tell her that | love this drawing she did of my daughter, and that | want 
to frame it and put it in the baby room?" she asked. 


"Sure," said Odette, sounding a little uneasy. She quickly signed to Valarie, including a motion that was easily 


recognizable as rocking an invisible baby. 


Valerie looked down at her feet, and gave a half-hearted "thank you" sign. She looked at Kurt, as though she'd 
been betrayed somehow, and Kurt reflexively poked his left hand out from the blanket draped over him, making 
his wedding ring fully visible. Valerie noticed this, and she ran, maneuvering around the group, and Odette 


groaned and gave chase. 


The whole group was quiet for a moment before Courtney looked to Kurt. "Is she normally like that?" she 
asked him. 


Maxine was about to speak, but Deandra put a hand in front of her face. "She's going through a lot right now," 
said Deandra, who cast a quick glare at Maxine. "We all are, in different ways. I'm sure she'll apologize for her 
coming across so rude when she's ready." 

Courtney gave a cautious nod, sensing that, perhaps, it wasn’t a good idea to pry further. 


"Maybe you should go," Maxine said to Courtney. "IHI be easier that way." 


"Why?" asked Courtney. "I'm here for my husband, who has been traumatized, by the way, by one of this 
hospital's staff. Why should | leave?" 


"Easier for you," said Maxine. "Just trying to give you some good advice." She left abruptly after that, leaving 
only Deandra and Raven left with Kurt and Courtney. 


"Uh... yeah," said Raven. "Things have kind of.. shaken up a bit since last night," said Raven. "We're all kind of on 
edge and freaked out." 


‘Its absolutely terrible what happened to you, honey," said Deandra, putting a hand on Kurt's shoulder. "If you 
ever want someone to talk to, let me know, okay?" 


"Thanks, Deandra," said Kurt. 


Deandra looked at Courtney. "You found yourself a good man," she said. "You best take care of him, ‘less 


somebody else here snatch him up." 
"Yeah, l'm not gonna let that happen," said Courtney. 


Deandra extended a hand to Courtney, and Courtney took hold, and they shook hands with one gentle shake. 


"You take care, sweetie," she said, and left, he head held high, and her posture perfect, as usual. 


Raven shoved his hands in his pockets, and looked at his feet before he looked back up to Courtney. "It was 
nice meeting you, Ms. Love," he said. "See ya around." And with that, he turned on his heel and scurried off. 


Courtney watched as Raven left, and she and Kurt were alone again. She looked at Kurt. "Are you sure this is 


what you want?" 

"Yeah," said Kurt. "I am. Promise you'll visit me often?" 

‘Of course," said Courtney, and she took Kurt's face in her hands and kissed him on the mouth, taking care not 
to go too deeply into the kiss, even though Kurt could tell she really wanted to do just that. "If anybody does 
anything weird to you, you let me know. Promise?” 

"| promise,” said Kurt. 

"Good," said Courtney, and she slid her arms under the blanket to hold onto him tight, enveloping them both in 


the worn-out, green cloth, and Kurt softly hummed into her ear a familiar tune without even realizing what he 


was humming; "Everyday" by Buddy Holly. 


Scene Not Heard 


Courtney didn't stay much longer after the incident with Valerie, leaving with a kiss, a hug, and a promise that 
if she didn't come back tomorrow, she'd come back the day after, and she would bring Frances with her. 
Shortly after she left, a nurse came in with Kurt's lunch. He was only really able to eat half his sandwich 
before he set the tray aside and wandered out into the hallway to the rec room, his notebook under one arm. 
He approached the drawing table, where Raven, Odette, and Valerie were sitting in their usual spots, though 
Valerie was avoiding eye contact with Kurt. Billy's chair was now occupied by Deandra, who had an array of nail 


polish bottles in front of her. 

"Hey, Kurt!" she called out, and gestured for him to sit down beside her. "How're you feeling, sweetheart?" 
"l'm alright," said Kurt. "You doing your nails?" 

"Yeah," said Deandra. 

".. Could you do mine?" Kurt asked 

Deandra grinned. "And what color would you like this time?" 


Kurt looked over the half a dozen bottles she had set up on the table. He picked one up, and squinted as he 
read the label. "| guess I'll take the seafoam green," he said, putting it back down 


“Surprised you didn't go for something darker," said Odette. 
"I thought you might have used up the last of the black," said Kurt. 
"Oh, | got plenty of black," said Deandra. "| make sure | got enough stocked up. Did you want that instead?" 


"Nah," said Kurt. "I'm thinking something brighter might help." 


"Sure thing," said Deandra. "Now, lemme see those nails." 


Kurt splayed his fingers on both hands and presented them to Deandra. She took his left hand and picked up a 
nail file, and began buffing them. 


"So." said Kurt, "what's been going on?" 


"That's what we've all been wanting to ask you," said Raven. "That is.. if it's okay to ask about what happened" 


| wanna know what you guys know," said Kurt. 


Raven looked to Odette, who shrugged. "He wants to know," she said. 


"Okay," said Raven with a heavy sigh, as he scooted his chair closer to Kurt. "So, here's what I've been able to 
piece together by trying to eavesdrop and talking to other patients. You and Billy went to the bottom floor and 
were caught busting out his twin brother, Bobby, with a key card Billy swiped off one of the orderlies. Billy and 
Bobby went fucking berserk and escaped by climbing the fence, and then rode a bus and hitchhiked to their 
grandma's house. You got left behind and piled on by a bunch of orderlies and got drugged up and restrained 
and sent to the doctor's office. After that.. everything seems a lot less clear. You were caught around Il and 
the doctor came in after midnight to help calm things down and he went in to see you around | AM. And after 
that, nobody really knows what happened, but a nurse heard screaming and a bunch of people came in to see 
Dr. Touchy-Fingers up against the wall in shock, while you're in a straitjacket on the same table, in a 
‘compromising position’ and not able to move and eventually you passed out before the cops arrived and 
started their investigation. | think the cops think the doc might even be faking his condition just to keep from 
going to jail, but | don't know how accurate that is. And then your wife came in earlier this morning and 


started screaming at people and that's all | know." 


"Ah," said Kurt, giving Deandra his other hand so she could work on his nails with the file. "I see." 


"Did | get anything wrong?" asked Raven, 


"The stuff that | remember sounds mostly accurate," said Kurt. "Billy didn't go berserk on anybody, though. It 
was just Bobby. That guy's crazy strong. And only one guy pinned me to the ground” 


"Why were you even down there with Billy in the first place?" asked Odette. 


"He wanted me to help bust his brother out,” said Kurt. 


"Yeah, but.. why?" Odette asked. 


"Why did he want to bust Bobby or why did | agree to it?" 


"Both," said Odette. 


"Well, the first one, Billy was scared that Bobby was gonna get electroshock," said Kurt. "The second one.. | 
don't know. | felt bad, | guess." 


"Why?" asked Raven. 


"They sedate you for electroshock," said Odette. "I've had it done to me. It's not like it is in the movies where 


you're totally awake." 


"They used to do it that way," Kurt mumbled. 


"Yeah, but this is the 90's, Kurt," said Odette. "That's all in the past." 


"So's using straitjackets," said Kurt, "but that didn't stop Dr. Wallace from putting me in one." 


"Sorry," said Odette, "I didn't mean to..." 


"IFs okay," said Kurt. "Did any of you guys. know about him?" 


| heard he was kind of creepy," said Raven, "but that's about it” 


"Same," said Deandra. "You really shouldn't bite your fingernails, you know. Your cuticles are in some bad 


shape." 


‘Nervous habit," was all the excuse Kurt could offer. "What about you, Odette? Or Valerie?" 


Odette shrugged. She then signed quickly to Valerie, and the two had a brief back and forth, though Valerie 
would cast a quick glance at Kurt before quickly looking away again. "Neither of us knew," said Odette. "Valerie 
was under his care for a few days but nothing like what happened to you happened to her." 


Kurt pondered this for a moment, before he asked, "Do any of you know if Ned knew about him?" 


"Ned?" asked Raven. "You think Ned might have..?" He trailed off as he looked around the rec room, and his 
gaze fell upon Ned, who was sitting in a chair and reading a magazine. "He's over there," he said, and pointed 


over Kurt's shoulder. "You could ask him." 


"Not yet," said Deandra, gripping Kurt's wrist to keep him in place. "You don't need to deal with him right now. 
Just relax." 


Kurt looked back to Ned, and Ned didn't even appear to notice he was even in the same room, as Ned pushed 


his glasses up his nose and flipped to the next page. Kurt sighed and his shoulders slumped. "Okay," said Kurt. 


He let himself relax as Deandra applied the base coat of polish to his nails. He looked around the table, and 
noticed that while both Odette and Raven were busy drawing, Valerie appeared to be in the middle of writing 
something with great concentration and intensity. Her pen flew across the page with each line, her hand 
snapping back to the left side of the page over and over, like the platen of a typewriter. It made Kurt want to 
write or draw something for himself, but his hands were currently occupied. There was a quiet that drifted 
down over the table and settled, like a quiet, late-night snowfall. Kurt was able to get a good view of what 
Raven was drawing, which looked like a rendition of Jason Voorhees of the Friday the [3th movies from memory, 


his massive arm in an upswing, holding a machete, as though he were about to bring it down on the viewer. 


"That's fuckin’ awesome," said Kurt. 


"You think so?" asked Raven. "I'm trying to practice with forced perspective. You sure its not too forced?" He 
spun the paper around so that Kurt could get a better look 


"I think if any drawing is worthy of forced perspective, it's a drawing of Jason about to kill you," said Kurt. 


"Ha ha, yeah, good point," said Raven, and he turned the paper back around to continue drawing. 


"Are you gonna get a job working in art?" Kurt asked. 


"Oh, man, I'd love to," said Raven. “Actually, getting disowned by my parents and dropping out of college might 
be one of those opportunities that Dr. Singh is always going on about. | really want to work in comics, you 


know? It's been my dream job since | was a kid" 


"Then you should do it," said Kurt. "You've got nothing to lose." 
"The only thing is, ! don't know how to break into it," said Raven. "I used to just make my own little comics in 
school that I'd show my friends and maybe make a few copies of with the school copier, but my parents found 


them and they threw all my comics out, telling me that they were too violent and | wasn't gonna make money 


doing that." 


"Jesus," said Kurt, "that sucks, I'm sorry, dude." 


Odette looked up from her own drawing. "You know," she said, "you could put together a portfolio and maybe 
try and do some of your comics again. I've known people who have sold some homemade ‘zines at comic book 
and record stores just to get their names out there, and if somebody comes across your work, you have a 


portfolio ready if they want to contact you and see what you're capable of" 


"le never put together a portfolio," said Raven. "I've just got a bunch of sketchbooks." 


"I can help you," said Odette. "Once we're both out of here, | can show you how to set up your portfolio.” 


Raven perked up, and broke out into a sappy grin. "Really?" he asked. 


"Yeah," said Odette. "I'll give you my number." 


Raven let out a bashful laugh as he tried to hide his reddening face behind his hair. "Thanks," he said. 


Kurt couldn't help but crack a smile as Odette quickly wrote down her phone number on a scrap of paper and 
slid it across the table to Raven. Raven took the paper and slipped it into his breast pocket. He looked at Kurt 


with a smirk, and waggled his eyebrows in mock suaveness. 


"Gee, Raven, you're one smooth operator, huh?" said Kurt. 


"Yeah, Kurt, | am," said Raven, his face still red. "You jealous?" 


"Don't get too ahead of yourself, Romeo," said Odette. "I'm not so easily wooed by a dork like you." 


"Yeah, well, this dork just got your digits, and maybe we could see a movie together when we're both out of 
here!” said Raven, puffing out his chest. "So there!" 


"We'll see," said Odette slyly. 


Valerie hadn't looked up once during all of this; Kurt had been looking back to her every once in a while and 
couldn't help but notice. Valerie would usually have her gaze fixed on any people engaged in even casual 
conversation, studying their faces to get an idea of what was going on around her, but now she just seemed 


Totally shut off. 


Deandra worked quickly with Kurt's nails, going through the base coat, a second coat, and a top coat with an 
almost assembly-line speed and precision. "There," she said, leaning back as she screwed the cap back into the 


jar of polish, "how's it look?" 


Kurt wiggled his fingers. The seafoam green wasn't a color he had used before, but it was soft and subtle, and 
he was pleased with it. "Looks great," he said with a smile. "Thanks, Dee." 


"You're welcome, sweetie," she said. 


Kurt laid his hands flat on the table surface, and retreated into his own head. He tapped his fingers on the 
table as though he were pressing keys on a toy piano in his mind. That song, "Everyday," was stuck in his head. 
He was trying to remember what happened between Dr. Wallace straddling him, ready to penetrate him, and 
waking up in his room the next morning, and he couldn't remember much.. aside from a memory of that 
fucking song. He'd had a dream of the trio of ghosts from the Day the Music Died hovering over him, arguing 
with each other but setting aside their differences for Kurt, like some sort of weird, dysfunctional family unit.. 
of ghosts. 


The more he tried to recall, the more he remembered Dr. Wallace talking about rumors spreading, and how he 
needed to talk to Ned. His patience spent and his nails dry enough, he pushed his chair back as he got up from 
the table, and walked across the rec room, stopping just short of Ned, still sitting in an armchair, flipping 


through the pages of a two-month old issue of National Geographic with a sea turtle on the cover. 


"Hey," said Kurt. 


Ned looked up from the magazine. "Oh, hey, Blondie," he said. "You doing okay?" 


| need to talk to you," said Kurt. "Its important.” 


Ned looked over his shoulders, assessing the proximity of the other patients around him. Dissatisfied, he set 
his magazine down on the arm of his chair, and stood up. "Let's talk somewhere a bit more private," he said, 
and put a hand to Kurt's back as he guided him to a secluded corner. Once they were isolated from the other 
patients, Ned did another furtive scan of the room before he leaned in close to Kurt. "Is this about what 
happened to you last night?" he asked. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. 


"Listen," said Ned, "I'm sure you've heard this plenty, but what happened is not your fault. I'm sorry about 
what happened--" 


"Did you ever talk with Dr. Wallace?" Kurt asked. 


Ned was taken aback. "Wh-what?" he sputtered. 


"He said he heard rumors about me," said Kurt, his voice low and husky. "Where could he have heard them 


from, Ned? Who else knew about me and Krist aside from you?" 


Ned's face fell, and he looked as though he were about to be ill. "Oh, no," he muttered. "Oh, no, no, no.. Kurt." 


"Tell me, Ned" 


Ned looked up at Kurt from over his glasses, the heel of his palm pressed over his mouth. He shook his head. 


‘| only ever mentioned it to Charlie," he said. "I swear, l.. | never told Wallace about you." 


"You knew him," said Kurt. 


"Yeah," Ned admitted. "Look, | didn't know him well, but.. well, we all have urges, and I'd heard rumors about one 
of the doctors being into kinky shit, and | know it's wrong, but.. we hooked up anyway. Charlie introduced me. 
Charlie's not the only gay orderly around here, either, but Dr. Wallace had heard about me because, | dunno, | 
guess he scouts out people he wants to bang through the orderlies." 


"So did Charlie tell him about me, then?" 


"God, | hope not," said Ned. "Charlie.. he's had my back here. | don't think it was him, | just can't believe that 
it'd be him..." 


"Then who else could it be?" asked Kurt. 


"Like | said.. Charlie's not the only queen in this castle," said Ned. "Maybe he accidentally said something? | 
don't." Ned spun around, and looked right to Charlie, who was standing at the mouth of the opposite hallway, 
keeping watch. 


"IIl talk to him myself, then," said Kurt, but Ned held out his arm, blocking Kurt from moving. 


"Wait, wait, wait, wait," said Ned quickly. "Listen, if | had to guess who ratted you out to Wallace, I'd guess it 
was either Randy or Mitch. Charlie probably had nothing to do with this." 


"And how would they have known?" Kurt asked, 


"Because they're very observant, Kurt, it's part of their job," said Ned. "They sniffed me out before Charlie 
did, and they work on multiple floors, including with Wallace. I'd bet good money it was one of them." 


Kurt recalled being pinned by Randy on the ground, and Randy taking an almost sadistic pleasure out of having 
caught Kurt that night. "| should probably confirm with Charlie," he said, but Ned's arm was still blocking him. 


"Look, just.. just don't. Not now," pleaded Ned. "Everybody that works here is on edge over what happened to 
you last night and your wife coming in this morning screaming at everybody. He might have an easier time 


talking to me about this than the guy at the center of this." 


"And how do | know you're not trying to cover for him?" Kurt asked. 


Ned lowered his arm, and sighed. "I'm not trying to cover for him, Kurt," he said frankly. "I just know that he's 
been as rattled by this as the rest of us. In retrospect, | probably should have guessed that a guy like Wallace 
was capable of doing what he did to you, but | didn't think about that at the time. Being horny makes you do 


some real dumb shit." 


"I just need to know if anybody knew," said Kurt. "And | wanna hear it straight from the source. | wanna look 


them in the eye when they tell me." 


"Understandable," said Ned. "I get that. Look, if | somehow had a part in what happened to you.. I'm sorry, Kurt. 
| never wanted anything like that to happen to you or anybody, and I've been hearing things that seem to 
indicate you weren't the only person that this has happened to." 


Kurt repressed a shudder. "How long has this been going on?" 


| honestly have no idea," said Ned. "I didn't know how bad this was, | thought he was only fucking orderlies and 


the occasional willing patient participant, you know?" 


"Did he pull out a camera when he was with you?" 


"Camera?" Ned asked. "No, not that | remember. | haven't heard anything about a camera" 


"Can you do me a favor and try and find something about it? Because | swear | remember him taking photos 
of me, and nobody's been able to find it, and | don't even know for sure if it was something | hallucinated. I'm 


pretty sure it wasn't, but things got really weird after | was drugged” 


"Yeesh," said Ned. "That's awful. I'll try and keep my ear to the ground regarding a camera, but | don't know 


what else | can do." 


"Thanks, Ned," said Kurt. 


"Hey," Ned put a hand on Kurt's shoulder, and looked him in the eye, "if you wanna talk to somebody about 
this.. 'm here for you, okay?" 


"Thank you," said Kurt softly, nodding. He patted Ned's hand before he walked off back to the drawing table. He 


sat back down in the same seat, and set his hands out flat on the table again as his nails dried. 


"Everything okay?" Deandra asked. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. 


"So does Ned know anything?" Raven asked. 


"Yes and no," said Kurt. "It's not for me to say." 


Valerie lifted her head and looked to Kurt. She set her pen down, and folded up the paper she'd been writing on 


She fiddled with the paper nervously for a moment before she got up and walked to Kurt, placing the paper in 
front of Kurt. She then patted him on the shoulder before she walked away. Kurt turned and watched her go 
until she disappeared down the hall and out of view, and he looked down at the paper in front of him. He 
delicately picked it up, trying not to let his fingernails touch anything as he did, and he started to unfold it, but 
stopped as he opened the top flap and saw that it was a letter. Quite a long letter, actually. Kurt scooted his 
chair back and took the letter and his notebook with him as he left. "I'll see you guys later," he said as he 


walked away. 


"We're always here for you, sweetie," said Deandra, calling after him. 


Kurt went back to his room, staring at the letter the whole time, and when he got back to his room, he set 


aside his notebook, sat down on his bed, and opened the letter to read it in full 


Dear Kurt, 


| should probably start by saying that | am sorry about how | reacted fo seeing your wife this morning | saw her 
holding that drawing | did of your daughter for you and | was immediately struck by jealousy and anger. | drew that 
for you, and it shocked me to see her holding it. | know that she didn’t know | am deaf but | stil felt insulted by 
her ignorance anyway. | had been so worried about you after what happened last night, and | knew that she had 
come in and was giving everyone a hard time. She didn't leave a good impression on me and | reacted immaturely, 
even though | know that you love her very much and should have been more considerate fo your feelings, and 
hers. She was worried about you. We've all been worried about you 


Everybody knows what Dr. Wallace did | think | can relate fo the pain you must be feeling because its happened fo 
me too. It happened to me a lot. | dont lke talking about it very much but Dr. Singh has told me that it probably 
left a deep impact on my sexuality and how I relate sex and love. This is hard for me to write. Ever since middle 
school, | would seek out boys for sex, hoping it would get me the love | wanted, but instead everybody called me a 
deaf slut | had garbage thrown on me. People would destroy my books and my drawings. There would be graffiti on 
my desk saying that | was a whore. | hated myself and | hated everybody. This went all the way up until high 
school, and even when | got into university. | know people here talk about me like Im just boy-crazy, but its deeper 
than that. | tried to sleep with a couple different patients here because | still keep looking for love. | even tried to 
sleep with Raven but he freaked out and panicked and almost got us caught. He's shyer around girls than he wants 
people to know. Then | saw you and you were so pretty, | could feel my heart in my ears, but then you said you 
were married. But | am stubborn. | thought maybe you liked me back a little. Its why | have written you so many 
notes and made you so many drawings. | kept flirting with you. But then | saw your wife with you and the illusion ld 


made for myself was broken 


| know it's wrong but | feel like Im in love with you, and | want to protect you from anybody else ever hurting you 
again. Dr. Wallace is an evil man and he will pay for what he did to you. But | also know that | cant have you. It 
hurts. I's probably a bad idea to tell you all of this right after what happened but | am anyway, and | know that 
you probably don't feel the same way towards me. | saw some of the staff talking about you and that tall friend 
of yours that comes over and how you might have something with him, but its hard to eavesdrop when you can’t 
hear, and people usually notice if you are staring at their faces for too long | want cochlear implants. | want to 
hear things again Everybody at university was deaf or hard of hearing and they make such a big deal out of having 
a culture thats under attack by people that can hear. A lot of them have never been able to hear, but | did once, 
and | still remember sounds. | miss hearing music. | want to hear your music. | didnt have very many friends in 
university anyway. They dont lke how | miss hearing They dont lke me wanting to save up for cochlear implants 
They made me feel bad for it. Maybe if | was born deaf | would not feel this way, but | can still hear music in my 


dreams. h my dreams | can hear your music, your voice. It probably doesn’t sound anything like you do in real life. 


There was a song | heard all the time right before | got sick, when | was really little, and | would dance to it when 
it came on the radio. It was called "Don't Fear the Reaper." You probably know that one. | read the lyrics fo it 
shortly before | came in here. Odette asks you to sing songs for her a lot. | want to hear you sing that song for 
me. Maybe you playing music is what attracts me fo you; you have something | can't have. Its a mystery | cannot 
know. | want some small piece of you to be able to carry with me. Im sorry if this puts you in an awkward 
position, because you mostly just seem like you want fo be friends with me, and | want more. | know you've been 
having trouble in your marriage, and you might have some Kind of affair with your fall friend that plays bass. | 
won't fell anyone. Im good at keeping secrets. | know Ive said a lot in this letter. Its probably all over the place. Im 
sorry. | want fo see you happy and sate. Id Ike it if you wrote me back Maybe we can work something out. 


Sincerely yours, 


Valerie 


Kurt read and re-read the letter over two or three times before he put it down. He let his head fall back 
against the wall and stared at the ceiling as he let it all sink in He wasn’t sure how long he stayed on the bed, 
sitting, staring, thinking. Eventually, he picked up his notebook, and flipped to an empty page. He started to write. 


Valerie, 


| read your letter, and | have a lot on my mind right now. You Told me, well, a lot, and its going to take a while 
for me to work through everything there. | want to try and keep this brief because | think maybe it would be best 


if we discuss this in person | know my sign language sucks but we can write back and forth if we have to, like a 


proper conversation 


First, | accept your apology about Courtney, and | kind of figured that you were jealous. | didn’t make the 
connection about the drawing She saw it on my wall, she loved if, and | told her that she could take it home and 
hang it in Frances's room. | never thought that it would be a problem for her to take it. And while it is true that 
we've had problems in our relationshp, | want more than anything to make it work with her. | don’t want to go 
through a divorce like my parents did, and put my daughter through the same thing | went through, knowing how 
much that divorce traumatized me. | also love Courtney so much but its a tumultuous kind of love; we've exploded 
at each other, fought a lot, yelled at each other, but | want to give it a try. | still love Courtney and | want 
Frances to grow up with parents that love her and love each other. The stuff with Krist is more complicated | can 
fell you about that in person Word has gotten around to people, including Dr. Wallace, and Im pretty pissed off 
about it, especially because that creepy dentist-looking motherfucker used our relationship as an excuse to try and 
Justify raping me. | hope he fucking drops dead 


Second, reading about what you went through saddened me and made me angry. | wish | could have been there fo 
beat the shit out of those fucking grade school kids and everybody else that hurt you. You should have never gone 
through what you went through. | hate rapists. | despise them, and it fucks me up when I falk with somebody and 
they trust me enough fo tell me that something like that happened to them, because my instinct is felling me "find 
that fucker that did it and stomp their face into a bloody pulp." For that to happen to you, and for you to have 
been so young.. saying "lm sorry" just feels insulting Thats not gonna undo years of abuse. Just know that you 
didn't deserve any of that, and you should be angry about it Somebody once said "Anger is a gift." | think it was 
Malcolm X, | dont remember, but | definitely heard it in a song by that band Rage Against the Machine. But that's 
besides the point, though The point is that you can use your anger to get the justice you deserve, or even get it 


for others who have been through similar trauma. Youre a survivor, and youre probably stronger than | am. 


Third, in regards to your feelings towards me, | figured that you at least had some kind of crush on me. | dant 
know why, and I really should have put up that barrier earlier but Im a selfish asshole and | was enjoying the 
attention of somebody new, somebody that wasnt a fan and wasn't trying to kiss up to me because of fame. I 
dont know what it is that you see in me. | could only guess from the drawings you've done of me, which | have to 
say, are the best looking portraits anybody has ever done of me. Im an ugly, scrawny bastard so Im always kind 
of surprised when somebody tells me otherwise. Its kind of funny that you say you find me mysterious, because | 
honestly felt the same towards you. There was a short period of time after my failed suicide attempt where | 
couldn't hear anything except ringing in my ears and | was afraid Id gone permanently deaf. That scared the shit 
out of me. Turns out it was just tinnitus (/ think | spelled that right), and Im able to hear again just fine. But when | 
met you, | found myself wondering what it would be lke if | had gone deaf, or what my life might have been hke if 
| had never been able to hear anything at all 


Man, what happened to this letter being "brief?" Didn't take long for me to screw that up. 


How much does it cost to get cochlear mplants, anyway? Because Ive got a lot of disposable income. | cant give 
you my love, but | can cover the costs to get them for you. All of it, on me. You don't owe me anything else. 
Your kindness and your art have been more than enough, and remaining friends after we're both out would be a 


nice bonus. Im dead serious. Its the least | can do. 


All the best, 


Kurt 


Kurt had written on both sides of two pieces sheets of notebook paper. He tore out both pages, and folded 
them together. He stood up and walked out into the hallway, stopping just outside of Valerie's room. He 
instinctively knocked on the door before remembering how fucking useless that was. Instead, he opened the 
door just wide enough to poke his arm inside, and waved. He waited a few seconds and heard nothing, so he 
poked his head inside. 


She wasn't in. Her bed was neatly made, she had multiple books and magazine stacked neatly next to the head 
of the bed, and along the walls were many drawings, the majority done by her, of different animals and 
fantasy creatures, as well as doe-eyed girls in fantastical outfits that reminded Kurt of that old cartoon 
Battle of the Planets from when he was a kid, or maybe Speed Racer. He placed the letter on her pillow, right 
in the center, as though he were a maid leaving a mint on a hotel room pillow. He took one last glance around 


her room at her artwork, and left to go back to his room. 


Paydirt 
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Kurt had only been writing in his journal for less than a half an hour before he heard his door creak open. 
Standing there in the doorway was Valerie, holding the letter Kurt had given her, looking absolutely giddy and 


trembling in excitement. "You.. mean it?" she said aloud. 


Kurt nodded. He flipped to a blank page and wrote in his notebook, in large letters, "I AM SERIOUS," and showed 
it to Valerie. 


She squealed, and ran over to the bed to wrap her arms around Kurt, and squeezed him as tightly as her 


arms could handle. "THANK YOU!" she said, loudly and excitedly. 


Kurt patted Valerie on the back, but as she pressed further against him, he found himself fully reciprocating 
her embrace. She held onto him for a while, burying her face in his hair, nuzzling him. Kurt poked her 
shoulder, and she pulled back from him, her eyes turning moist with tears. 


"We need to work out how to get you your implants," Kurt said slowly, mouthing each word carefully. "If you 
can set something up, I'll pay for it.” 


Valerie nodded, spelling the letters for "O" and "K" over and over again hastily, hitting the "K" into her palm as 


though stamping a piece of paper with it. She didn't have her white board with her, and she looked around for 


it for a second before realizing she hadn't brought it in with her. "You're.. not mad at me?" she asked. 
"No," said Kurt, shaking his head. 


"You're very.. nice," said Valerie. 


Kurt bowed his head as he blushed. He did the sign for "thank you" as he did. 


Valerie bounced in place on the bed anxiously, rapping her knuckles together, not sure what to do with herself. 


"| need.. to go." she said. 


"You didn't want to talk?" Kurt asked, making a talking gesture with his hand as though he were manipulating an 
invisible Muppet. 


‘| will.. later." said Valerie as she got up off the bed "I need to go. Bye-bye!" She waved good-bye to Kurt with 
her entire arm, and Kurt waved back with his fingers before she turned and ran back to her room in 


excitement. Kurt craned his head as he watched her go. 


For the first time in a long time, Kurt felt genuinely good. To be able to use the ridiculous amount of money 
he'd made to actually help somebody, and to see them get excited, it felt really good. It was true that this was 
far from the first time Kurt had put money towards charity, his most recent charity work was raising money 
towards support for those who were suffering in Bosnia's civil war, but Kurt had never been to Bosnia Maybe 
someday he would go, but the only reason that Kurt could find Bosnia on a map was because the country was 
cradled by Croatia, a country from which Krist claimed heritage. It wasn't the same as having someone, right 
in front of him, light up like a firecracker at Kurt promising to help her get cochlear implants. Even though 
she'd made it very clear that she was in love with him, he still hoped, perhaps naively, that they might be 
able to remain friends. That night, he decided he would call up Courtney about helping Valerie out, and perhaps 
give his mother a call, though he hoped she didn't have to know what, exactly, happened to him last night. 


And he would do both of these things, Courtney was hesitant at first over helping Valerie given how she'd 
been treated by her that morning, but ultimately agreed to it, and Kurt's mother danced around the issue of 
Kurt's trauma, offering comforting words and attempts to soothe him, with a brief reprieve of being able to 
say hello to Frances on the phone. Kurt hung up after he finished his calls and went back to his room to see a 
fresh drawing on his bed from Valerie. It was a stylized drawing of him with Frances as he held her in her 
arms, and it fit in the exact spot that Kurt had put up the previous portrait of Frances. He taped it in the 
empty spot, and sat on the bed, just looking up at it, and all the drawings on his wall 


Kurt heard the sound of paper scooting across the floor, and looked down to see Valerie's hand poking through 
the ajar door, before she quickly retracted it and ran off again. Kurt got up from the bed and picked up the 


piece of paper, reading it. 


We talked with a doctor in another hospital. We can have the procedure done as soon as next month Id like you to 
be there with me, please. 


Valerie 


Poking his head out the door, Kurt caught a glimpse of Valerie peeking out her own room door, looking at him 
expectantly. Kurt nodded and gave her the OK sign with his hand, and she squealed with delight. 


Shortly after this, itd be time for lights out, and Kurt would take his medication and not long afterward, would 


fall asleep. 


The next thing that Kurt was aware of was the low, dimmed light of the green room from that dream over 
two weeks ago, and the feel of a leather chair underneath him. The lights were tinged red, and smoke hung in 
the air. Kurt half-expected a dwarf in a red suit to come shimmying in and start speaking to him in reversed 
backwards speech. Instead, the door opened, and instead of Buddy or the Big Bopper or Ritchie, in strode 
Anubis, sporting a new suit. It was a purple, polyester leisure suit with a shimmering, gold leaf shirt 
underneath, and his shoes were dark leather with pointed tips, and polished to perfection. He wore gold-rimmed 
tea-shades, and he had a cigar clenched firmly between his pointed teeth as he strolled into the room, 
carrying the same briefcase he'd had last time. 


"You're back," he said, finally speaking for the first time to Kurt. His voice was deep and gravely, somewhere 


between Tom Waits and Tone-Loc. "How are you enjoying your new path?" 


Kurt felt paralyzed. He just watched as Anubis smirked and sat down on the couch on the opposite end of the 
room, crossing his legs while keeping his thighs as far apart as possible, so that his ankle was resting on the 
opposite knee. 


"What's the matter?" asked the God of Death. "Don't you have anything to say?" 


"Where's the Bopper?" Kurt asked. 


"He's not coming to help you," said Anubis. "That's not what you want, anyway. What you want is a way to 
work out all those uncomfortable feelings brought up by your encounter last night, isn't that right?" 


"What | want," said Kurt, "is to know where that fucking camera is." 


"You can want both," said Anubis. He sucked on the cigar, burning through the paper, and then let out a billow 
of smoke into the air above him. In the smoke, Kurt could see an image of a pair of hands grabbing the 
camera Dr. Wallace had used that night, and tucking the camera away into the pocket of a pair of hospital 


scrubs. 


"Who is that?" Kurt asked. "Who took it?" 


Anubis didn't say anything. He rolled his cigar between his teeth, and used his tongue to bring it to the other 
side of his mouth. He bared his pearly-white fangs, giving Kurt a good look at his powerful jaws. Anubis 
lowered his shades and looked Kurt up and down as though he were a slab of meat, and Kurt felt the hairs on 


the back of his neck prickle and an icy sensation race down his spine. 


"It doesn't matter who took it," said Anubis. "The two most likely scenarios are either the photos end up leaked 
online by the end of the decade only to be buried by your lawyers and remain an internet urban legend, or 
they show up more two decades later on some obscure image board where they're circulated by degenerates 


and only talked about in whispers, assumed to be fakes." 


"| don't want them showing up anywhere," said Kurt. "I want that camera smashed to pieces and the negatives 


burned." 


"We don't always get what we want," said Anubis. "I cant do very much for a man whose heart is so heavy. 


"So why are you telling me this if there's nothing you can do for me?" asked Kurt. "What's the point?" 


"The scales can always be tipped a little further in either direction," said Anubis, "for a price.” 


"This is bullshit," said Kurt, finally able to move again. He stood up from his chair and stormed toward the 
green room door. He gripped the knob and twisted, only for his hand to slip off; the knob wouldn't budge. Kurt 
uselessly rattled the knob in place, and looked back at Anubis. "Unlock the door." 


"That's not what you want from me," said Anubis. 


"The fuck its not," said Kurt. 


"Is it?" asked Anubis. "We're in your brain right now. I'm inhabiting your subconscious, and you subconscious is 
saying to me that you have some unresolved issues you need to work out involving being dominated by a large 


male with big, white teeth." The God of Death bared his teeth again. 


Kurt shuddered. "Y-y'know," he said, "for a guy that smokes cigars, you'd think your teeth would be more 


yellow." 


“Tobacco doesn't stain the teeth of a god," said Anubis. He had one arm stretched across the back of the 
couch, and he patted the back cushion underneath his dark hand, beckoning Kurt to sit. "Come," he said. 


Cautiously, Kurt moved away from the door and sat down on the couch, as close to the arm as possible so 
that there was distance between him and the god. Anubis rolled the cigar across his mouth again, and puffed 
out smoke like an agitated dragon. He moved his hand down to Kurt's shoulder, and pulled him in close to his 
side. Kurt felt small against him, guessing that he had to be around Krists height; taller, if he were to count 
the god's stiff, pointed ears, jutting up from his head like the arches of a crown. Anubis leaned in close to 


Kurt, and sniffed him with his canine nose. 


"I believe you once said that no one dies a virgin, because life fucks us all," said Anubis. His nose was just an 
inch away from Kurt's uninjured ear, exhaling hot breath into the outer shell of his ear and causing the hair 


around it to dance around the air. "So how'd you like to be fucked by death?" 


There was a knock at the door, and Anubis and Kurt both whipped their heads around to stare at it. "Heyl" said 


a familiar voice, it was unmistakably Buddy. "What's going on in there? How come the door's locked?" 


Anubis rolled his eyes and sighed as he snapped his fingers, and the door swung open as Buddy stumbled in, 
having been trying the knob as it unlocked. Buddy saw the two of them together and stood up straight, a look 


of consternation crossing his face. 


"And just what the hell do you think you're doing?" Buddy asked, trying to puff out his chest as he locked eyes 
with the God of Death. "Who let you in here, anyway?" 


"He did," said Anubis as he gestured to Kurt. "lm only here because he wanted someone like me to be here." 


Buddy looked skeptical as he turned to Kurt. "Is that true?" 


Kurt shrugged helplessly, resigning himself to whatever was going to happen. 


"Alright," said Buddy, walking towards the couch as he stared down Anubis, "I don't like whatever it is you're 
tryin to do here, so | suggest you leave, before--" He was stopped as Anubis stood suddenly to his feet, and 
Buddy's entire face was covered by the God of Death's hand. Anubis held the man in place as he let out 
muffled swears and struggled underneath his grasp. Slowly, the God of the Dead turned his head and looked to 


Kurt, removing his shades as he looked down to Kurt with a glint in his dark eyes. 


"You had to bring him into this too, didn't you?" asked Anubis, his voice low and husky. "Is this what you 


want?" 


"L-look," stammered Kurt, "just let Buddy go, alright? He has nothing to do with.. whatever the hell it is that's 


going on" 


"You're traumatized and you're horny and you stupidly summoned a ghost and an angel disguised as an 
Egyptian god as stand-ins for your wet dream," said Anubis, still holding Buddy in place as Buddy railed against 
Anubis with tightly balled fists, to little avail. "Your rash decisions affecting others beyond yourself is a 
constant theme in your life, isn't it? Now you've gotten this poor soul involved. | don't even think he swings 


that way." 


"Then let him go!" shouted Kurt. 


‘Oh, but I've fucked him before," said Anubis. "Everyone stuck in this purgatory has to get fucked by me 
eventually, if they wish to move on" He tossed Buddy onto the couch, where Buddy face-planted into the 


cushions. The door to the green room swung shut, and the lock clicked into place. 


Buddy flipped himself over so that he was seated on the couch next to Kurt. He adjusted his crooked glasses 
and looked at Kurt, his face a mixture of annoyance, disappointment and disapproval. "What the hell did you go 
and do?" 


"| didn't do anything!" Kurt exclaimed, and pointed at Anubis. "This dog-faced fuck has been blaming all of this 
on me, saying that | want this and it's my fault!" 


"SILENCE!" bellowed the God of the Dead. He bent down over them, pinning both of them down with his gaze. He 
lifted Kurt's chin with his clawed fingers, and looked him in the eye. "Do you know what it's like to lose yourself 


in humanity?" 


"What?" was all Kurt could say in response. 


"An angel that spends time in close proximity to humans adapts their traits," said Anubis. "Their customs, 
their language, their desires.. each day | stray further from God and become more human. | only have the 
form I'm using now because humans invented it and know of it. | don't have to look like this. | could look like 
anything. | could be your wife, your best friend, the doctor that molested you, your high school principal, the 
President of the United States, a mugwump.. anything at all.” 


"Could you not be here?" Kurt asked. 


"Ah, but that's part of it, isn't it?" asked Anubis. "It's you not wanting this that makes it such forbidden fruit. 
That's the allure, and that is why you have no choice but to give in" 


Kurt trembled under the feather-light touch of the god. The chills on his back were offset by a rush of blood 
to his loins and his heart pumping blood so hard he could feel his pulse in several different body parts at once. 
His eyes rolled to the side, and he looked at Buddy, who was hunched over beside him, his hands tucked 


between his thighs, looking supremely uncomfortable. 


‘Okay, fine, but Buddy doesn't need to be here," said Kurt. "This is already really weird. | don't need to involve a 
dead guy on top of it.” 


Anubis laughed, and used a single claw to cut through the front of his hospital shirt, exposing his bare chest. 
"Then perhaps he should have thought of that before he started knocking on the door," said the God of the 
Dead. He grabbed Kurt by the throat and flung him across the room, back into the chair, where Kurt fell as 
the chair tumbled back onto the floor. Kurt scrambled over the chair to look back to the couch, and saw 
Anubis pinning Buddy Holly against the couch, shredding Buddy's suit to ribbons with his claws and teeth, as 
Buddy whaled on Anubis' head with his fists as he hollered and swore at the jackal-headed god. 


Kurt jumped to his feet and ran to Anubis, tackling the god from behind and struggling to climb up his back. 
Anubis reached behind him and grabbed a handful of Kurt's shirt and flung him off again. Anubis grabbed 
Buddy's ankle and dragged him like a rag doll behind him as he approached Kurt, who was lying on his back, 
struggling to get up. The God of Death tossed Buddy on top of Kurt so that he was lying on top of Kurt, chest 
to chest, his glasses askew on his face. The two of them looked at each other, bare chests heaving against one 
another before Buddy pushed himself up off of Kurt, only to be forced back down again as Anubis jammed the 
heel of his shoe into Buddy's back. Buddy let out a terrified yelp as Anubis leaned onto him, resting his arm 
across his raised knee as he plucked his nearly-spent cigar from his mouth. He held it between his clawed 


fingers, pondering it for a moment, before he ground it into Buddy's back as Buddy screamed in pain. 


"That's what you get for trying to play hero," said Anubis as he loosened his leather belt. He crouched down 
over Buddy, grabbing the man's wrists, and held them together as he wrapped his belt around them, binding 
his hands tight. He flipped Buddy over with the toe of his shoe, and unzipped his fly as he ran his long tongue 


along the length of his muzzle. "Indeed," he said, "a fine offering." 


Anubis grabbed the top of Kurt's head, and angled it up so that Kurts eyes were level with the God of 
Death's crotch. The god worked his pants down just past his ass; he'd been going commando this whole time, 
and Kurt found himself staring in awe of the Egyptian God of Death's porn star-sized cock and balls. It was like 
looking at a blackened roll of salami with foreskin Kurt had the fleeting thought that Anubis could probably 
beat someone to death with it. 


"| can't.. it won't fit," said Kurt. 


"You'll make it fit," said Anubis, grabbing Kurt by the hair and shoving Kurt's face into his dick. Kurt's mouth 
wasn't open, so instead the space alongside Kurt's nose was just pressed up against Anubis’ penis, right into 
the heated flesh, so that Kurt could feel it throb against his cheek. "Open wide, and receive your holy 


sacrament,” Anubis commanded, and Kurt opened his mouth as Anubis shoved the head of his penis into Kurt's 


mouth. 


It was hard for Kurt to get his mouth around it, and it wasn't even erect yet. Kurt's experience in sucking 
cock was sparse, admittedly, but he'd had his own cock sucked enough times to know what worked. His cheeks 
went hollow as he slurped on the reddish-purple head, trying to work his tongue along the underside as best 
he could without removing it. Perhaps, he thought, if he did a good enough job, then the God of the Dead would 
just ignore Buddy altogether. As he thought this, Anubis pushed Kurt's head forward onto his cock, driving it 
back into this throat. Kurt could feel the cock twitch as he gagged around it, and Anubis groaned in pleasure, 
holding Kurt in place for a few seconds before granting him the mercy of letting him pull his head back as 
Kurt coughed and sputtered as strings of drool dangled from the sides of his mouth. 


"Tip the scales in his favor," said Anubis cryptically, as he pointed his now hardening cock towards Buddy. Kurt 
looked over to Buddy, who just looked defeated, 


"Buddy, you don't have to--" Kurt started between coughs, but Buddy held up his bound hands and cut him 
off. 


"| appreciate your concern," he said, "but it's not like this ain't something | haven't had to do before." He opened 
his hands and cradled Anubis's cock with them as he brought it to his lips, kissing the tip of it with gentle 
reverence before running his tongue along the slit. Kurt's jaw dropped as he watched. Buddy, despite having put 
up such a fight earlier, was now handling the jackal-headed god's cock as though they were long-time lovers. 
Buddy worked his way into fitting Anubis’ cock into his mouth incrementally, and the god let out a low growl of 


approval. 


"You see," said Anubis, petting the curly hair atop Buddy's head, "all who come to me in this corner of 
purgatory must pay their respects eventually, and someone who has been here as long as Charles here knows 


how to submit." 


"Don't call me Charles," Buddy said, letting Anubis‘ cock fall out of his mouth just for a moment before he 


went back in on it. 


"IIl call you what | will," said Anubis, now shoving Buddy deeper onto his cock He threw back his head and 
moaned, his eyes lighting up into a shimmering gold color as though he were possessed. "Ohhhh, yes, the 
visions.. they're coming to me. Kurt, help out your dead friend My shaft is feeling neglected, as are my 

testicles. Get to work" 


Buddy moved his hands out of the way so that Kurt could put his mouth to the length of Anubis’ cock, 
running his lips across it like a skin harmonica and licking it up and down. He cradled the god's nuts, not really 


sure what to do with them aside from play with them in his hand like a pair of Baoding balls. 


Anubis removed his cock from Buddy's mouth with a wet pop before he speared it back into Kurt's mouth, 
slowly pushing it as far back as it could fit as he held Kurts hair into pigtails. Kurt looked up as Anubis and 


saw his eyes were now luminous, like his skull had been turned into a Jack-O-lantern, 


"And so it was that Atum created all of creation through masturbation to completion," said Anubis, forcing 
Kurt to choke on his cock "Pharaohs would pay tribute to his creation by masturbating beside the Nile river, 
ejaculating into it, and watching their semen flow downstream. How fitting, then, that the tiniest particle of 
matter be called the atom, and to split it causes death and destruction" Kurt breathed heavily through his 
nose as the head of Anubis’ cock started to dip down into his esophagus, unable to go any further, though 
Kurt's mouth was still a scant inch from the base. Anubis pulled his hips back until just the head of his cock 
was still inside Kurt's mouth, and began to fuck it with violent fervor, and Kurt could only let out a series of 
garbled gasps and moans. Even with Anubis rambling as he was, Kurt had still gone rock hard, and he reached 


a hand down to his groin to squeeze it. 


"Take off your clothes," commanded Anubis, taking his engorged, throbbing cock out of Kurt's mouth once 


more, eliciting another gasp from Kurt. 


Kurt obeyed, slipping out of his split shirt and wriggling out of the hospital pants and his underwear so that he 
was completely naked, and his growing erection was now freed from its cotton confines. Anubis let out a 


satisfied hum, and pointed to Buddy with his cock. "Now, strip him too." 


There didn't seem to be much of a point in taking off Buddy's clothes, as they were hanging off of him in 
tatters around his trembling frame. Kurt crawled over Buddy, and started undoing his belt. "Sorry about this," 


Kurt mumbled. 


"You do what you gotta do," Buddy sighed, the fight having gone completely out of him. Kurt slipped Buddy's 
belt off and cast it aside, and carefully, nervously, unbuttoned and unzipped his fly. A part of him was unsure 
what to expect, with just how weird everything else was regarding their current situation, but when he pulled 
down Buddy's pants, there was, unsurprisingly, a penis. A ghost's penis, Kurt reminded himself. Compared to the 
fucking Goliath dong that Anubis was packing, it somehow appeared quaint, almost timid, as it began to rouse 
from its flaccid state. Kurt gave it a tentative stroke, and Buddy let out a low, clipped gasp as Kurt's fingers 


made contact with the sensitive skin. 


But Kurt didn't have time to have any sort of foreplay with Buddy, as Anubis shoved Kurt against Buddy again, 


pinning them both down, stomach-to-stomach, cock rubbing against cock. "Good, good," said Anubis. "Now, kiss." 


Buddy positioned his arms so that they were around Kurt's narrow shoulders, pulling him in closer, resting his 
bound wrists between Kurt's shoulder blades, pulling him in tighter towards him. It was Kurt that touched 
Buddy's lips first; Buddy wasn't the first rock star that he'd kissed, nor would he be the last, though Kurt 
tried to put it out of his mind that Buddy was definitely the first dead dude that he'd kissed. Buddy opened his 
mouth just a bit, running his tongue across his lips, touching Kurt's lips as he did so, and Kurt felt another 
surge of heat rush to his already yearning cock. This was about as far as he'd ever really gotten with Krist, 
being naked and drunk and just feverishly rubbing their cocks together as they made out. They'd only managed 
to do that a few times on a tour bus, shortly before he started dating Courtney. Now he was in the same 
position Krist had been in, on top of another man, his tongue in Buddy's mouth and his cock slippery with sweat 
as it rubbed up against Buddy's. 


And then Anubis, who had taken the time to strip himself completely nude, knelt down in front of Kurt's ass 
and stuck his cold, wet dog nose into Kurt's taint, which made Kurt squeak in surprise. The God of Death placed 
his hands on Kurt's ass, and with his thumbs, parted Kurt's cheeks like Moses parting the Red Sea, only 
instead of a crowd of Hebrews coming through, it was a long, flexible, muscular tongue that slithered down the 
middle, and pressed right up against Kurt's asshole. Kurt let out a low, breathy moan into Buddy's mouth as 
his entire body seized from the sensation. Anubis's tongue wriggled its way past Kurt's sphincter, feeling 
nothing like the occasional finger in the ass Kurt might slip in while masturbating; it went in farther, bit by bit, 
lapping along the walls of his ass until it went back so far that it tickled his prostate. Kurt bucked his hips 
against Buddy, pulling away from their kiss to toss his head back and let out a guttural howl. 


Anubis pulled his tongue out of Kurt's ass, his mouth watering, drool slavering onto Kurt's backside. "Perfect," 
he said, getting onto his knees as he held tight onto Kurt's ass. "And now, it is time for you to receive my 
most precious gift to you." He lined up the tip of his cock with Kurts asshole, and Kurt felt the soft flesh 
start to press into his yielding hole. He buried his head into the crook of Buddy's neck, and braced himself, 
holding his breath as Buddy held him close, and Anubis' cock head slowly pushed its way inside, splitting Kurt 
wide. He let out a bellow into Buddy's chest, trying to muffle his cries as the cock of Anubis continued to plow 
its way forward, deeper and deeper, lubricated only by the god's saliva. Anubis’ glowing eyes rolled back in his 
head in ecstasy as Kurt's ass tightened around his girth, and he finally buried the entire length of his godhood 


into Kurt's ass. 


‘Its okay," Buddy whispered into Kurt's ear, as Kurt grunted from the strain. "You can handle this. Its always 
hard the first time." 


“Shhhhhhut the fuck up," Kurt snarled through gritted teeth, as Anubis gave a few shallow thrusts into his 


ass, as the god's balls tapped against his own. "Fuck, he's gonna rip me in half." 


"Cease your incessant whining," snapped Anubis, pulling back again until only the head of his penis was still 
inside of Kurt, only to slam back in at full force with a slap on Kurts ass. Kurt screamed again, and without 
even thinking, bit into Buddy's shoulder just to have something to gnash his teeth against, and Buddy yelped like 
a kicked dog. He tried to shake Kurt off, but Anubis pushed down on the both of them harder as he fucked 
Kurt harder. "Ohhh, that's much better," said Anubis, his eyes glowing brighter. "Oh, but | am achieving clarity! 


| can see! | can see!" 


"Ah, hell,” Buddy hissed, "not this again" 


Kurt barely had time to process what was happening before Anubis was fucking him like a machine, moving 
with the mechanical ferocity of pumping pistons, as he let out a low sound from his throat, and began to speak 
as though he were tuning into the frequencies of a cosmic radio station 


"Ahhhh, a national hero falls in a splatter of blood and a car chase.. February Ith , 1995.. the scale will be 
balanced. A sacrificial lamb slain on the altar of the 21 Club, retreating, retreating, further into the self.. the 
digital realm offers sanctuary, sanctuary from blown-out office buildings, the digital realm opens possibilities, 
as does the peyote button on the farm of a burnt-out junkie, Fear and Loathing in Fat City.. slay the princess 
and watch the wicked saint wither, two men once friends meet their ends at the barrels of guns.. a copied 
animal, a nation rapt in a soap opera, mail-bombs for peace, teenage murder fantasies broadcast live on 24 
hour cable for all the world to see, the digital bubble bursts, panic, panic! .. Burning bush, burning bush, burns 
before the mask of an empire crumbles into smoke and fire as the eyes of every man, woman and child can 


only behold the horror, the horror." 


As Anubis continued to spew gibberish, he increased the pace, hitting Kurt's prostate with each thrust, no, 
smashing into it. Kurt started seeing sickly yellow, the kind of yellow only able to be seen by optical illusion Kurt 
clung to Buddy, and groaned into his ear as he felt so full that he thought he might explode at any second. 
Buddy nudged Kurt's head with his own "It'll be over soon," he whispered. He then winced, as Anubis shoved his 
middle and ring fingers right up Buddy's ass, and immediately Buddy started to squirm and writhe, panting like a 
slut. 


"NEVER FORGET, SUPPORT OUR TROOPS, CONTINUE SHOPPING, TERROR THREAT LEVEL ORANGE, SHOCK AND 
AWE, SHOCK AND AWE, MISSION ACCOMPLISHED, THERE ARE KNOWN UNKNOWNS, WEAPONS OF MASS 
DESTRUCTION!" Anubis’ mouth wasn't even moving anymore; his head was tilted back and his mouth was wide 


open, as though it was some sort of speaker working across space and time, the volume increasing with each 
thrust. "FAILURE, FAILURE, CONSTANT INSTITUTIONAL FAILURE, AGAIN AND AGAIN, HOPE AND CHANGE, 
CHANGE AND HOPE, MORE OF THE SAME, THE SAME, TOO BIG TO FAIL, MAD MONEY, MAD MONEY, OCCUPY 
WALL STREET! WE'VE ABANDONED AN ENTIRE GENERATION AND IT'S ALL THEIR FAULT! 2016, THE WORST 
YEAR OF ALL TIME BEFORE EVERY OTHER YEAR BEFORE AND AFTER! BY GOD, CAN THEY MAKE AMERICA 
GREAT AGAIN? IT'S HER TURN, SHE DESERVES IT! DON'T FORGET TO WEAR A MASK! BY GOD, MAN DO YOU 
EVEN LISTEN 10 DEATH GRIPS? AUGHI" 


A thousand screaming voices erupted from Anubis‘ throat as he gripped Kurt's ass, drilling in deep, deep, deep 
until he came, absolutely filling Kurt's ass with a cascade of divine semen, and Kurt's vision went completely 
yellow as he heard a thousand songs all at once, not one of them he'd ever heard before that moment, with 
only one notable exception, that Japanese pop artists song "Plastic Love" off of that tape that Krist had picked 
up at the record store, some random import picked up by chance. A million sets of drums beat together, each 
to their own rhythm, basses dropped, distorted singing filled his ears as Kurt squeezed Buddy so tightly that 
he thought he might crush him to pieces as he came onto Buddy's stomach. He twitched and shuddered, letting 


out a final moan before his body went completely limp from exhaustion 


Anubis pulled out his cock from Kurt's ass, still spurting out ropes of pearly cum as he did. And with one last 
slap of Kurt's ass, Kurt found his eyes popping open as he twitched and jerked in his bed, in his room in the 
mental patient wing, coming hard in his pants, harder than he'd ever come before. Kurt gasped as his semen 
just gushed out of him, so hard that a wet spot was forming on the sheet above his crotch. He thrust his 
crotch in the air, riding it out, finally thinking to cover his mouth as he did, and finally, his penis gave one last 


spurt before coming to rest. 


Kurt lay there, hand still over his mouth, stunned by what he just experienced. His first instinct was to 
immediately clean himself up, but instead he pawed for his notebook in the dark, and in the dim light, he flipped 
to an empty page and started writing down everything he could remember, including the stream-of- 
consciousness nonsense Anubis had spouted while balls deep in his ass. Having written down everything he could 
remember, he tossed his notebook aside, removed his pants and underwear, and found a spare set of boxer 
briefs that his mother had brought him He tossed aside his soiled pants and underwear into a corner, and 
sleepily crawled back into bed, scooting past the wet spot on the sheets that was about the size of a nickel. 
With the events of the dream having been written down, he found it easier to drift back into sleep. 


The next morning, when Kurt had been awoken by one of the nurses, he checked his notebook and read back 
what he wrote. He'd been writing in the dark, so the letters were sloppier than usual, but he was able to make 


it out. 


Last night dreamt | got fucked by Anubis with Buddy Holly. Anubis way too much lke Dr. Wallace. His cock was 
massive. Buddy Holly sucks cock like a champion, really considerate lover. Got fucked and given visions of the 
future? Feb 19, 795, scales will balance? Peyote and Fear and Loathing Hunter S. Thompson? Bombs, terrorism. 
America falls on live TV. Internet, lots of internet. A bunch of slogans, support our troops, war propaganda? 20 
bad BY GOD, DO YOU EVEN LISTEN T0 DEATH GRIPS? Plastic Love, a millon other songs not written yet at once 


as | came. Never came so hard in my life. 


Kurt read and re-read what he wrote. It looked like complete nonsense, and his memory of his dream had gone 


fuzzy, aside from the whole getting-fucked-by -on-top-of-Buddy-Holly thing. That remained pretty clear. 


After breakfast, Kurt would attend group therapy again for the first time since the incident from the other 


night. Kurt sat slumped over in his chair, his elbows resting on his knees, looking worn out. 


"Good morning, everyone, and thank you all once again for joining us," said Dr. Singh, still maintaining his usual 
chipper demeanor. "| realize that much has happened over the past two days, and it's no secret that our 


friend Kurt has been at the center of it." 


All eyes turned to Kurt, who remained unfazed. 


"Kurt," said Dr. Singh, "I realize you have been through a very traumatic experience, so it is alright if there's 


nothing you wish to say about it. But, if you would like to speak about it, the floor is all yours." 


Kurt pinched the bridge of his nose, using his thumb and forefinger to dig out any remaining sleep left in his 
eye. "Everybody already knows what happened," said Kurt, "so | don't need to get into that.. but there are two 


things | wanna say." 


"Go ahead," said Dr. Singh, giving Kurt an encouraging nod. 


"The first thing," said Kurt, "is that l'm going to pay for cochlear implants for Valerie." 


Valerie beamed as he said this, wiggling in her chair in excitement and signing to both her interpreter and 


Odette. Odette clasped her hands together and shook them forward towards Odette twice. 


"And the second,” said Kurt, now reclining back in his seat, "was that last night | had a dream that | got force- 
fucked by the Egyptian God Anubis alongside Buddy Holly and Anubis showed me the future.. and it was the 


hottest thing I've every experienced in my life." 


The room went quiet, and many of the patients exchanged confused glances. Ned attempted to start a slow, 
congratulatory clap, but nobody else was joining in, so he stopped. 


"Kurt," said Dr. Singh, with obvious concern, “do you think this dream might be related to the trauma you 


experienced?" 


"Yeah, probably," said Kurt. "But that's all I'm gonna say about it” 


Ned cast another glance around the room. "Shame Billy's not here, right?" he said. "lm sure he'd be plenty 


interested in you having a sex dream with an animal-headed person, right?" 


Again, nobody responded at first. Kurt cleared his throat. 


"Do you have like, a thing for Buddy Holly?" asked Maxine. 


"| guess | do now," said Kurt with a shrug. "Weird how that worked out, huh?" 


"Yes, hmm, right," said Dr. Singh. "That is very interesting, Kurt. If you wish, we can discuss this more in 


private." 


"Sure," said Kurt. 


For the entire rest of the session, Kurt didn't say a word, though multiple people gave him the occasional odd 


or concerned look, aside from Valerie, who was still brimming with joy, waving at him when she got bored of 
listening to Stephan go on about his holy visions or Ned complain about his drug problems, and Kurt would 


always smile back at her. 


Your Only Hope for a Future 


The next few days were pretty mellow, considering the incident that preceded them. Courtney was coming in 
almost every day, usually with cigarettes, allowing the two of them to stand outside together and smoke. Live 
Through This was selling extremely well, which was a source of pride for Courtney, and she bragged about it to 
Kurt, who was mostly just glad to see her in a good mood. What became increasingly and frustratingly 
common, however, was that good mood souring when discussing Kurt's own life. He'd made the mistake of 
telling Courtney about the dream with Anubis and Buddy Holly, which only earned frustration and concern from 
Courtney. 


"| swear to God, Kurt, | don't need another relationship with a guy to end with him turning gay," Courtney had 


said, blowing out a stream of smoke. 
‘Its not turning gay, I've been like this the whole time." said Kurt. "I'm only half-gay." 


"Yeah, okay, but what does that mean for me that the ‘hottest dream you've ever had! involves you getting 
fucked by an Egyptian god that starts spouting off shit that sounds like that guy that went on about the 


world being run by a gangster computer god as he comes?" 


Kurt paused a moment. "Are you feeling inadequate compared to a dude with a dog head and a ghost?" 


"Maybe!" exclaimed Courtney in exasperation. "I don't know! | don't know why you'd tell me something like that, 
especially after what happened to youl” 


"| don't know either," said Kurt. "I'm just trying to figure it out myself." 


There were multiple times they were alone that their conversations would turn heated when Kurt tried to 
bring up his issues. It seemed the only real consistently good things Kurt could bring up was that he was clean, 
he hadn't had any major stomach pain since his initial 712 hour hold, and that he didn't feel suicidal. Courtney 
would end up talking to Dr. Singh one-on-one twice, though Kurt wasn't privy to their conversations, but there 
was still an element of tension. It was hard not to notice the other patients seeing Courtney walk in and giving 
her a wide berth as soon as she and Kurt were together. The one exception to this, however, was the one day 
that Courtney had brought along both Frances and Kurt's mother along to visit. Courtney's initial reaction was 
to be wary of all these strangers surrounding her baby, but Wendy Cobain paraded Frances around in front of 
everyone, proud to show her off to everyone there, even letting Deandra hold her as she took photos with a 


disposable camera. Kurt was just glad to see Frances again, and spent most of the visit coloring with her, 


playing with her on his bed with the big, stuffed Snoopy he still had, and allowing himself to be led around the 
halls by her, guided as she grabbed hold of his fingers in her tiny hand. She would point at people and things, 
and attempt to form words, and Kurt would kneel down beside her, asking her questions like "what is that?" and 
"who's that over there?" Towards the end of that visit, as Dr. Singh charmed Kurt's mother effortlessly, the 
doctor would ask to hold Frances himself, only for Frances to try and remove his turban from his head. Kurt's 
mother pulled her back in apologetic embarrassment, which just roused laughter from Dr. Singh. And though 
Kurt felt a twinge of sadness in his chest as he had to wave good-bye to his daughter again, he did find 


himself more determined to return to some baseline of normal so that he could go back home. 


It was during another one of Courtney's visits, that Kurt would see another familiar, yet unexpected face. 
Shortly after Courtney had arrived, and they were on their way to step outside for a smoke, Kurt heard a 


commotion coming from the common area, and multiple people cry out a familiar name. "Billy!" 


Kurt turned immediately to go back to the common room to see Billy, having been greeted by most of the 
other regulars in group therapy. Billy had been looking around the room and, having spotted Kurt, waved at 
him. "Hey!" he said. "Kurt! Hey!" 


"Oh shit," said Kurt, as he approached the small circle surrounding Billy. "What brings you back here?" 


"You're not checking back in, are ya?" asked Raven 


"Nope," said Billy. "I'm in out-patient treatment now so | don't have to stay here under observation’ 


"So you've gotten out, then," said Kurt. "You doing okay?" 


"Yeah," said Billy. He looked around him at the others. "Actually. | wanted to talk to you real quick I'm not 


gonna be here long." 


"Sure," said Kurt. He laid his arm across Billy's back and guided him over to a more secluded area, though it 


was in Courtney's direction. "Oh, by the way, this is my better half, Courtney.” 


"Hi," said Billy awkwardly. 


‘Courtney, this is Billy," said Kurt. "He's, uh, he's the guy who talked me into busting him out along side his 
brother." 


"Oh," said Courtney. "Hello, Billy." She uncrossed her arms and gave Billy a brief wave. 


"Hello," said Billy. "Kurt told everybody a lot about you." 


"Yeah?" asked Courtney. 


"Yeah," said Billy nodding. "He cares about you a lot" 


"Thank you," said Courtney, offering a half-sarcastic smile. 


"Kurt," said Billy, "| wanted to apologize for leaving you in the room that night. | panicked and | went after 
Bobby because | was afraid he might hurt himself or somebody else. | heard about what happened to you and | 
feel like its my fault." Billy bowed his head shamefully, twiddling his fingers. "So | wanted to say I'm sorry." 


"Listen, Billy," said Kurt, steering him back away from Courtney, who was now rapt in attention, "it's not your 
fault. | shouldn't have gone down there in the first place, and its not like you had any idea what was going to 
happen" 


"I thought they might have given you the electroshock," Billy admitted. "I thought that was gonna happen to 
you and | still left you because | went after Bobby." 


"Electroshock wouldn't have been nearly as bad," said Kurt. 


"Yeah, but what happened was worse and.. and." Billy covered his face with his hands, and ran them down his 
features, letting out a defeated groan. "I'm so sorry, Kurt. | only asked you because | thought we were friends.’ 


"We're still friends," said Kurt, though Courtney recoiled at that statement. "I don't blame you at all, okay? | 


blame myself and | blame Dr. Wallace." 


"You're not mad at me?" asked Billy. 


Kurt hesitated. "I'd be lying if | said | wasn't kind of pissed off," he said, "but | understand why you did it. You 
were scared. You panicked, like you said, and you wanted to protect your brother, so no, l'm not mad at you. 
Not anymore. | forgive you." Kurt tilted his head as Billy just nodded forcefully, like a child trying to get a 
lecture over with. "How is Bobby?" 


"He's in another facility," said Billy. "This one is supposed to be better with handling severe autism, but he gets 


to come home twice a week." 


"That's definitely better than what he was going through before," said Kurt. 


"Yeah," said Billy, "but I'm worried. The police suspected that you weren't the only person that Dr. Wallace tried 
to molest like he did. My grandma is worried he might have tried that on Bobby. She's already been talking to a 
lawyer and the families of some of the other patients. They want to sue the hospital, for a lot of things. The 


downstairs patients weren't treated so good and Dr. Wallace is.. not responding to anybody." 


"Have you heard anything about him?" 


"No," said Billy, shaking his head. "But | hate him. He might have molested my brother. But we don't know. Bobby 
can't really talk enough to say what happened." 


‘lm sorry, Billy," said Kurt. 


"IFs okay," Billy mumbled. "Maybe.. maybe he never did any of that with Billy. We don't know yet" 


"He better not have," said Kurt. "I hope he fucking dies. | hope somebody fucking mistreats him the same way 
he mistreated us and fucking kills him." Kurt turned his head slightly and noticed that, not far from where 


they were standing, was Valerie, whose eyes were focused on Kurt's face. 


"What the fuck is the deaf girl doing staring at you?" Courtney asked. 


Valerie noticed them all looking back to her, and scurried away, hiding her face as she held her head down. 


"She's eavesdropping," said Billy. "She does that." 


"How the fuck do you eavesdrop when you can't hear?" Courtney asked. 


"She's good at lip reading," said Kurt. 


"l'Il keep that in mind," said Courtney. "But yeah, I've been trying to tell Kurt that this happening feels like a 


failure on an institutional level and | don't know why he insists on staying here." 


Kurt didn't say anything to Courtney, he just crossed his arms and looked at his feet before speaking to Billy. 
‘Mostly, | just don't want it being spread around about what happened to me. | don't think it's other people's 
business and if that means that | have to keep acting like shit is normal for a while, then | will." 


Billy brought a finger to his chin, and pondered this for a moment. "I can kind of understand that," he said, "but 
| also think you would probably feel better if Dr. Wallace was punished." 


‘Maybe he already has been," said Kurt. "If he's not faking being catatonic, anyway.’ 


Billy's eyes went wide. "You think he's faking it?" 


"Just a rumor l've heard," said Kurt. "| don't know." 


"Well," said Billy, reaching into the pocket of his windbreaker, and pulling out a sheet of paper, "| wanted to give 


this to you, since | probably won't see you again once you're back to being a rock star and all." 


Kurt was about to object to Billy's assertion that they would likely never see each other again before he 
unfolded the sheet of paper to see a Tiny Toons-esque drawing of a cartoon cat with scraggly blond hair, 
wearing a sweater and ripped jeans, playing a guitar left-handed. "Wait," said Kurt, "is this.. supposed to be 


me?" 


"Yeah," said Billy. "I think it works, you said cats are your favorite animals along with turtles, but drawing you 
as a cat seemed to fit better. You're kind of cat-like, you know?" 


"| guess so?" said Kurt, smiling. 


Courtney came over to look over Kurt's shoulder at the drawings. "Oh yeah," she said, "you're the guy who 


drew that cat with tits for Kurt." 


"I kinda prefer this style," said Kurt. "How you made it shorter and not as much like a human, Like a Looney 


Tune. 


"Thanks," said Billy. "lm really glad you like it." 


"| do," said Kurt. "Thank you. And let me know if you ever need anything." 


"Oh?" asked Billy, blinking in disbelief. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "You got a pen?" 


"Oh!" Billy reached into his pocket and handed Kurt a pen and a notepad. "I got paper too," he said. 


Kurt took the pen in hand and flipped the notebook to a blank page, and wrote down a phone number. He handed 
it back to Billy. "This is our manager's number," said Kurt. "You call and you tell them that you were in the 


hospital with me, give him your name. I'll call you back." 


‘Oh, wow!" said Billy, eyes going wide as Courtney looked on in alarm. "Thanks!" 


"No problem," said Kurt. "Good luck, man." 


Billy grinned, and held up a hand in the air, inviting a high-five, something that Kurt had never seen Billy do, 
but Kurt raised his own hand and clapped it in mid-air. Billy then quickly transitioned into pointing at Kurt and 
Courtney with finger guns. "Stay cool," he said, trying to sound as smooth as possible as he bobbed his head. 


"Will do," said Kurt. Billy went back to the group, who had gone back to talking to themselves, but welcomed 


him back into the fold Kurt turned around to look at Courtney, who was covering half her face with one hand. 


"Did you really need to give him a way to contact you?" asked Courtney. 


Kurt shrugged. "It's not like | gave him our personal number." 


"He's weird," said Courtney. 


"And so are you," said Kurt. "And so am |, really. | thought that was why we got along." 


"I'm still kind of upset that he was the one that talked you into going to the lower level,” said Courtney. "C'mon, 


let's go outside." She took hold of Kurt's hand and led him outside for a smoke, and another new argument. 


And as April drew to a close, creeping into May, Deandra gracefully made her exit from the program, giving 
just about everyone in the therapy group a kiss on the cheek and a hug (including Ned), as her items were 
gathered in plastic bags at her feet, and she held a bouquet of flowers given to her by a man who'd come to 
take her home. When she had gotten to Kurt, she wrapped her arms around him, nearly lifting him off the 


ground. "Oh, Scarecrow, I'll miss you most of all," she said, squeezing him tight. 


‘I'll miss you too, Dee," he said. "Listen, if you ever want to keep in touch--" 


"Kurt," she said, "| assure you, we will meet again someday. You don't have to give me your number. l'm not 
leaving this city. You know where to find me." She gave Kurt a slip of paper with her number on it. "Just in 


case.” 


Kurt hugged her back, nearly standing on his tip-toes, and felt a poignant mix of melancholia and joy as he 
watched her go, moving like a beauty pageant queen, almost floating her way out. With her exit, that was two 


members of the original therapy group that were gone, and all of the new patients on the floor were older. 


"And so our little group gets whittled down again," said Maxine. "Wonder if anybody closer to our age will come 


in any time soon" 


"Since when have you been so eager for fresh faces?" asked Ned. "You don't even like old faces." 


"Shut up, Ned," said Maxine. "You know what | mean" 


The date was April 30th. Kurt found himself convinced with the beginning of May, he'd be on the last leg of 


his stay, and perhaps it would have been 


But it wouldn't be. 


It was dark. Kurt was sitting in a chair, watching a scene play out in front of him. There was a hospital bed in 
front of him, and lying on that bed was Dr. Wallace, eyes open, very still, and all Kurt could do was just glare 
at him. 


The two of them stayed in those same positions for what might have been hours, until a figure from the side 
approached Dr. Wallace. He watched the doctor's eyes, and then his head, roll over towards the figure, then 
snapped back. 


"Good to see you," said Dr. Wallace, softly, staring straight ahead. "How are things?" 


"Alright," said the figure. Kurt recognized the voice immediately, it was Randy. "One of the retards is gonna sue 
the hospital over what happened" 


‘lm sure they are," said Dr. Wallace, barely moving. "No doubt it'll be settled out of court" 


"So how much longer are you gonna keep this up?" asked Randy. "You can't do this forever." 


"Try me," said Dr. Wallace. "They can't convict a vegetable." 


"And what about me?" asked Randy. "I got a camera with a bunch of photos on it that can't ever see the light 
of day without it being traced back to you." 


"Are the police still looking for it?" 


"I haven't heard back from them in over a week. Cobain's a fucking loony, so | don't even think they totally 
believe him about it. His wife is even crazier. They just fight whenever she comes over, she starts flipping out 


at him about him seeing ghosts--" 


"Don't," said Dr. Wallace, his lips shuddering as he spoke, "mention ghosts to me." 


"You're still not on that shit, are you?" 


"I only know what | saw," said Dr. Wallace, "and what | saw.. appeared to be some sort of supernatural 
phenomenon" The doctor rolled his head to the side and looked at Randy, as though imploring for validation. "Do 
you think he may be connected to that? Is he responsible for.. whatever that was?" 


"Doc, you're sounding just as nutty as he is," said Randy. 


"I have no history of hallucinations," said Dr. Wallace. "l'm quite healthy, mentally and physically. | see no reason 
why | could have had a psychotic episode at that particular moment. That... thing was not the result of internal 


turmoil. It felt invasive. It was coming from outside of me." 


"How do you know it wasn't internal?" asked Randy. "Maybe you did feel bad." 


"Nonsense. | felt no such thing until | saw those.. apparitions. " 


"So do you feel bad now?" 


Dr. Wallace's eyes glazed over. "I can't go to prison," he said. "Can | really be blamed for having to suppress my 
impulses, to have to act out on them in secret? I'm stuck in a loveless marriage with children who will never 
amount to anything in life. | have never been able to be open about my sexuality, so naturally, | would express 


it in.. unhealthy ways." 


"Yeah, yeah, poor you," said Randy dismissively. "Poor, delicate, little flower like you can't last in the hoosegow. 


Don't come at me with that shit." 


‘I'm a respected man in my community and | won't suffer the humiliation of being dragged out in front of the 


public for a few indiscretions. Not all of us were once hoodlums who could fit into such an environment" 


"Yeah, like l'm supposed to bow down to you for looking over that and giving me a job in a nuthouse,” Randy 
sneered. "Now look at you. You're a fucking coward. Can't even face what you did so you gotta shift blame to 
everybody else. You're not gonna have people protecting you forever, and when somebody exposes you to the 


cops, your face is gonna be on the news for diddling crazies and retards." 


"You're not going to go to the police.. are you, Randall?" Dr. Wallace asked. 


"| might,” said Randy, "unless you can give me a good reason not to." 


"Aside from you keeping evidence from the police on my behalf?" There was a glint in Dr. Wallace's eye. "Have 
you developed those pictures, Randall? | wish | could have done so. | have many such photographs in a safety 
deposit box, you know. Many.. many photographs, of many beautiful subjects." 


"You trying to bribe me with photos to jerk off to?" 


"And more," said Dr. Wallace. "The key is in my home, in my desk. The center drawer has an antique cigar box. 
The key is in there, as well as the number. | think you will find that there are a good deal of more valuable 
items there than just those photographs..." 


Randy turned his head, and tapped twice on the bed rail. Dr. Wallace went slack-jawed and glossy-eyed again. In 
fact, during the entire conversation, the doctor has barely moved at all, his head and body remaining 
completely still, and the only emotion he displayed was solely through his eyes and his voice. Kurt wondered if 
that was part of the act, or if he was somehow rendered incapable of moving by whatever it was that 


happened to him the night of the incident. 


"I gotta go," Randy muttered. "Have a nice life, | guess." 


"Don't leave me," Dr. Wallace groaned, as Randy's silhouette melted back into the darkness. He finally raised an 
arm to reach out to him, and let it hang in midair before it fell onto the bed. His eyes were locked on the 
direction in which Randy had left, looking like the pathetic old man he was, and he stayed that way for an 
uncomfortably long time. Kurt wanted more than anything to get up from his seat and start kicking the shit 
out of him, but even if Kurt was able to move from his seat, he wasn't even sure if it was worth the trouble. 
He felt overwhelmed with a visceral disgust, as though there were maggots squirming their way out from 
under his skin. The man who had loomed over him, so powerful and controlling, was now pathetic and impotent. 


He wouldn't even be worth the effort to spit on. 


A large, meaty hand rested upon Kurt's shoulder, and Kurt could finally move enough to swivel his head 
upwards to see The Big Bopper standing over him. The Bopper looked down at Kurt and gave him a warm, 


comforting smile. 


"Don't you worry ‘bout a thing," he said, his baritone voice vibrating at a frequency that rattled away all the 


tension riled up in Kurt's shoulders and spine. "It's gonna be alright" 


"It is?" Kurt asked. 


"Yeah," said the Big Bopper, giving Kurt's shoulder a gentle squeeze. "You've got friends in high places." Just as 
the Bopper said this, Kurt saw another, taller figure walk past him with an unmistakable profile, with a long, 
pointed snout and tall ears sticking up straight. As the God of the Dead moved past the Big Bopper, he looked 
down to Kurt, his eyes glowing gold, and he flashed him a toothy grin 


And then Kurt woke up. 


His eyes popped open, and he stayed lying on his side in the dark His eyeballs darted across the dark room as 
he took in his surroundings, the same room he'd slept in for over three weeks. He heard the sound of 
footsteps and lifted his head just enough to see the shadows of someone walking down the hallway bleed 
through the bottom crack of the door, approaching from the side of the rec area and the entrance. He could 


hear a door open and shut, and then silence. 


Kurt blinked a few times, and nestled his head back into the pillow. He was finding himself finding it hard to go 
back to sleep; all he could think about was whether or not what he'd just been dreaming was some sort of 
temporal glimpse into Dr. Wallace's own hospital room, or if it was merely an invention of his frenzied brain 
The uncertainty of such a prospect pressed onto him heavily, and he felt like the woman in that old painting 
called The Nightmare, her arms sprawled out in distress as an ugly, gargoyle-looking creature sat on her chest, 
looking out at the viewer. He hooked one arm over the pillow behind his head, letting it stay there as he tried 
to close his eyes again and fall back to sleep. 


He did eventually do just that, as when he opened his eyes again it was morning, though he wasn't awakened by 
a nurse as usual; instead, he was roused by the sounds of people talking. Kurt shuffled out of bed and towards 
the door, where many other patients were milling around, talking among each other in confusion. Kurt looked 


over to see Raven standing close by, looking confused. 


"The hell is going on?" Kurt asked. 


"A new guy came in and Stephan seems to be going on about.. something," said Raven with a shrug. Kurt looked 
back towards the entrance, and Stephan stepped into view, the nurse who was usually attendant to him 


nowhere to be seen, and his arms raised above his head. 


"THE DEMON HAS BEEN SLAIN!" he shouted, spinning around to address anyone and everyone within earshot. 
"THE ANGEL OF JUSTICE HAS STRUCK HM DOWN WITH HIS FIERY SWORD AND THE BEAST IS DEAD!" His nurse 
finally stepped into view, trying to calm him down, but Stephan was too fired up. He looked down the hall and 
noticed Kurt, and pointed to him. "YOU!" 


Stephan rushed down the hallway, his arms reaching out to Kurt, shaking his hands like an old Italian 
grandmother as Kurt stood rooted to the spot. Gently, Stephan laid his hands on Kurt's shoulders. "God has 
righted the wrong done against you," he said, staring into Kurt's eyes with the rapturous intensity of a street 
preacher. "But you cannot rest easy yet; not until you give yourself fully to Jesus Christ.” 


"What are you talking about?" Kurt asked. 


"Dr. Eugene Wallace is dead!" cried Stephan, trembling with excitement. "Rejoice! Rejoice!" 


"He's dead?" Kurt asked in a small voice. His mind was reeling. After all that he'd seen in his dreams last night.. 


well, it had to have been a coincidence, or maybe Stephan was lying, right? 


"Yes!" said Stephan, who released Kurt as his dutiful nurse delicately pulled him back away from Kurt. "Oh, | 
know it's not becoming to celebrate someone's death, but for a demon wearing human skin such as that so- 


called doctor, is it not appropriate? Is it not fitting to see such a foul creature return to the crucible from 


which it was birthed?" 


Kurt found himself feeling woozy. Not because of any sympathy he had for Dr. Wallace; if he hadn't had that 
dream last night, he'd probably take some solace in the doctor's passing. But this was tearing down the very 
foundation of what he thought was reality. He'd been able to handle the weird dreams of ghosts and gods 
simply by chalking them up to being concoctions of his own subconscious, but now.. this had very real 
ramifications on the physical world, outside of his own head. This left Kurt with two equally troubling 
possibilities: that the dreams were, in fact, real and that the premonitions he'd experienced were accurate, or 
that he was losing his mind and getting worse. The hallway seemed to warp and spin around him, sounds getting 
louder and more distorted, faces blurring into each other as Kurt's knees wobbled and buckled and finally gave 


out from underneath him, and he fainted. 


When Kurt came to, he was surrounded by orderlies. Charlie was the one closest to him, but Kurt caught a 
glimpse of Randy, and recoiled with his entire body as he tried to get away from him. "You stay away from 


mel" he shouted, pointing at Randy. "You don't come near me ever again!" 


Randy threw up his hands and backed away, blowing out air through pursed lips. Charlie lifted Kurt to his feet, 
and patted him on the back. "You okay?" he asked. 


"|. | don't feel so good," said Kurt. 


"You need to lie down?" asked Charlie. "Do you need to be transferred to the ER?" 


"I think.. | think | need to talk to Dr. Singh," said Kurt. "I think I'm losing my mind. | think I'm going fucking crazy- 


-" He doubled over as he felt a sharp, stabbing pain in his stomach. The pain had come back, after nearly a 


month of waiting, to attack his guts at the worst possible time. 


"Grab a stretcher, we need to get him to the ER!" Charlie shouted, and propped Kurt against the wall as Kurt 
slid back to the ground. "Where does it hurt?" 


"Stomach..." Kurt said through gritted teeth. "Happens a lot.. real bad this time.." 


"This happens a lot?" 


"Yeah," Kurt said, nodding. 


"Okay, okay," said Charlie. He waved forward a bunch of nurses wheeling over a stretcher, and Charlie and 
another orderly lifted Kurt onto it. Kurt rested his hands on his stomach, and as he was wheeled out, he 
noticed an unfamiliar face; a young, dark-skinned man with dreadlocks, and piercing eyes that seemed to light 
up as they made passing contact with Kurt's. Was that the new guy? Kurt didn't have much time to ponder 
this before he was whisked away, back to the main building of the hospital, all the way to the emergency 
room. Throughout the entire trip, he clutched his stomach and gritted his teeth, holding on for some kind of 


reprieve from the agony and the madness tormenting him in tandem. 


Beeswax 


Another trip to the emergency room, another endoscopy, another stay in a hospital bed with a call button and 
controls to make himself sit up and lie down without having to actually move. Again, he was told by a doctor 
that the stomach pains appeared to be stress induced. He was told he'd be kept overnight for observation 
before returning to the psychiatric ward. Without his Walkman or his notebook or any other books, Kurt found 
himself quickly bored, but under orders to not go moving around. The TV in the hospital room became just 
background noise, as Kurt went cross-eyed just to watch his vision go all blurry as Bob Barker called down 
another contestant for The Price is Right to win some patio furniture or something, and the triumphant horns 
played as a man jumped up and down as he made his way to the stage, hooting and hollering from pure 
adrenaline. Kurt had the thought that Bob Barker looked about the same as he did when Kurt himself as a kid. 
Weird. 


"Mr. Cobain?" 

Kurt pulled his eyeballs back into focus, and looked to the nurse standing in the doorway. "What's up?" 
"You have a visitor," she said. 

"Let her in," said Kurt. 


To Kurt's surprise, it wasn't Courtney that walked in, but Krist. "Hello!" he said in a creaking falsetto. "It's been 


a while, hasn't it, sweetheart?" 
"Krist!" said Kurt, with contented surprise, keeping his voice down. "Where have you been?" 


"At home," said Krist, taking a seat by Kurt's hospital bed. "I figured | should probably give you and Courtney 


some space once she came back. We've kind of.. been dealing with some tension since all of this started." 
"Sorry," said Kurt, as he switched off the TV using his remote control attached to his bed. 


"IFs fine," said Krist, halfheartedly. "We've kind of decided that our common ground is making sure you're okay, 
so we've both been trying very hard to be diplomatic about the whole thing with, uh.." 


"My feelings?" Kurt asked. 


"Yeah," said Krist. "Shell's been surprisingly understanding about the whole thing, but | think she's just trying 
to keep things together. This whole past month has just been chaotic, you know?" 


"You told Shelli?" Kurt asked. 


"I felt like | had to," said Krist. "Look, | don't wanna get completely into all that, aside from letting you know that 


she knows, and she's handled it pretty well.” 

"That's good," said Kurt. 

There was a pause as Krist looked around the room. "So," he asked, "what happened?" 

Kurt breathed a heavy sigh. "Where do | even start?" 

"Start at the beginning, | guess," Krist suggested. 

"How much do you know about what happened before.. this did?" 

Krists expression turned somber. "You mean about what happened with.. the assault?" 

"Yeah," said Kurt, in a hushed voice. 

"I know that it happened,” said Krist. "You really don't have to get into it, you're in pretty rough shape--" 


"No," said Kurt. He reached out to Krist, and put a hand on Krist's forearm, giving it a squeeze. "| want to talk 
about it. | just need somebody to listen" 


Krist gave Kurt a solemn nod, and let Kurt speak. Kurt recounted the events leading up to the sexual assault 
by Dr. Wallace, what he could remember of the assault, including the ghostly visions he'd seen right before it 
happened, the aftermath, his conflicting feelings about the experience, the dream with Anubis, the bickering 
between him and Courtney, and the dream he'd had the night before where he foresaw Dr. Wallace's death, 
and his reaction to learning of it earlier that morning. Krist listened to all of this with intense interest, just 
letting Kurt spill all of this out, giving only minimal affirmations when prompted. Once Kurt was done, Krist 
lowered his head, lacing his fingers together in front of his mouth as he contemplated what he'd just heard. 


"I feel like I'm going crazy," said Kurt. 


"Shit, | can't blame you," said Krist. "It's one hell of a coincidence. | originally went to the psych wing to see you 
and everybody was talking about how that fucker was dead." 


"Does anybody know how it happened?" Kurt asked. 


"| don't know," said Krist. "I don't think anybody thinks its a murder or anything, ‘cause | didn't see any cops 
around. Have you seen any cops?" 


Kurt shook his head. 


"Then it was probably natural causes," said Krist. "I mean, he was in the hospital after experiencing shock, 


right? Guy probably died in his sleep." 


"What if he didn't?" 
"You think somebody killed him?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt. "People know | wanted him dead for what he did to me. What if somebody thinks | did 
it?" 


"Has anybody accused you of doing this?" Krist asked. 

"No, but Stephan was talking like it was done on my behalf by Jesus or something.” 

"Kurt," said Krist, "you didn't have anything to do with this.. did you?" 

"Nol" said Kurt emphatically. "At least.. | don't think | did, but my dreams.. | feel like there are forces beyond 
my control doing things on my behalf. Like the ghosts were the ones that sent that piece of shit into shock, 
and then Anubis or whatever the hell he is killed him. That's why | feel like I'm going crazy, because | don't 
know what's real and what's not anymore. | thought | could just dismiss all of it as just being all in my head, 
but then this happens and.. | don't know if the ghosts are real, and I'm freaking out about it, man. What if the 
shit that Anubis said when he was fucking me in my dream all made sense? What if they're premonitions, or 
clues about something?" 

"You said you wrote it down in your notebook, right?" asked Krist. 

"Yeah." 

"Can | see it?" 

"| don't have it with me," said Kurt. "It's in my room in the psych wing." 

"Would they let me go get it?" 

‘Maybe if you went with a nurse? | don't know," said Kurt. 

Krist stood up. As Kurt looked up at him, Krist looked back down with a look of determination on his face. "l'm 
gonna go get it," said Krist. "I feel like we need to figure out what's going on here, just to give you some kind 
of peace of mind. Is that okay with you?" 

"Sure," said Kurt. 


"Okay," said Krist, squaring his shoulders up, "I'll be right back" 


Kurt watched as Krist left the room. He saw him flag down a nurse and speak to her, and she pointed in the 


direction of the psychiatric wing. Krist nodded, and walked off, leaving Kurt alone. He lay there, and closed his 
eyes. He pressed his fingertips against his closed eyelids, and moved his eyes around, taking in the muted red 
color with a fuzzy ring of black in the center, spotted with seasick yellows, blues and browns. As he lost 
himself in these colors, he could see shapes that looked like shadows of people, like still images from 
photographs long forgotten, before dissolving into the red of the inside of his eyelids. He tried to see if he 
could summon the ghost of Buddy Holly, allowing him to take shape in his mind, as though sculpting him from 
wet clay. Buddy's image, however, was static, just looking up and to the side, big-toothed smile on his face 
under his iconic black-framed glasses. Mentally, Kurt tried to call out to him, and Buddy stood there, like a wax 
museum sculpture. Kurt continued to call out his name in his mind, Buddy, Buddy, and only after internally 
screaming it did Buddy's head tilt towards him, and he blinked. Sorry, Kurt, Buddy finally said, we're not close 
enough for this to work out like this quite yet 


‘Kurt 


Kurt jolted as he took his fingers off of his closed eyes, and saw Krist standing over him with his notebook in 
hand. Kurt wasn't sure how long he was in that state of.. meditation, he supposed?, but it felt like it hadn't 
been long enough for Krist to have already come back with the notebook Krist sat back down beside Kurt, and 
presented him with the notebook Kurt took it from Krists hands, and flipped through until he found the page 
with the passage he'd written on it, and leaned over as far as his tired body would allow so that Krist could 


see. 


"Last night | dreamt I got fucked by Anubis with Buddy Holly," Kurt read aloud, "Anubis is way too much like Dr. 


Wallace. His cock was massive. Buddy Holly sucks cock lke a champion--" 

Krist tried to stifle his laughter with a snort. "Sorry," he said, "thats just a really funny phrase. Continue." 
"Buddy Holly sucks cock like a champion" Kurt repeated, "really considerate lover. Got fucked and given visions of 
the future? February Ih, 199, scales will balance? Peyote and Fear and Loathing Hunter S. Thompson™ Kurt 
looked up to Krist for a moment to judge his reaction, and noticed Krist leaning in closer to read the text. 
"Bombs, terrorism. America falls on live TV. Internet, lots of internet. A bunch of slogans, support our troops, war 
propaganda? 20% bad BY GOD, DO YOU EVEN LISTEN TO DEATH GRIPS* 

"Who the hell are Death Grips?" Krist asked. 

"| don't know," said Kurt. "I don't think they even exist yet. | feel like they won't exist for a long time." 

"Weird," muttered Krist. "What if we did another project and called it Death Grips?" 


Kurt shook his head. "No, no, | don't think they're us.. they're in the future, I'm pretty sure. | feel like we can't 
let anybody know about them or else, | don't know, somebody else might take the name and might not be as 


important." 


"You think this is a band that's going to be really big in the future?" 


"Maybe?" Kurt said. "Look, | just woke up from that dream when | wrote all this. Anyway,’ Kurt resumed 
reading what he'd written, "Plastic Love, a million other songs not written yet at once as | came. Never came so 
hard in my life" 

Kurt and Krist both stared at what Kurt had written, and then exchanged glances. 

"Okay," said Krist, "what's the significance of the day before your birthday next year?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt, "and l'm kind of scared. ‘Scales will be balanced!’ | thought maybe it was my brain just 
nervous about the whole thing with me feeling like | had to die before my 28th birthday." 


"Maybe just stay inside that day," suggested Krist. "Stay somewhere safe. | mean, nothing's gonna happen, 
probably, but you know.. just for feeling at ease, you know?" 


"The bit about ‘Plastic Love' tripped me up," said Kurt. “That's a song on one of the tapes you got me. I've 


listened to it, and now l'm wondering if there's some kind of significance it has in the future." 
"ls it that good?" asked Krist. 


‘It feels.. lonely, somehow," said Kurt. "There's something about that song that draws you in. You wouldn't think 


it because otherwise it just sounds like a Japanese pop song with some English lyrics thrown in" 


"So what about the Hunter S. Thompson mention?" asked Krist. "Peyote and Fear and Loathing’ Did he show up 


in your dream?" 
"No, Anubis just mentioned something about a peyote button on a farm and Fear and Loathing in Fat City." 


"That's what he calls Aspen," said Krist. "That's where he lives. Well, outside of Aspen, and he does own a farm 
and does peyote." 


"Yeah, | know about the peyote part," said Kurt. 


"Maybe these are instructions," suggested Krist. "Maybe you're being told by these ghosts to go to Owl Creek 
and do peyote with Hunter S. Thompson" 


"That sounds more like something you'd wanna do." 
Krist shrugged. "You got me there, ‘cause | totally would. Maybe | should write him." 
"You're not gonna tell him about this, are you?" Kurt groaned. 


Not unless you want me to," said Krist. "And even if | did, itd only be like ‘hey, my friend and bandmate had a 


dream where he was told by Anubis to do peyote with you, you mind if we come down for a weekend?" 
"m sure that'll go over well," said Kurt sarcastically. 
"So, what about the bombs and terrorism parts?" asked Krist. "What's ‘America falls on live TV?" 


"I wish | could tell you," said Kurt. "The way he said it in my dream was way more poetic.. like ‘the empire 
crumbles before the eyes of the nation and they can only witness the horror’ or something like that, and 
there was just a lot of stuff about ‘support our troops’ and ‘shock and awe: | wish | could remember it better 


but it was all really cryptic." 
"And you haven't had any dreams with Anubis since the one last night where you think he killed Dr. Wallace?" 


"Pretty much," said Kurt. "And it was weird, Anubis reminded me of him becouse they both talked a lot and 
were just.. dominating, you know? | thought at the time maybe seeing Anubis was like some kind of 
manifestation of me dealing with that kind of guilt over feeling pleasure over.. what happened to me. That all 
the future stuff was going to turn out to just be gibberish. But then when | saw him come for Dr. Wallace in 
my dream and | wake up the next day and that asshole is dead, l.. | don't know how to feel about that" 


Krist didn't say anything at first. He put a hand on Kurt's shoulder and squeezed it, as he bowed his head. "If | 
had known what had happened," he said, slowly, "I would have kicked his ass myself. But | didn't know what had 
happened until days afterward, and Courtney was trying to act like it was none of my business.” 


"She was probably just trying to protect me," said Kurt. 


"| know she was," said Krist, "I still got upset at her for not telling me, because | felt like / wanted to protect 


you." 


‘Its okay," said Kurt. 

‘Its not," said Krist, his grip tightening. "It's not okay. | wish | could have rescued you from that fuck before 
he end put a hand on you.. before he started taking pictures of you." Krist lifted his head and looked Kurt 
directly in the eye. "What'd you say the name was of the guy that showed up in that dream with Dr. Wallace? 
Andy?" 

"Randy," said Kurt: 


"Pssh, of course the fucking perverts name is Randy,” said Krist. "I'll get that fucking camera from him, Kurt” 


"| did dream it, though," said Kurt. "Like | said, | might just be going crazy. He might only be guilty of just being 
the asshole that tackled me to the ground. He might not have the camera at all. 


"Yeah, well, maybe he needs a stern talking-to, just in case," said Krist, balling up his other hand in a tight fist. 


"Just one-on-one." 
Kurt found himself smiling at the idea of Krist intimidating Randy. "If | were a real, responsible adult, I'd 
discourage you from that type of thing," he said, and gave Krist a sly look. "But as evidenced by the fact that 


I'm still here, I'm clearly not a responsible adult." 


Krist cracked a smile at this, and loosened his grip. "Really, though," he said, "if there's anything you need me 
to do for you, I'll do it.” 


"Anything?" asked Kurt 

"Short of murder," said Krist. "And a lot of other things. Basically, anything within reason" 

"But you might beat up an orderly," said Kurt flatly. 

"| think given the circumstances, it could be considered comparably reasonable to what | want to do," said Krist 
"Maybe wait a while until | can sort my head out," said Kurt. "But you know what you can do?" 

"What's that?" 


"Could you grab the tapes from my room? The ones | recorded on?" asked Kurt. "They're gonna be songs for 


our next album" 
"You think you're ready to start work on that?" Krist asked. 


"| feel like | have to," said Kurt. "I have all these ideas and | want to get them out. Shit, | wanna film the video 


for ‘Rape Me! once l'm out." 

"Really?" asked Krist, taken aback. "Are you sure? After what happened?" 

"Itll have a new meaning,” said Kurt. 

"Okay," said Krist. "I just don't want you to get consumed by it, you know?" 

"| won't," said Kurt, giving Krist a reassuring smile. "I won't. But.. can you do one other thing for me?" 
"What's that?" asked Krist. 

"Kiss me." 


Krist smiled bashfully. "I can do that," he said, and he leaned in over Kurt. Kurt turned his head to meet Krist's 
lips, and he lifted his hand, the hand attached to the arm with an IV sticking out of it, to touch Krist's cheek, 


feeling the stubble under his palm as Krist kissed him with a gentle reverence. As Krist breathed into Kurt's 
mouth, Kurt felt as though he was sucking in sunshine, inhaling light and warmth until it glowed in his chest, 
pulsating with his heartbeat. There wasn't any taste of alcohol lingering on Krist's tongue as Kurt pulled it into 
his own, just the aftertaste of Listerine and the scent of Krist's sweat in Kurt's nostrils. Kurt parted from 
their kiss and pulled Krist up against his chest, holding him in place with his arms as hard as he could in his 
weakened state, and Krist stayed in place, settling his face in the crook of Kurts shoulder, his mouth by Kurt's 


good ear. 

| miss you," said Krist. 

| miss you, too," said Kurt. "I love you." 

Kurt could feel Krists smile against his neck. "I love you, too." 
"Could you stay with me?" Kurt asked. 

"Stay?" 

"Overnight," said Kurt. "I don't want to be alone." 

"If they'll let me," said Krist, with a nervous laugh. 


"Just stay and talk with me," said Kurt. "It doesn't matter about what. | just want you here with me right 


now. 
"Ill stay as long as | can," said Krist. He pulled back slightly and kissed Kurt on the lips again. "Okay?" 


"Thank you," said Kurt. He felt the sunshine in his chest again, even as Krist pulled back to sit properly in his 
chair. For the next few hours, Krist and Kurt would just talk, covering a broad range of topics, though Krist 
tried to steer the conversation in a much lighter direction, talking about music, about the songs Kurt had 


written, ideas for the track list and even the cover as Kurt flipped through the notebook. When Krist asked if 
Kurt had an idea for the title of the next album, Kurt paused for a moment, and said simply, "Pain" 


As the sky began to go dark outside, a nurse came in and informed Krist that he needed to leave for the 
evening; he wasn't an immediate family member or a spouse, and therefore needed to leave. Kurt took hold of 
Krist's hand, and looked up at him as Krist's hand slid out of his, and Krist told him he would see him again 
soon Kurt waved goodbye and watched as Krist left, as a nurse gave him more medication and checked on his 
IV drip. Once he was alone again, he turned the TV back on, keeping it at a low volume to just serve as white 


noise, and fell asleep just as the whistling for The X-files theme started playing. 


The dreams he had were abstracted and amorphous; Kurt would only remember a few images; a police chase 
on television, a plane crashing into a skyscraper, riots, forest fires, the face of a young woman looking back at 


him before leaving him to go on a plane.. and all the while, Kurt was aware that Buddy Holly was sitting in the 


chair where Krist had sat, looking on at all these images just as Kurt was, solemn and silent. 

The next morning, Kurt was awakened by another nurse, given a protein shake for breakfast, and asked a few 
questions by the doctor that had assessed him before he was pushed back to the psychiatric wing in a 
wheelchair. There was a sense of dj.. vu that Kurt felt as he was welcomed by the usual group upon his rival, 


with Raven up front, as he usually was. 


"Hey, Kurt's back" Raven said, as Kurt gave him a wave. Soon, Odette, Valerie, Ned, Maxine and the new guy 
that Kurt had seen yesterday had gathered around him in curiosity. 


"Hi, guys," said Kurt as the nurse pushing his wheelchair stopped. "Miss me?" 
"We were worried about you," said Odette. 

"Your tummy stop hurting now?" asked Maxine sarcastically. 

"For now," said Kurt. "Thank you for your sincere concern as always, Maxine." 
"Sure," she said. 


Valerie held up her white board with "WELCOME BACK, KURT!" in flowery letters, and Kurt signed "thank you" 
back to her. "Good to be back," he said. 


The new guy stepped forward in front of the others, nudging Ned aside, and looked down at Kurt with the 
same intensity in his eyes that Kurt had noticed when he'd first locked eyes with him. He was tall, with a 
goatee and dreadlocks that had grown out too far, becoming frizzier and looser the closer they got to his 


scalp. Kurt sat up in his wheelchair. 

"You're Kurt Cobain?" the new guy asked, looking stoic. 

"Yeah," said Kurt. "Who are you?" 

The new guy's face completely transformed, and he doubled over, putting his fist in front of his mouth. "HOLY 
SHIT!" he shouted, before he stood back up and leaned back, letting out a triumphant whoop. "My man! Kurt 
motherfuckin’ Cobain! Holy shit!" 

"Oh, yeah, you got a fanboy here now," said Maxine. 

| guess so," said Kurt, chuckling. 

‘I'm sorry, man, | just.. l'm a little overwhelmed here," said the new guy, trying to regain his composure. "It's 


just like, you're like a personal hero to me, man, | moved halfway across the country to try and get into the 


Seattle scene like three years ago and l'm just kind of having my mind blown here. I'm Terrence. Terrence 


Shepherd. l'm a musician too." 
"Oh, cool," said Kurt. "Its good to meet you, Terrence." 


"Good to meet you too, man," said Terrance, swinging his hand back. Kurt extended his own hand and Terrence 


clapped his hand into his and shook it, trembling with excitement. 

"Holy shit, holy shit, man, there is.. so much | wanna talk to you about!" said Terrance. 

"You can talk to him later," said the nurse, finally interjecting. "He's under doctor's orders to rest today.” 

"l'Il be around," said Kurt. "We'll talk later, okay?" 

"Yeah, yeah, okay," said Terrance, trying to keep his excitement in check. "You take care, okay?" 

"| will" said Kurt. "Thanks, man" The nurse shook her head and wheeled Kurt back to his room, as the others 
dispersed, save for Ned, who watched Kurt as he was wheeled off. Kurt turned back to look at him for a 
moment, and Ned shoved his hands in his pockets, and shuffled off. Kurt directed the nurse to his room, and 
was helped out of his chair, his notebook in hand, as he walked over to his bed and laid back down. He bade the 
nurse who had taken him back goodbye, and laid still long enough for her to leave before he started looking for 
his pen. 

"Kurt?" 


Kurt looked up to see Ned standing in the doorway. "Oh, hey," said Kurt. "What's up?" 


‘| was hoping you could tell me," said Ned, discreetly shutting the door behind him. "Saw your boyfriend around 
here yesterday." 


"He's not really my boyfriend," said Kurt. 

"Yes, he is and you and | both know it, so don't play dumb. Anyway," Ned continued, "he came down three 
times. Once to be told you were in another part of the hospital, twice to come down for your notebook you 
got there, and three times to pick up some tapes and try to confront Randy about something.’ 

"Oh?" asked Kurt. He hadn't been aware of the third time. 

"He was asking around for him," said Ned. "What did you tell him, exactly?" 


"I think Randy might have the camera | saw," said Kurt. 


Ned's eyebrows arched in surprise. "You think so?" 


"lm not sure, though," said Kurt. "I saw it in a dream, so it's not like | have proof, but it was the same dream 


| had that showed me Dr. Wallace dying" 

"Wait, wait, wait, whoa, slow down," said Ned. "You had a dream where you saw Dr. Wallace die?" 
"Yeah," said Kurt 

"And was this. from the night before?" 

"Yeah" 

"And is that why you fainted yesterday morning?" asked Ned 

Kurt nodded. "Uh-huh 


Ned rubbed his forehead with his fingertips, pinching between his eyebrows. "Jesus Christ," he muttered. "And 
he died that night." 


"| feel like my dreams are starting to affect reality," said Kurt. "| need to talk to Dr. Singh." 


"Fuck yeah, you do," said Ned. "That's either one hell of a coincidence, or you got some kind of precognitive 


powers." 


"Is really not helping things that | keep having dreams where | see visions from the future," said Kurt. "I 
won't know if any of this is real until it happens." 


Ned began to pace back and forth across the room, deep in thought. "You want me to talk to Randy?" he asked. 
"Do you think it would do any good?" Kurt asked. 


‘lm fairly sure he'll just deny the whole thing but there is one thing | can do, and that's tell if he's lying," said 
Ned. "I know he was one of Wallace's kept boys, so honestly, | could see him having it, but he wouldn't be the 


only one. I'll let you know what | can find out” 
"What about how Dr. Wallace died?" Kurt asked. "Have you heard anything?" 


‘Only thing I've heard is that the other doctors are thinking it was ‘natural causes," said Ned. "There were 
rumors that somebody did him in, maybe gave him a morphine overdose, but none of that talk has come from 


any staff. | think if people suspected it was murder, we'd have seen the cops come back by now." 


Kurt thought about this for a moment, and recalled the shadows of feet he'd seen from underneath the door 
the same night he'd had the dream. "Is there any way that you could murder somebody and make it look like 


natural causes?" Kurt asked. 


"Why, you tryin’ to kill somebody?" Ned asked. 
"No, l'm just.. I'm curious, is all," said Kurt. 


Ned shrugged. "Don't ask me," said Ned. "I'm not a doctor. If | had to guess.. | dunno, maybe? You'd probably 
have to have some kind of medical knowledge to do something like that, though." 


"That makes sense," said Kurt. "Thanks, Ned." 


"You're welcome," said Ned as he stopped pacing. "Get some rest, okay? I'll worry about this. I'll talk with you 
later, alright?" 


"Alright," said Kurt. "See you." 


"Later," said Ned, and he left. As he opened the door to leave, Kurt spotted Valerie standing in the hallway, as 
though she'd been waiting her turn to see Kurt. Ned stopped just outside the door. "Let the man rest," he said, 
slowly and loudly, emphasizing himself with pantomime. Valerie stuck out her tongue at Ned defiantly, and Ned 


dismissed her with a lazy wave of his arm as he walked away. Valerie then tip-toed into Kurt's room. 
"Hey," Kurt said with a wave, and then signed "how are you?" 


Valerie approached the bed, and held out a folded piece of paper. She held a finger to her lips, and tapped it as 
she set it down on the bed beside Kurt, and before Kurt could fully process what happened, she bounced back 
out on her tip-toes, moving like an antelope in tall grass, and left the door open just a crack behind her. Kurt 


picked up the piece of paper and unfolded it. 


Kurt, 
Ím getting the implants on the fifth It would mean a lot if you could be there for me. | want to hear your music. 
Love, Valerie 


PS. I fold you Dr. Wallace would pay for what he did to you. | was right. 


Kurt's initial reaction of genuine excitement for Valerie was dampened by that last line. It seemed weird to 
include it, and given the conversation he'd just had with Ned, it came off as.. unsettling. He was probably 
overthinking it. Valerie herself had been the victim of sexual violence, it made sense that she'd be glad to see 
a rapist dead, and yet Kurt felt an oppressive sense of unease pushing down on him. He folded the letter back 
up, and tried to put it out of his mind. He decided it'd be best if he left out this particular feeling in his 
upcoming talk with Dr. Singh. He didn't need to know. 


Valerie was right, after all. 


Sunk Cost Fallacy 


After opting out of group therapy, Kurt requested that instead he be able to see Dr. Singh alone. The doctor 
was able to make time to see Kurt about a half an hour after the group session, and Kurt made his way to 
Dr. Singh's office without the aid of a wheelchair. He knocked on the office door, and heard "Come inl" from 
inside. 


Kurt opened the door, and Dr. Singh looked up from his computer. "Ah, Kurt!" he said, as though he hadn't 
already been expecting to see him. "Sit down, young man. | understand you wished to speak with me. How are 


you feeling, by the way?" 

"You mean my stomach?" asked Kurt, sitting down in one of Dr. Singh's chairs. 

"If that is where you wish to start," said Dr. Singh. 

| haven't had any more pain," said Kurt, "but I've got something more important to talk to you about." 
"And what's that?" asked Dr. Singh, swinging his chair around to fully face Kurt. 


Kurt took a deep sigh, trying to collect his thoughts. "I'm beginning to feel like the dreams I'm having aren't 
just dreams. | talked before about feeling like they're premonitions, but it didn't really feel like that until the 
night that Dr. Wallace died. | saw him in my dreams before | knew he'd died. | saw Anubis, or that thing in my 
dreams that | guess looks like Anubis, come for him, and then the next morning he's dead. I'd never had a 
dream about him once since what he did to me, but the night that | do.. | see a god of death come for him, 
and then | find out the next morning he died in his sleep." 


"And you think this is more than a coincidence?" asked Dr. Singh. 


It has to be," said Kurt. "It's too much. | keep seeing and hearing things about the future and now | feel like 
I've been given some kind of.. | don't know, Ned called it precognition? But that's not real, so.. am | going crazy? 
| feel like it should be some kind of coincidence but | can't help but think more and more that it's not." 


"What kind of things are you seeing in your dreams?" asked Dr. Singh. 


"Well," said Kurt, "a lot of images, mostly, of disasters and civil unrest and stuff like that. One of the ones that 
keeps coming up is a plane crashing into a skyscraper." Kurt closed his eyes and summoned the image in his 
mind. Fortunately, Dr. Singh didn't say anything, which allowed Kurt to try and focus on it.. a tall, straight 
building, glass and concrete, like a big rectangle, almost completely indistinguishable from any other generic 
skyscraper.. except for the one that looked exactly like it right next to it. "I think its one of the Twin Towers," 
he finally said, his voice hitching in his throat. 


"You think a plane is going to crash into one of the World Trade Center towers," said Dr. Singh. 


"IFs like.. the only building that's immediately recognizable," said Kurt. "It was the New York City skyline on fire. 
Holy shit” 


"Do you have any idea when this is supposed to happen?" 


Kurt shook his head. "No idea," said Kurt. "None." 


"Do you think," asked Dr. Singh as he steepled his fingers, “that this might have been influenced by past news 
stories, or maybe even a movie? Perhaps the terrorist attack on the World Trade Center from last year is 


still fresh in your mind, and might have influenced these dreams?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt, feeling more uncertain of himself now. 


‘It's not as if this is a pattern of you dreaming of things and seeing them come true," said Dr. Singh. "This 
phenomena of you dreaming of something happening, and then it happens, has happened only once.. unless there 


are other incidents | don't know about. Are there any?" 


"No," Kurt admitted. 


"I will admit that it certainly is curious that you would dream of Dr. Wallace dying the night he died," said Dr. 
Singh, "but is that really precognition? And if you do have precognitive powers, then surely you would have 
some idea of the things you would fear would happen to your friends and family before your 28th birthday, 


would you not?" 


"I heard the day before my 28th birthday in a dream," said Kurt. "Thats the deadline before I'm supposed to 
die." 


"And did you have any visions of what would happen if you don't die before then?" 


| haven't had any," said Kurt in a small, defeated voice as he sunk into the chair. "I have no idea what's 


supposed to happen" 


"It seems your powers of precognition aren't very useful then, are they?" asked Dr. Singh. 


Kurt was physically unable to slink back into his chair any further without sliding out at this point. "The 


dreams feel so real," he said. 


‘lm sure they do," said Dr. Singh. "You've expressed as much. You've also expressed doubts as to whether or 
not they are premonitions almost since the beginning. | think it's important that you keep a grip on that 


skepticism in your approach to these dreams of yours." 


"You trying to keep me from turning into another Stephan?" Kurt asked. "Thinking that | can talk to Jesus and 
Mary and not even questioning it?" 


"This has nothing to do with Stephan," said Dr. Singh. "His circumstances are very different from yours. | don't 
know how much you are fully committed to the idea that you're able to converse with ghosts and gods, but to 


me, it seems that there's some uncertainty on your part. Am | wrong?" 


Kurt wriggled in his seat as he tried to sit up. "Of course | have doubts," said Kurt. "That's why I'm here. 
That's why l'm asking you for help." 


"And what do you want me to do, exactly?" asked Dr. Singh. 


"Your job!" said Kurt. "| want you to assure me that I'm not crazy, or maybe tell me that | am crazy. | don't 
know, | just.. | just want to feel like I'm not completely losing my grip on reality, and right now | feel like I'm 
losing it." He held his head in his hands, and pulled his feet up onto the seat and his knees up to his chest. "This 


has never happened to me before and l'm freaking out.” 


"Kurt," said Dr. Singh, adopting a stern, fatherly tone, "I cannot tell you whether or not you are ‘crazy, 
because you're not ‘crazy, you're dealing with mental illness. You've been through a great deal of trauma and 
it makes sense that your mind is having trouble coping with it. In your mind, you've decided that you're ‘going 
crazy,’ so your mind has invented evidence to further prove this to yourself, in a sort of infinite feedback 


loop." 


"You think so?" Kurt asked. 


"That is my best guess, yes," said Dr. Singh. "l think, perhaps, it's time for you to seriously consider outpatient 
therapy very soon. | do wonder how much of merely being in this wing is contributing to this confirmation bias 


you may be experiencing." 


Kurt hugged his knees, and contemplated this. Maybe Dr. Singh was onto something. Yes, there was a sense of 
protection from the press, from the temptation to do heroin, from himself in this place, but that was a 
trade-off for not being able to come and go with the freedom he was so used to. He missed just hanging out 
with friends without people watching him, he missed being at home with his family, he missed being able to 
book a recording studio after rehearsals and being able to make something that sounded really fucking good. 


"Valerie wants me to be there when she gets her cochlear implants put in," said Kurt. 


“That's later this week, isn't it?" Dr. Singh asked. 


"Yeah, the fifth," said Kurt. 


"So you wish to stay a few more days?" asked Dr. Singh. "Is that really necessary?" 


"| guess I'll see how | feel after that." 


“Alright, then," said Dr. Singh. "We can schedule you for release later on the fifth. How does that sound?" 


"Sounds good," said Kurt. "Thank you." 


"| would like to also schedule regular appointments once you've been discharged," said Dr. Singh. "You can 


discuss this with my secretary once you're ready." 


"Okay," said Kurt with a shaky nod. "I will." 


"Is there anything else you'd like to discuss?" 


"No," said Kurt. "I think I'm good. Thank you." He got up from the chair, his head bowed and shoulders slumped. 
As Kurt turned to leave, Dr. Singh called out to him. 


"Kurt," he said, "l really do think you have made excellent progress in your stay here, even with all of the. 


hiccups" 


Kurt barked out a sour chuckle. "Sure," said Kurt, "if that's what you wanna call it" 


"| normally am not one to say things like this," said Dr. Singh, "but perhaps.. you can take some solace in 


knowing that Dr. Wallace will no longer be able to victimize others." 


"Well, he's not gonna have any new victims," said Kurt. "That doesn't mean people aren't going to remain 


victimized." 


Kurt didn't look back at Dr. Singh as he left, letting the door creak shut behind him. His feelings towards Dr. 
Singh were.. complicated, especially in the wake of what happened with Dr. Wallace. He wondered if Dr. Singh felt 
a sense of relief when Dr. Wallace died; he didn't seem terribly broken up about his death, so there didn't 
appear to be any lost love there, but he couldn't help but wonder if Dr. Singh knew more than he let on. As 
Kurt pondered this, he went past the rec room, and went back to his bed, grabbing a hold of his notebook. Just 


as he stood back up straight, he heard a knock on the door frame, and he turned around to see Terrance. 


‘Oh, hey," said Kurt. "What's up?" 


‘lm sorry to bother you, man, but.. | was talkin’ to Raven, and he said | should probably just get this over 


with quick and ask, but.. can | borrow your guitar?" 


Kurt blinked once, twice. "Okay, | guess?" he said. "But | am left-handed.” 


"Dude," said Terrance, holding up his left hand and wiggling his fingers, "I know. And so am I. | just don't have 


my guitar with me." 


"Alright," said Kurt, and he crouched down beside the bed. "Let me get it out" He reached underneath and 
pulled out a black guitar case, and popped open the latches on it. Terrance walked up behind him, looking down 
at the guitar with wide-eyed awe. 


"Wow," he said in a hushed voice. 


It's not even one of my cooler guitars," said Kurt, as he lifted it out of its case. "But it's served me pretty 


well, | think" 


"Can | hold it?" asked Terrence. 


‘| mean, you did come by to borrow it, after all," said Kurt, and held up the guitar to Terrence, "so | assume 


you want to actually play it, right?" 


"| do," said Terrance, taking the guitar gently from Kurt. He slung the strap around him, and felt its weight as 
Kurt handed him a guitar pick. Terrance took it from Kurt, and plucked tentatively at the strings. "Holy shit," 
he muttered. "I'm playing Kurt Cobain's guitar." 


"How does it feel?" asked Kurt. 


Terrence twisted one of the keys at the guitar's head, tuning it slightly until he was able to strum a smooth 
chord. "Feels good," he said, smiling. 


"What're you gonna play?" asked Kurt. 


"Well, uh.. | wanted to play something | wrote," said Terrence. "I got a band, but we don't have a drummer at 


the moment--" 


"Been there," said Kurt. 


"--And we haven't been doing a whole lot since then as far as rehearsal goes," said Terrence. 


"What's your band's name?" Kurt asked. 


"We're called Tiger, Tiger," said Terrence. "And this song's called ‘Don't Look Down: Here goes." He immediately 
strummed out the opening chords, and Kurt sat down on the bed, and listened. When Terrence began to sing 
the first verse, Kurt sat up at attention His voice was raspy, but also still somehow honeyed at the same 


time; bluesy and raw, but with an inner warmth. 


‘Fill ‘er up, Sam, | need the liquid courage, 
"We're gonna need it as much as we can get, 
‘Gonna take a long walk off a short pier, 
‘Gotta make it back before the sun sets." 


His voice swelled up, louder, like a primal roar from deep in his barrel chest, as the chord progression changed 


for the chorus, and he belted out: 


‘ust hold my hand, and don't look down 
"Hold your breath, don’t make sound, 
"Hold my hand and don’t look down, 
"Hold my hand, and don't look--" 


But instead of going quieter as he returned to the verse, he was still loud, as though he were pushing out his 
breath through a vice. 


"Down, | know its a lot to swallow, dear, 


‘But youre stronger than you could ever know 


"The knives are at our back, you can feel them, 


"Keep pushing forward and escape the killing blow." 


And then he transitioned to a bridge. 


"Try not fo think about it. try not to think about it. its too much." 


And louder still at the chorus, drawing in bystanders to listen. 


"Just hold my hand, dear, and don't look down, 
‘Hold your breath, don’t make a sound, 

‘Light on your toes, keep quiet now, 

‘Hold my hand, and don't look.. down!" 


He kept repeating "down" as he went into the breakdown, he was clearly lost in his own performance. Kurt was 
too focused on Terrance to see Maxine or Raven or Odette by the door, looking in as Terrance stomped one 
foot in time to the beat, bobbing his head up and down as his dreadlocks bounced. He pulled his left hand away 


from the guitar, letting the strings vibrate on his last strum as he fell still, but surely, it wasn't over. 


"You can't catch me, Im falling, dear, 
"You gotta get up and keep on going 
‘Don't worry about me no more, darling, 


"Cause the wind at your back will just blowin..." 


He went back into the chorus, much softer now. 


"Go on ahead, and don't look down, 

‘Hold your breath, don’t make a sound, 
Forget about me, as | fall to the ground, 
"Go on ahead, and don't look.. down." 


He stopped playing on that last word, and let the note hang in the air for a moment before the patients 
gathered in the hallway began to clap. Terrence noticed, and immediately soaked up the attention, smiling and 


bowing. 


"That was friggin’ awesome!" said Raven. 


"| think you're better than that loser on the bed over there," said Maxine. 


‘Oh man, no way am | better than him," said Terrance, shaking his head as he looked at Kurt. "What did you 
think, though?" 


Kurt exhaled, not realizing he'd been holding his breath during that last part of the song. "I think Maxine might 


be onto something," said Kurt. "I think you were made to be a rock star." 


Terrence's jaw dropped. "For real?" he said, his voice cracking. "You're not just saying that?" 


"| mean it," said Kurt. 


"YO!" Terrance exclaimed, stumbling back, hand on his forehead. "Holy shit, you just.. man, |." He stopped, and 
put his hands to his face and sniffled, and then cleared his throat. "| need a minute," he said. 


"You really are good," said Odette, peering in past Raven. "Do you do requests?" 


"Depends on if | know it," said Terrence. 


"Do you know any Cocteau Twins?" Odette asked. 


"| don't.. think so?" said Terrence, looking confused. 


"How about The Cure?" asked Odette. 


Without any further prompting, Terrence started playing an acoustic version of the opening chords to "Love 
Song," and skipping over much of the extended into to start crooning the opening verse. Odette listened with a 
hand over her heart, and Raven seemed a bit uncomfortable by this, looking back and forth between Odette 


and Terrence. A nurse moving through the hall ushered Raven, Odette and Maxine further into Kurt's room to 
keep them from milling in the hallway, before peeking inside to check on what was happening. She, too, stopped 
to listen to Terrence's rendition of "Love Song.” 


Kurt felt himself caught in Terrence's sheer magnetism; he radiated a presence that drew people in, powerful 
and warm, capable of high intensity and gentleness as the same time. This man seemed as though he were 
born for the spotlight, but thinking on this, Kurt felt a chill, Terrence wasn't here without a reason. Hell, the 
entire reason Kurt was here was that the spotlight shone too brightly and nearly burnt him out completely. 
The last thing he wanted was to inflict it on somebody else that couldn't handle it. 


Terrence finished, and was met with applause. He grinned, and took a deep bow, and pulled the guitar strap over 
his head to hand the instrument back to Kurt. "Thank you so much, man," he said as Kurt took it from him. 


"This is an honor, it really is." 


"Terrence," said Kurt, casting a sideways glance at the others, including the nurse who was finally leaving, 
"could | talk to you for a minute?" 


‘Oh! Oh, of course," said Terrence. He looked to the others. "Thanks so much, you guys, I'll definitely play for 


you again." 


"Thank you so much," gushed Odette. "See ya around, Terrence." She slipped back into the hall and Raven 


followed her, but not before casting a glare to Terrence. 


"You stay away from my woman," said Raven, pointing to fingers at Terrence. 


Terrence laughed. "Don't you worry about it, man, | got you.” 


Raven nodded, and left. Maxine shook her head and rolled her eyes at the display, and looked to Terrence. "See 
you around then," she said, and shut the door as she left. 


So now Kurt and Terrence were alone. Kurt got up off the bed and placed the guitar gently back in its case. 
"So," he said, "are you trying to get into the music business." 


"Yeah," said Terrence. "| haven't had much luck, though, and it's mostly been down to.. well, a lot of things, but 
I've been sending out demo tapes to record companies and then never hearing anything back. I'd heard stories 
about record companies just signing deals with bands left and right these days, but | haven't experienced any 
of that. Am | doing something wrong?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt. "That seems weird to me. There's a lot of bands being signed to major labels in just 
the past couple of years that never would have had a shot before, so | don't know what's up with that" 


"| feel like if we settle on a drummer, we'd have a better chance," said Terrence. 


"Probably," said Kurt. "But. are you ready for it?" 


"Am | ready for it?" echoed Terrence. "Hell yeah, I'm ready for it! | got fired from my job, I've been sleeping on 
friends' couches.. | got nothing to lose. | want this more than anything.” 


Kurt thought back to his own experiences of being temporarily homeless, living with friends, and working a 
shitty job as a janitor to get by. "I believe you," said Kurt. "But.. at the same time.. it can feel like too much, 
too fast. | don't think | was ever fully ready for it. | wasn't ready to get as big as | did as quickly as | did. Its 
felt like too much, and | just wanna tell you to be careful. | don't want you to end up in a situation like the one 


that got me here." 


Terrence stood there for a moment, not saying anything. "You mean.. like an overdose?" he asked. 


Kurt turned his head and brushed back the hair that covered his ear. The stitches had been removed 
recently, leaving flesh that just looked like a wad of chewed-up bubble gum. Terrence covered his mouth and 


gasped, leaning back as he did so. ".. How?" was all he managed to get out. 


| was about to kill myself," said Kurt. "I was ready to blow my brains out. Not just because of fame, for a lot 
of reasons, but a lot of it was.. accelerated, | guess, by getting too big, too fast. Its funny.. when | was a 
teenager, | told a friend of mine that | was gonna become a big rock star and then kill myself, go out in a blaze 
of glory, and | almost did exactly that." He pulled his hair back over his ear as he noticed Terrence staring at 
him in shock. "Sorry," he said. "That's a lot to lay on somebody you only just met” 


"Nah, man.. it's cool," said Terrence, though he was clearly uncomfortable. "I guess that explains ‘| Hate Myself 


and Want to Die; doesn't it?" 


"Yeah, a little bit," said Kurt with a sardonic laugh. 


"So.. getting shoved in the limelight.. that's pretty overwhelming, huh?" asked Terrence. 


"Yeah, it is," said Kurt. "I don't want to discourage you or anything like that, though, because | really do think 
you could go places. | think you could be very successful. But | also don't want to help shove you in the 
spotlight and have it wreck you, either. | don't want you to make the same mistake | did.” 


Terrence nodded, hand on his chin as he considered this. "I got you," he said. "So | gotta be careful." 


"If you're using drugs, | highly suggest you stop," said Kurt. "Because drugs. also a big part of what made me 
want to kill myself. You don't do drugs, do you?" 


"I drink and | smoke weed," said Terrence. “Sometimes | drink too much and | definitely smoke too much weed" 


‘I've definitely been there," said Kurt. 


"But yeah. | smoke weed so that | don't feel like | wanna do myself in," said Terrence. "I think that's part of why 
| was drawn to your music; we're on a similar wavelength. | listen to your music, and | know you got pain. | got 
pain too, even if its not the same pain, but | feel it. It speaks to me, and I'm really glad that you're still here, 


man. 


"Thanks," said Kurt. "Same goes for you. I'm glad you're here and you're alive." 


Terrence smiled He wiped his eye with the back of his hand, and sniffed. "So, is every conversation you have 


this heavy, or is this just special?" 


"Its the environment, man," said Kurt. "I'm not gonna be here much longer; lm gonna be going home before the 


end of the week." 


"| guess | got good timing then, to have met you at all," said Terrence. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. “Also.. | really do want to help get you signed, if you think you're ready for it” 


lm ready," said Terrence. "I'm gonna take what you said to heart, but | am ready." 


Kurt pulled out his notebook, flipped to a blank page, and wrote a name, number and address on it before he 
ripped it out and handed it to Terrence. "You'll wanna call them first," said Kurt. "You let them know that I've 
seen you play and | think you're worth signing. You put together a demo tape and you send it to them. Worse 


comes to worse, I'll help find you a drummer." 


"Thank you," said Terrence. "Man, this is.. I'm not used to this kind of generosity.” 


"Start getting used to it," said Kurt. "You're gonna see a lot more of it." 


There was a knock at the door. "I'll get it," said Terrence, and he went to open the door, pulling it open to find 
Courtney standing in the doorway, looking confused. "Oh my God," said Terrence, breathless. "It's Courtney 


Love." 


"Yeah, it is," said Courtney. "So, who are you, and what are you doing in my husband's room?" 


"Oh, damn, I'm sorry, my name's Terrence and we were just talking,” said Terrence, moving out of her way as 
she walked in. "See, I'm a big fan of your husband's, and | love Hole as well, too, | haven't been able to listen to 


your new album yet because of stuff going on in my life, but | heard it's good!" 


‘It is good," said Courtney, "right Kurt?" 


Kurt nodded in agreement, and gave her a vigorous thumbs-up. 


"I'll definitely listen to it when | get the chance," said Terrence, backing out of the room. "You'll probably wanna 


be alone right now, so l'm just gonna go now. Nice to meet you, you're awesome, your husband is awesome.. 


bye." And with that, Terrence slipped out of the room and scurried down the hall as the door swung closed in 


his wake. 


"Who was that?" asked Courtney. 


“Somebody with a lot of talent," said Kurt. "You should have heard him sing." 


‘Oh yeah?" asked Courtney. "Is he that good?" 


"Good enough to be signed," said Kurt. "I think he could probably handle success better than | do. | mean.. look 


at me." 


"So, are you doing any better?" 


‘lm not gonna be here much longer,” said Kurt. "I'm gonna be out of here on the fifth." 


Courtney's face immediately lit up. "Oh Kurt, that's great!" she said, and rushed over to hug him, nearly 


knocking him back into the wall. "God, | can't wait until you're back home." 


"Yeah, same," said Kurt, pulling her in tighter. "Same." 


"Is there a reason why you picked the fifth to come back?" asked Courtney, tilting her head against Kurt's 


neck. "You wanna be home for Cinco de Mayo or something?" 


Kurt chuckled. "No, no, that's just when Valerie is set to get her cochlear implants. | kind of.. told her that | 
would pay for them." 


"Wait," said Courtney, pulling back from Kurt, "how much would that cost, exactly?" 


"Well," said Kurt, turning his head to avoid eye contact, "lm definitely not gonna be able to afford Leadbelly's 


guitar any time soon" 


"Does she not have insurance?" asked Courtney. "Fuck, Kurt, how much is it?" 


Kurt bowed his head slightly, and finally looked at Courtney through his hair, which had fallen over his eyes. 
"It's gonna be like $15,000." 


"Jesus!" Courtney exclaimed, as she held a hand to her forehead. "That's... that's a lot. Why doesn't she have 


insurance, | mean.. she's disabled, right? Wouldn't she have Medicaid?" 


"| don't know!" said Kurt defensively. "It sounded like she was having a hard time being able to pay for much of 
anything.” 


"What if she's ripping you off?" asked Courtney. 


"Why would she do that?" asked Kurt. "It's not like I'm gonna give her cash, l'm gonna pay for the hospital bil 
myself." 


Courtney thought about this, looking at Kurt for some kind of reassurance. Kurt sighed. 


"Look," he said, "if you're that worried about it, maybe we could, | don't know, have it as a tax write-off for 
charity or something, but this is somebody that actually wants to be able to hear again. She hasn't been able 
to hear anything since she was four or five years old. When the gun went off next to my head, | went deaf 
for a while, and it made me appreciate what | have, you know? | could give her that, and I5 grand seems like a 
small price to pay for somebody to have one of their senses restored and to be able to hear music again. | 


want to give something back to somebody that's been kind of me in a meaningful way." 


"That's very sweet of you, Kurt,” said Courtney. "I just.. | don't know. It's not like we don't have money, it's 
just.. you know what, it's fine. You're good. You're a good guy, Kurt. 


"Thanks," said Kurt. "I'm trying to be." 


"Now come on," said Courtney, taking hold of Kurts hand as she got up off the bed, "I'm dying for a cigarette." 
Kurt let himself be taken by her as they headed outside for a smoke. 


Screwed 


Courtney's visit was not as tumultuous as many of her other visits; Kurt had been worried that she didn't 
know about him being taken to the emergency room yesterday, but she confirmed that she knew about it, and 
restrained herself from rushing to the hospital because Krist was already there. She was still clearly worried 
about his stomach pains, as was Kurt, since heroin had been the only thing staving them off. Having been off 
of it for a month, she did confirm to Kurt that his skin had cleared up and it more color to it, which could not 
have been said in the days leading up to his suicide attempt. There was a question looming over them both, 
ready to be asked as soon as Kurt was to be discharged, a giant "now what?" in neon letters flashing above 
their heads in the distance. Towards the end of Courtney's visit, they just feel silent, taking the last drags on 
their cigarettes as they held hands, their fingers intertwined, and they stared across the courtyard. It was as 
if they'd run out of things to talk about, at least things to talk about that wouldn't end in an argument. And 
how would things be once he got home? Would they go back to fighting? As Courtney kissed him when she 
left, his mind went back to focusing on that big question looming in the distance, growing closer by the minute. 


He stayed outside in the courtyard by himself for a few minutes, alone in his own head. He loved Courtney, 
but the relationship felt dangerously unstable. He loved Krist, but he was married and Krist told him over and 
over again that it simply wasn't possible without jeopardizing both of their relationships. Just as the first few 
droplets of rain started to come down, the door back inside the psych wing opened. Kurt turned and expected 
to see a nurse standing there to beckon him back inside before it started to rain, but instead he found himself 
locking eyes with Valerie. She gestured to him, pointing over her shoulder to silently ask if he was coming back 


in. 


Kurt stared at her, his eyes locked with hers. It was almost as if she could read what he was thinking just by 
looking at him, and she closed the door behind her. She walked across the concrete, just under the patio roof, 
and stood in front of him, studying his face with her big, green eyes. Kurt, immediately feeling shame, turned 
his gaze away, only for Valerie to bring a hand to his cheek, and turn his head back to face her. Her gaze was 
filled with a wordless determination, as if she had read him like a book, and was now putting him to task for 
the thoughts in his mind. He put his own hand over hers, and slowly lowered it from his face, as her fingers 
traced down his stubbly jawline, all the way down to the dimple on his chin. Everything in Kurt's brain was 
screaming that this was a bad idea, and that this could only end in disaster, as he let go of her hand and let it 
fall to her side as she looked at him with expectation. 


"We shouldn't be doing this," said Kurt. 


Valerie put a finger to his lips, and held it there for a moment before she removed it. She then signed to him 
something that she'd signed multiple times before to him, often enough that she was able to recognize it 
without her having to speak 


"Ill see you tonight.” 


She looked back at him as she headed for the door, her eyes full of longing, and closed the door behind him. 
Kurt ran his fingers through his hair, pushing it out of his face, as he felt flushed and sweaty. Fuck, he 
thought. Maybe he could just talk with her, honestly, and not do something stupid yet again and ruin fucking 
everything. By the time he went back inside, the rain was coming down steadily, pitter-pattering against the 
patio roof, and he didn't see Valerie in the hallway. "Shit," he muttered, and made his way to the rec room. 


After dinner, Kurt was in his room again, just waiting as he wrote in his notebook. When he heard a knock on 
the door, he got up from his bed and went to open the door, expecting to see Valerie, but as his eyes were 
aimed for Valerie's height, he found himself staring at a man's chest, and looked up to see Terrence. "Oh, hey," 
he said. "Wasn't expecting you." 


"You were expecting somebody else?" Terrence asked. 
pecting Y 


"Nah, it's fine," said Kurt, opening the door wider to let Terrence inside. "What's up?" 


"I was thinking about what you said to me earlier," said Terrence. "About being ready for stardom." 


"Yeah?" asked Kurt. 


"Yeah," said Terrence. "| just wanted to ask you some questions." 


"Sure," said Kurt. "What do you want to know?" 


"Well," said Terrence, taking a seat on the floor by the bed, "I heard a lot of things about you. Mostly from 


Maxine. | just wanted to know if they were true." 


Kurt scoffed. "From Maxine, huh? What's she been saying about me?" 


"All kinds of stuff," said Terrence. "Like, do you really see ghosts? Like the ghost of Buddy Holly?" 


"Only after | wound up in the hospital," said Kurt. "And only in my dreams. It's not like I'm hallucinating them 


while l'm awake." 


"And is he telling you that you're supposed to be dead?" Terrence asked. His eyes were wide with concern, his 


brow knitted. 


"Pretty much," said Kurt. "He's been telling me that | have to die before | turn 28" 


"28?" Terrence echoed, and rubbed his bearded chin. "Oh! Like you're supposed to die at 21, like Jimi Hendrix 


and Jim Morrison and Janis Joplin!" 


"And Brian Johnson," said Kurt. "The illustrious 27 Club." 


"How old was Buddy Holly when he died?" 


"22," said Kurt. 


"So why does he want you to join the 27 Club so bad if he isn't even in it?" asked Terrence. 


"You know, I've thought about it," said Kurt, "and | think it comes back to his death and the death of the other 
people on the plane, like The Big Bopper and Ritchie Valens.. that was the first real big tragedy of rock 'n roll. 
They called it ‘The Day the Music Died" Kurt let out a dry, humorless chuckle, and he brought his thumb in 
front of his mouth. "It's heavy shit, man. | think a lot about what if I'd died when | was supposed to. Just.. 
frozen in time in people's minds, just being a fucking ghost thats shaped the way other people see me. | could 
be anything to anyone and | wouldn't be around to ruin that image for them. Like, do | wanna live, and get old 
and fat and have people not care about me anymore, just pushed aside in favor of the next new fad, or do | 
sacrifice myself to the altar of rock ‘n' roll so | don't have to be alive when | get ground up and fed to the 


machine that is the music industry and MTV? Because either way, they'll just use me up and spit out my 
bones once they're done with me. They'd probably get more use out of me once l'm dead. Shit, it might be the 
best career move | could make." Kurt snapped out of his own introspection and looked back to Terrence, who 


was staring at him with a look of terror, and Kurt's sardonic smile faltered. 


Terrence got up from his seat on the floor, and stood over Kurt's bed. He bent down, and put his hands on 
Kurt's shoulders, and looked him straight in the eye. "Listen to me," said Terrence, "you deserve to live. You 
have done so much for me and you didn't even know me, man. | feel like | would've been dead by now if it 


weren't for you and your music. You saved my life and you didn't even know it" 


Kurt shrunk under Terrence's unflinching gaze, and the grip he had on Kurts skinny shoulders. He opened his 


mouth to respond, but could only sputter before Terrence spoke up again. 


"Think about all the other people whose lives you've touched just by being alive," said Terrence. "Because | am 
Telling you, there are so many more out there. | mean, | know you've been in therapy a lot longer than I've 
been here, so you probably already know to think about your family and your friends but.. there are so many 
other people who are alive and well all because of you, because you reached out to them in some small way 
that you don't even know, just by being you, and | know that's hard to see because you feel like you hate 
yourself, but the best parts of you are amazing. The best parts of you are incredible. Even if MTV moves 
onto some other fad, you'll still be out there killing it, because there's only one you out there, and nobody else. 
You deserve to live and to be happy. Trust me." 


Terrence lifted his hands off of Kurt's shoulders, and Kurt stared at him for a moment as he let all of this 
sink in He didn't say anything; he just pulled his knees up to his chest, and let his head roll to one side as it 
rested on his knees. Terrence stepped back a few paces, and massaged his temples with one hand, covering his 
eyes. 


‘I'm sorry," he said. "That was a little bit much. But.. if you had died a month ago, and I'd heard about it.. | was 
in a really dark place, man. | was already dealing with a lot of shit, but if | found out that somebody that | 
looked up to, who had the things I've been dreaming of, just up and shot himself? | might've killed myself too. 


So you being here, right now, alive.. means I'm alive too." 


Kurt couldn't think of a response to that. The idea that other people might kill themselves in a reaction to his 
suicide was nigh incomprehensible. Why? Why would anybody do that? It's not like these fans actually knew him, 
but then he thought of his own musical heroes, like John Lennon and Sid Vicious, and how he felt connected to 
them even though he'd never really known them. Even though he was only Il when Sid had died and was 13 
when John Lennon died, there was still that sense of loss. The very next year after John had been shot on the 


stairs of his apartment, Kurt had been talking to his friends about killing himself. It seemed inevitable. It ran in 


his family. It had felt like destiny that Kurt would go out the same way. 


"Would you really have killed yourself if you found out | was dead?" Kurt asked. 


"Probably," said Terrence. 


"Why?" asked Kurt. "You don't really know me. We've known each other for less than 24 hours. You didn't even 
know me before today. So, why?" 


"Because you Touched me with your music," said Terrence. "You're my inspiration. You're my hero." 


Kurt slumped back until his head and shoulders hit the wall, he wasn't close enough to it to rest his back up 
properly against it. "Im not a hero worth having," said Kurt. "Even my heroes aren't really heroes." 


| know you feel that," said Terrence, "and | don't know everything you're going through. But still.. whether you 
feel it or not, there's a lot more people out there like me that look up to you, to speak to our pain and our 
frustrations to the world. You do that like nobody else does, and | appreciate you for that. | admire you for 


that, for being that outlet so many of us needed. You're special, man. You're really loved." 


"Thank you," said Kurt mumbled. "| want to believe that" 


"Doesn't matter if you believe it," said Terrence. "Lot of people don't believe in things that are true. Lot of 
people believe in things that are bullshit. And a lot of people will say things they don't believe just to keep up 
appearances. But everything | said to you, | 100% believe, from the bottom of my heart. Just think about it" 


Kurt just looked up at Terrence with hurt in his eyes, before letting his head fall down, limp. 


Ill see you around, Kurt," said Terrence, and he left the room quietly, but not without catching one last 
glimpse of Kurt on the bed, lying still against the wall. As Terrence closed the door, Kurt fell on his side, and 
curled up, his body curved into a question mark, and his eyes started to water. He grabbed a hold of the giant 
plush Snoopy that had been sitting beside his bed and buried his face in it, trying to make as little noise as 


possible as his tears bled into its soft fur. 


He was still in that position when the lights went out. As soon as it went dark, Kurt picked up his head, his 
cheeks still moist as he let out a sniffle. He rolled onto his back. He thought back to what Valerie signed him 
earlier. HI see you tonight. Was she actually coming? Did she specifically wait for lights-out? His heart started 
beating quickly against his ribs. Was she planning what he thought she was planning? 


It took about I5 minutes before Kurt perked his head up as he saw the shadow of someone's feet underneath 
the crack of the door. He didnt even get up to answer it, and instead pulled Snoopy to his chest as Valerie 
slipped inside, shutting the door behind her. It was dark, so there was no way she'd be able to read his lips. He 
just sat there as she approached him, step by step, until she climbed over the foot of the bed, and crawled 
towards him up the mattress on all fours. Even in the dim light, he could feel her eyes burning into him, as 
she pulled her legs underneath her as she sat down. Kurt relaxed a bit, even as he sat upright, casting the 
stuffed doll aside. Valerie reached out to him and touched his face, same as she had earlier, but this time she 
brushed up against Kurt's injured ear, and he flinched She took her hand back in surprise, holding it back. 
Everything in Kurt's mind was screaming at him to stop now, but so many little things about Courtney were 
all piling up all at the same time as he weighed the current situation in his mind. Each little dismissal, each roll 
of her eyes, each time she told him to grow up, that he was crazy, that he needed to just snap out of it, and 
on top of all of that, the admittance that she'd cheated in Rome.. probably before he'd OD'd on pills but still, all 
of it stacked up, and here in front of him was a woman that didn't judge him at all. Kurt reached out to 
Valerie and took her hand, lifting it up to the side of his head to brush back his hair, and let her touch his 
mutilated ear. Valerie gasped, as she ran her thumb alongside what was left of his upper earlobe, and her 
breath hitched in her throat. She coaxed Kurt's head forward, and Kurt offered little resistance to this. It 
almost didn't feel real to Kurt, as though this were a dream and one of the ghosts was going to show up and 
tell him he was doing the wrong thing. But no ghosts showed up, and instead his lips met Valerie's, and his 
blood turned hot in his veins. He opened his mouth slightly and she clutched the sides of his head in her hands, 
pulling him against her as she slipped her hungry tongue into his mouth, taking full control as Kurt melted 
against her. 


Soon he was on his back, trying to keep quiet as Valerie held one of his hands above his head, kissing him as 
though she were drinking deep from an oasis and having gone days without water. She unbuttoned his pajama 
top and ran her hand over his heaving chest, and he ran his fingers through her hair, letting the strands fall 
between his digits and feeling just how smooth and soft it was; how smooth and soft she was. When she pulled 
away from him to straddle him, she still held his hand, their fingers interlaced, her grip tight before she 
squeezed his hand and let go. As she took off her shirt over her head, revealing her bare breasts that Kurt 
could only barely make out in the dark with only the illumination of the one light on the far end of the hall and 
the moonlight coming in through the window, Kurt felt as though he were disassociating; he was now watching 
himself, from inside his own head, as Valerie lifted her ass up off of his waist so that she could shed her 
pants and panties. It was all happening so fast, too fast, and he felt helpless to stop it as she sat back down on 
the bare skin of his stomach. He could feel she was already wet as she rubbed her pussy lips against the skin 
right above the hem of his pajama pants, and she nudged his growing erection with her ass. He bit his lip and 


tried his best not to whine as she went back in for another kiss, her breasts pressing up against his chest. He 
was drunk on her, letting his hand cup her breast before letting it slide down the length of her torso, and 


squeezing her ass. 


Why was he doing this, exactly? It was more than just being horny, or finding Valerie attractive. Was it sheer 
pettiness, thinking about being cheated on? Was it boredom? Selfishness? Did it even matter at this point, as 
Valerie slid down his body, pulling down his pajama pants and underwear, freeing his swelling erection Kurt 
inhaled sharply as she ran her fingertips along the length of his cock, regarding it like some sort of sacred 
relic as she inspected it with feather-light touches. She looked up at Kurt, tapping her index finger against her 
lips. 


She was looking right at him. He could shake his head, tell her to stop, and yet.. he didn't want her to stop. 
Instead, he gave her a shaky nod, and she opened her mouth and engulfed the head of his cock, and he covered 
his mouth with his hand as his eyes bugged out of his skull. He hadn't done much masturbating since he was 
checked in and hadn't come since that wet dream he'd had with Buddy Holly and Anubis, and he screwed his 


eyes shut as he tried to keep from just busting a nut right there. 


Youre making a big mistake. 


Kurt grit his teeth and tried to cast the tiny voice out of his mind. Fuck, it was the one he'd heard back in the 
greenhouse. Kurt thrashed his head back and forth against his pillow, tossing his hair back and forth over his 
face as Valerie swallowed his cock Kurt tried to breathe through his nose, letting out a squeak as Valerie 
sucked. Just as Kurt thought he was about to come, she pulled her head back, letting it fall out of her mouth 
and stand there like a bare flagpole as it twitched and throbbed with need. She looked back to Kurt, who opened 
his eyes to meet her gaze. She then got to her knees and positioned her hips just above Kurt's dick, rubbing 
her clit in hectic circles with her fingers as she used her other hand to spread her pussy lips, which she 


lowered so that they kissed the head of Kurt's cock. Shit, he didn't think she'd go this far and this fast. 


You'll regret this 


Valerie lowered her hips and the tip of Kurt's cock pushed through into her hot, wet cunt, which seemed to 
draw his cock further inside as she dipped further. Her mouth was drawn tightly shut, but she let out a 
mousy little squeak as she drove him deeper inside. She leaned forward, splaying her hands on Kurt's chest, 
staring at him with a possessed, feverish intensity until she finally hit the hilt. Kurt, no longer able to help 
himself, grabbed hold of her ass and bucked his hips up, causing her to bounce. He was in too deep, in a very 
literal sense, and this needed to be over quick, lest they get caught. He leaned his head back and thrust into 


her, faster and faster, as she made more strained squeaks and whines. As her vaginal muscles clamped down 


hard on his cock, Kurt let out a low, guttural noise through gritted teeth pursed lips, his fingers digging into 
the flesh of her ass and god, he was so close, like a firecracker with its lit fuse nearing the base, ready to go 
off. Valerie reached out for Kurt's face in the dark and pulled it up to hers, kissing him as she clenched her 
pussy hard as she came, fluids gushing out of her as she shuddered on top of him, causing Kurt to finally give 


in and come inside her. 


Oh no. 


As soon as Kurt came down from his orgasm, it became very clear just how badly he'd just fucked up. He 
pulled his head back away from Valerie, who could make out his horrified expression even in the dark room, 
even though she kept his cock nestled inside of her for as long as she could. She finally let his dick slide out of 
her, flopping onto Kurt's thigh, soaked in fluids, and she took hold of his head and pressed it against her chest, 
stroking his sweat-soaked hair as his cheek rested on her breast. Kurt trembled underneath her touch like a 
small, nervous dog. He couldn't say anything, she wouldn't be able to hear him. He wanted to pull away from 
her, but he stayed, feeling her heart thump inside her chest as she played with his hair and kissed the crown 
of his head. Gently, she pushed him back down on the bed so that he was lying down flat on his back, and 
pulled up his underwear and pants until they were snugly back in place. She then got dressed, seemingly making 
a point to keep her legs as closed as possible, and once dressed, she tucked Kurt into bed, even picking up 
Snoopy off of the floor and tucking the big, stuffed dog under Kurt's arm as he lay still. She leaned in to kiss 
him on the forehead, and she signed to him, putting her fingertips to her chin and then pulling them away with 
a sweep of her arm, and then held up her right hand, with her middle and ring fingers folded onto her palm, 
with her pinkie, index finger and thumb sticking out in a sign made Kurt's heart sink. 


She'd signed "I love you." 


Valerie didn't even wait for him to respond; even she knew that Kurt was too shaken to answer. Instead, she 


turned around and walked out the door. And just like that, she was gone. 


Shit, Kurt thought. She didn’t even stay to cuddle. 


With that bit of sarcasm out of the way, Kurt's mind was buzzing. It felt good, and he felt awful. He just 
cheated on his wife, the mother of his child This was the first time in over a month he'd been able to have a 
sexual encounter with any kind of full consent involved that wasn't a dream. Valerie appeared to have wanted 
Kurt to specifically come inside of her, even going so far as to try and keep her legs together after he'd 
ejaculated. What if she had an STD? Why did he do this? Was this a subconscious attempt to try and break up 
his marriage, perhaps make Courtney leave him? Did he just ensure that Courtney would just fleece him for 


all that he was worth and take Frances away from him forever? He just let it happen, after all. He was an 


asshole. He was scum. 


And on top of all that, he was finding it difficult to fall asleep. 


As he lay in bed, tossing and turning, wondering why the medication he'd been given wasn't sending him to sleep 
as usual, he found himself yearning for it so that maybe he could get some advice from the ghostly trio that 
had taken up residence in his dreams. He found himself thinking about all the things that Terrence had told him 
before lights-out, all that encouragement and positive words given to him, and naturally, Kurt needed to 


sabotage it as quickly as he could, lest he start getting the idea that he was a good person after all 


Shortly after Kurt's eyelids finally drooped closed, he opened them again and found himself still in his bed, but 
somewhere that was not the room he'd fallen asleep in. The first thing he noticed was that he appeared to be 
encased in a large, glass dome. "Hello?" he called out. "Buddy? Bopper? You there?" 


He felt something sprinkle onto his scalp. Kurt ran a hand through his hair and rubbed the grit between his 
fingers, looking at it to see grains of sand. The sand above him came down in a more steady stream, and Kurt 
hopped up from off the bed as it continued to trickle from above, piling neatly on top of his sheets. He tilted 
his head back, and saw the dome above his head pinch into a glass funnel before widening out into another, 
upside-down dome. He looked around frantically and noticed just outside the glass were four giant, wooden 
pillars, each intricately carved in walnut with imagery of great swirls of water and cherubs, and the realization 


hit him; he was trapped in an hourglass. 


Kurt peered out beyond the glass dome, seeing only darkness. As he approached the glass and pressed his 
hands up against it, he saw a vague silhouette in the darkness. Kurt pounded on the glass with his fist. "HEY!" 
he shouted "HELP ME!" 


The figure didn't move at first. Kurt took a few steps back, and then charged forward, his fist colliding with 
the glass only for it to bounce right off. Undeterred, Kurt began to ram his shoulder into the glass as though 
he were trying to bust open a locked door, running into the glass over and over and over again until he'd worn 
himself out, and slumped against the glass, out of breath. He looked back to the figure in the distance, only to 
see that it was Buddy Holly.. only he'd gone back to his postmortem appearance, with his head split open and 
his brains dribbling out onto his twisted glasses, which hung off of his face like a tattered flag. "Oh fuck," Kurt 


groaned as soon as he saw Buddy. "Not this again." 


"Boy, you've really screwed up now, haven't you?" Buddy asked, his voice now gone raw and creaky, like ancient 
wooden stairs. 


"Let me out of here!" Kurt shouted, smacking his palms against the glass. "Buddy, you motherfucker, | thought 


you were trying to help me!" 


Ie been trying," said Buddy, as blood burbled up out of his mouth, and spilled down the front of his suit. "But 
| can't get you out of this one." 


"Look, I'm sorry," Kurt pleaded. "I fucked up. I'm selfish, I'm the asshole, just please help me out of here!" Kurt 
slumped against the glass, his fist curled up above his head, looking up at Buddy pitifully. 


Buddy put a bloodied hand up to the glass, leaving a big, red hand print opposite of Kurt's fist. Buddy's arm 
warped and buckled as his hand slid down, the sound of bone grinding against bone audible even to Kurt. Buddy 
looked down at Kurt with pity in his uneven eyes, as a chunk of brain plopped onto the floor by his shoe with a 
wet splat. Kurt started to cry, and the dust from the sand started to irritate his eyes as it piled up on the 


bed. "Im sorry," Kurt whimpered, pounding his fist against the handprint on the glass. "Please.. please help me.." 


‘lm not the one you should be apologizing to," said Buddy, flecks of blood and spittle hitting the glass as he 
leaned forward so that he was face-to-face with Kurt. "You've done more damage than you could possibly 


know." 


Kurt slid down against the wall of the dome with the familiar, uncomfortable squeal of skin rubbing against 
glass, until he was on his knees. "How do | fix this?" he asked pitifully, tears streaming from his eyes. 


Buddy didn't say anything. Instead, he reached behind his back, and pulled out a Remington Model Il 20-gauge 
shotgun, and held it out in front of Kurt, the same gun he'd bought from his friend Dylan Kurt's mouth went 
dry, and he felt a chill on the back of his skull. He put his hand up against the glass, as though he was trying 
to reach out for it. Buddy then took a few steps back, and aimed the gun straight at Kurt's head. Despite his 
shattered arms, he was able to hold it perfectly, and Kurt shut his eyes as Buddy pulled the trigger. 


And Kurt woke up. 


Immediately, he was overcome with a wave of nausea, and ran to the cramped bathroom in the corner, 
shoving the door open and barely able to open the lid before he puked violently in and on the toilet. First one 
initial purge that erupted like a fountain, then another squeezed out any remaining liquid that might have 


remained in his stomach, and then a third that was mostly just spit, mucus and whatever was still caught in 


his throat that hadn't been fully expelled. Vomit had hit the back of the lid, and a few drops had hit the floor. 


Kurt continued to dry heave for about half a minute before a nurse opened his door and rushed in 


"Mr. Cobain?" she asked, remaining completely calm, "Do you need any help?" 


Kurt lifted his head from the toilet seat and looked back at her with bleary eyes as he coughed. "I got sick," he 


explained. 


"Yes, | can see that," she said. "Do you still feel nauseous?" 


"I think | barfed up everything," said Kurt, as he reached out to the toilet paper roll and pulled down on it. "| 


made a mess. | should clean that up." 


"Oh, no no no, come here,” the nurse went into the bathroom and helped Kurt to his feet. He'd torn off a 
length of toilet paper, and used it to wipe the sides of his mouth, and the nurse guided him back to his bed. 
"We'll get that cleaned up for you." She walked out of the room, and called out into the hallway, "We got a 
protein spill in room 205!" 


Kurt groaned, and balled up the toilet paper in his fist. The nurse came back in with a janitor, and they cleaned 
up the mess. The nurse, now wearing gloves, went back over to Kurt. "Do you think you can keep down any 


water?" 


"Probably," Kurt mumbled, 


"l'Il be right back with some water for you," said the nurse. "Stay put” She left again, and the janitor finished 
mopping the bathroom floor and wheeled the bucket out of the room without so much as giving Kurt a second 
glance. The nurse came back with a paper Solo cup of water, and Kurt sat up to gulp down the entire thing. His 
mouth felt so dry, but the water helped a little bit. He felt more awake now, and though he recognized this 


nurse, he didn't have much in the way of interactions with her. 


"What was your name again?" asked Kurt. 


"Just call me Pam," said the nurse. 


"Thanks, Pam," said Kurt. 


"IIl let Dr. Singh know about your condition," she said. "We'll check in on you regularly today, alright? Just get 


some rest.” 


"Sure," said Kurt with a nod. The room was illuminated only by the early morning sunlight coming through the 
tiny window, and Kurt saw the staff outside in the hall beginning their morning rounds. Kurt lay there, and 
thought about getting up to get the paper bag with his Walkman and all the tapes that Krist had bought him. 
He wondered if he could just refuse all visitors today. God, he hoped Courtney wouldn't come in. He wasn't sure 
if he'd be able to even look her in the eye, and she would definitely pick up on the fact that something was 
wrong. He could feel a cool sweat pool against his back and break out on his face. He pressed his fingers 


against his closed eyes and let the off-colored blobs against the black. 


"| know what happened last night" 


Kurt sat up with a start, and backed against the wall of drawings to see Stephan standing in the door, staring 
at him, his expression grim. Kurt tried to hide his panic by clearing his throat. "What are you talking about?" 
he asked, pulling a fake smile. 


Stephan slowly raised his arm, and pointed right at Kurt, and Kurt half-expected him to open his mouth and let 
out an inhuman screech, like Donald Sutherland at the end of Invasion of the Body Snatchers. He didn't do that, 


obviously; he just shook his head, his face turning into a disappointed grimace. 


"You know what I'm talking about," said Stephan, "and if you were a smart man, you would be praying for 


forgiveness right now." 


Kurt glowered back at Stephan. "I don't know what you are talking about," he said slowly, "but whatever it is 


you thought you heard or saw is none of your business." 


"I am a conduit for the Word of God," said Stephan. "Your salvation is very much my business." 


"My salvation is a lost cause," said Kurt, before adding sarcastically, "| appreciate your concern though. God 


bless." 


Stephan's nurse came into view, and put her hands gently on Stephan's shoulders, ushering him back to his 
room as Stephan glared at Kurt. Kurt watched him leave, and laid back down. He could hear nurses outside 
discuss his condition A doctor would come by later to check Kurt's vitals, and could only determine that Kurt 
was dehydrated. At one point, when Kurt was having his blood pressure taken, he saw Valerie in the hall, 
peering in at him, and Kurt averted his gaze in shame. He didn't even look up to see Valerie's face fall in 
heartbreak, though he heard her run away down the hall. The doctor left, and Kurt was left with a stack of 
paper cups and a pitcher of water. As Kurt sat on the bed, pouring himself a cup of water, he saw the nurse 


from earlier, Pam, come into his room with a wheelchair. 


"Hey," she said "You feeling better?" 


"A bit," said Kurt. 


"Do you feel well enough to be able to attend group therapy today?" asked Pam. 


Kurt thought about it for a moment before he downed the cup of water, and placed the empty up on the 
wheeled tray by his bed. "Fuck it," he said aloud, and pushed the tray aside so that he could stumble to the 
wheelchair as Pam pushed it further inside, and Kurt sat down, "Let's go." He said. 


"You sure?" asked Pam. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "Why not?" 


Pam shrugged. "Whatever you say," she said, and wheeled him out the room and toward the group therapy 


room. 


A Night Out with the Boys 


As Kurt was wheeled into group therapy, he found himself wishing he had a pair of sunglasses and a cigarette. 
But alas, his eyes were exposed and his itch for nicotine was unscratched. Pam positioned him away from his 
usual spot, now sitting between Ned and Maxine, instead of his usual spot between Raven and Odette. 


"Good morning, Kurt!" said Dr. Singh, "How are you feeling?" 
"Like shit," said Kurt, "but I'll live. | missed out on the last therapy session so.. here | am." 


"Do you have any news to share with the group regarding your treatment?" asked Dr. Singh, leaning forward 


and giving Kurt an encouraging nod. 
"Oh, yeah," said Kurt, "I'm checking out fifth, so you only have to put up with me for two more days.” 


Dr. Singh applauded, and the other patients joined in, even Stephan, though his clapping was slow, and his eyes 
full of daggers. 


"And how do you feel about your progress so far?" asked Dr. Singh. 


Kurt took pause at this question, tilting his head and tapping at his front teeth with his fingernail. "I think | stil 
have a long way to go," said Kurt, "but | also think I'm probably better off than when | started in a lot of 


places. I've been clean for almost an entire month." This garnered more applause, again prompted by Dr. Singh. 


"We're all very proud of you, Kurt," said Dr. Singh. "And though we will miss having you here, its good that 


you will finally be moving on 
"It feels like I've been here forever," said Kurt with a shy smile. "It also feels like a lot has happened" 


"Sure has," Ned muttered. 


"You certainly have had an.. eventful stay here," said Dr. Singh. 


"That's a really nice way of putting it," said Maxine. "Guy gets sexually assaulted by another doctor who 


recently wound up dead and you call it 'eventful." 


As Terrence's eyes popped open wide and his jaw dropped, Dr. Singh waved his hand to try and shush Maxine. 
"Is not your place to speak about what happened to Kurt," he said, "any more than its anyone else's place but 
yours to speak on why you're here. You should know this by now." 


"I just think it's pretty fucked up that you try to downplay it all the time," said Maxine. "I know why Kurt 


does." 


lm not trying to downplay it," said Dr. Singh firmly. "I simply don't want to bring up issues that my patients 
don't want to discuss willingly.” 


‘Its fine," said Kurt flatly. "But | did dream about him dying before | found out he was dead. Thats why | 
passed out when Stephan told me about it. It really caught me off guard” 


"You talk about having freaky dreams a lot," said Raven. "I'm almost kind of jealous, | still keep having dreams 
about having to take ninth grade math quizzes naked or getting lost in giant shopping malls. You get like, visions 
of ghosts and events from the future." 


"| don't really remember my dreams when | wake up most of the time," said Odette. "Not anymore. Not like | 


used to." 


"And | dream about being tall and jacked and having a head full of hair and fucking nubile college boys in the 
ass," said Ned. "But for whatever reason, Kurt's dreams are so goddamn interesting, we gotta hear about ‘em 


at least twice a week." 


"You're saying that sarcastically, but | actually do look forward to updates," said Raven. "I wish my dreams had 
some kind of storyline. All | get in here are reruns. And even when they're not reruns, they're just gibberish 
that | can barely remember when | wake up aside from like, ‘chimpanzee in a suit rejecting me for a job 


interview or something dumb like that." 


"Hold up," said Terrence. "| knew about you having weird dreams, Kurt, but | didn't know about.. that other 
stuff" 


‘lm amazed Maxine didn't tell you," said Kurt. "She doesn't really have much in the way of a filter." 


"| just don't like bullshit," said Maxine. 


"And honestly, | like that about you," said Kurt. "But at the same time, yeah, | agree with Dr. Singh, it's not 


your place to say certain things. It's not your business." 


Maxine just crossed her arms and blew a strand of hair out of her face, and looked away. Kurt looked around 
the room and made eye contact with Valerie, briefly, who had definitely picked up on the tension in the room, 
and shifted in her seat as she looked to her interpreter, who as usual, just looked tired and like she didn't want 


to be there. 


"What is said in this room is supposed to stay in this room," said Dr. Singh sternly to Maxine, "and | know 
you've talked about things said in this room outside of it." 


"People will talk anyway," said Maxine dismissively. "People always talk. Nothing stays secret." 


Kurt glanced over to Stephan briefly, who just shook his head. He noticed Valerie was also looking at Stephan 
with concern, and looked to Kurt, who just ducked his head down and ran his hand through his hair. 


"That's still not an excuse," said Dr. Singh. "Think of how you would feel if it happened to you." 


"What, that | killed my mom?" asked Maxine. "Everybody in here already knew except the new guy.” She turned 
to Terrence. "Oh, by the way, my mom is dead. | pushed her down the stairs and she broke her neck and died” 


She stared down Terrence, as though she were daring him to react strongly. 


Instead, Terrence was visibly shaken, almost in shock. "Why would you do something like that?" he asked. 


| had to," said Maxine. "If you had to live with parents like mine, you would've wound up killing at least one of 
them, too." 


"What did they do?" Terrence asked. 


"They wanted me to be their perfect little punching bag and | didn't cooperate," said Maxine. "They wanted me 
to be their meek, little slave and | fought them every step of the way. My piece of shit father went to prison 
and my mom just got meaner and took it out on me. She was going to strangle me to death with one of his his 


old belts. She tried.. and she failed. | lived, bitch." She leaned back in her chair and smirked. "And | don't regret 
a goddamn thing." 


The room went quiet for a bit, with nobody quite sure what to say, until Valerie signed something to Odette, 
and Odette just nodded in affirmation. Valerie then spoke. "I wish. | could have... done that to my daddy," she 


said. "He deserves it" 


"Ill bet he does,” said Maxine. "He in prison, too?" 


Valerie nodded. "Yes." 


"Good," said Maxine. "I hope he rots." She looked to Terrence. "You didn't do much talking yesterday. So what's 
your baggage?" 


Terrence cleared his throat, and leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees as he clasped his hands 
together. "I just make a lot of bad decisions," he said. "And | was just a weird kid that didn't really fit in | came 
to Seattle hoping to form a band and hit it big, but things weren't really working out. | didn't have a home for 
a while so | was staying with people that were kind of my friends, just getting stoned all the time, feeling like | 


was wasting my time. It wasn't that bad until my mom got cancer." 


His voice hitched on that last word, but he cleared his throat again, and sat up straight. "Before | left, | told 
her what | was doing and what my plan was, that | wasn't gonna come back until | blew up. She's the only 
person that really believed in me, everybody else thought | was foolish. | called her up and | was ready to go 
see her but she told me ‘baby, don't you worry about me, I'll be fine, except it's not fine. | had no money, | 
couldn't see her, the band's drummer just left, | felt like a failure, and on top of all that... | just can't deal with 
the thought of losing my mom. | was about to kill myself before | checked in instead because the thought of 


putting my mom through all that... it was too much. So now l'm here, and I've got some hope. | got to talk to 


Kurt and maybe | can get a record deal, get a new drummer, and I'll be able to see my mom again and not be 
a failure. I'll make something of myself" He looked to Kurt and gave him a hopeful smile. 


| hope you get to make it to, man," said Kurt. "I hope your mom is able to pull through.’ 


"You know what kinda cancer it is?" asked Ned. 


"Colon cancer," said Terrence. "She might be able to pull through but.. chemo's been hard on her. She's fighting 
hard but.. everybody's worried. l'm worried." 


"You should probably visit her before you start going into the studio,” said Kurt. 


"I just don't wanna screw up any kind of opportunity | might have before it slips away," said Terrence. 


"| understand,” said Kurt. "But still, itts your mom. You should probably see her before things get hectic." 


"| will," said Terrence. "I will do that." 


"Shit, sounds like you've already got a head start," said Raven. "You got lucky." 


"| guess so, huh?" said Terrence as the tension left his shoulders. "Probably won't be here very long, either." 


"Since your stay is voluntary, Terrence, you're free to leave whenever you like," said Dr. Singh. "Its not 
unusual to have patients who only stay a few days before they leave." 


"Yeah, it felt like we had more of those before Kurt came in," said Odette. "Weird" 


"Weren't you talking about leaving soon?" Maxine asked, turning to Odette. 


| was thinking about it, yeah," said Odette. "I've been here a while and I've been feeling like maybe it's time to 


move on." 


"Same," Raven added quickly. "We, | mean, /was also thinking of leaving soon, after being clean for so long and 


having structure." 


"We, huh?" asked Ned smugly. 


"Everybody knows you two have been dating, stop trying to insult our intelligence by hiding it," said Maxine. 


"You two make a cute couple," said Kurt, resting his chin on his hand. "Congrats." 


"Oh, god, stop," Odette said, covering her face with her hands. 


"Aw, it's okay, babe, you got nothing to be worried about," said Raven, putting a hand on Odette's shoulder. 


"You dork, stop! Odette whined playfully, giggling as she tried to swat Raven away. 


Dr. Singh chuckled at this display softly. "I wish you two the best of luck," he said, with a sort of paternal 
approval. "This would certainly not be the first time since I've been in this line of work that | have witnessed a 


couple come together." 


Kurt noticed Valerie looking at him from the corner of his eye. He knew that he couldn't avoid her and what 
he'd done with her. Throughout the rest of the session, as Kurt listened to Ned kvetch about some 
conversation he had with somebody Kurt didn't know, or Odette talking about her future plans, he'd look over 
to Valerie, and her eyes would dart over to meet his for just a moment before she looked back to the lips of 
whoever happened to be speaking. Eventually when Stephan was asked if he had anything to talk about that 
day, he simply said "The eye of the Lord watches us always," and pointedly looked at Kurt as he said it. Kurt's 


fingers twitched from nicotine withdrawal, but otherwise he was able to pull off giving Stephan a non-reaction. 


Once the session finished and everyone else got up to leave, Ned put his hand on one of the handles to Kurt's 


wheelchair. "Can | talk to you for a minute, Blondie?" 


"Sure," said Kurt, as Ned took control of his wheelchair. "What's up?" 


"Let's go somewhere with a bit more privacy,’ said Ned as he pushed Kurt out the room. He wheeled Kurt 
past the rec room, and down the hall lined with rooms until he reached Kurt's room. He set Kurt's chair beside 


his bed. 


"What is it?" Kurt asked. 


| was thinking," said Ned, “that you're gonna be out of here soon, and after all you've been through, you 


deserve a proper send-off.. with your blessing, of course." 


"What kind of send-off?" asked Kurt. 


Ned closed in on Kurt, stooping down so that their heads were level. "A proper shindig," said Ned. "A little 
party, | was thinking with the boys?" 


"The boys?" Kurt asked with a chuckle. 


"You, me, Raven and Terrence," said Ned. "If Billy was still here, | would've included him too, the little weirdo. 


Guy could've stood to loosen up a little. But yeah, just us guys." 


"No Stephan?" 


"Ugh, Christ, no," said Ned with disgust. "Would you want him there?" 


"| wouldn't, no," said Kurt. 


"Good, because there's no way in Hell he'd be allowed anywhere near a party thrown by a discerning gentleman 
like myself," said Ned. "I think you could stand to have some time to unwind without having any women in your 


hair." 


"| like women, though,” said Kurt. 


"Yeah, and maybe its my own personal bias talking here, but it's been causing you a lot of problems," said Ned. 
"Look, trust me, you say the word, and I'll make sure that tomorrow night will be a night to remember. How's 


that sound?" 


Kurt thought about it for a moment, and gave a nod. "Sure," he said. "I have no idea how you plan on doing this 


considering where we are, but sure." 


"Excellent!" said Ned. "Don't worry, I'll take care of everything. | got connections. You got any alcohol 


preferences at all?" 


"How the hell are you gonna get alcohol in here?" Kurt asked. 


"Don't question me, just answer my question," said Ned. 


"Shit, uh... vodka?" 


"Any particular brand you prefer?" 


"You're asking me my brand preference when I'm not even sure you could get any in here?" 


"What did | say about you questioning me?" asked Ned, becoming annoyed at this point. 


"Fine, | won't," said Kurt. "Get whatever you feel like, | don't care." 


"Alright, | will," said Ned. "Ill stop by after lights out. Be ready." 


"Sure, Ned,” said Kurt, getting up from his wheelchair. He stumbled forward slightly, and Ned stepped forward 


to catch him. "I'm fine," said Kurt. "I puked earlier this morning, is all." 


"Your stomach still giving you problems?" 


"Yeah, a bit," said Kurt. 


"Well, take it easy, because you'd better be feeling better by tomorrow night. Can you handle that?" 


"|| try" 


"Good," said Ned, as he headed for the door. "Don't take your meds, by the way, unless you wanna get really 
fucked up." 


"| think | want to avoid that," said Kurt. ".. | think" 


"Be ready, Blondie," said Ned, grabbing the handle. “Tomorrow night. Don't forget" He and Kurt nodded at each 
other, and Ned left. 


Kurt laid back on the bed, and grabbed his Walkman. He put the headphones over his ears and listened to The 
Residents. What a strange album Krist had given to him; not that Kurt was complaining. It was mostly a bunch 
of sounds of arctic winds and wailing. He thought he remembered seeing somebody in the crowd at the 
Unplugged show wearing one of the eyeball mask t-shirts, but he couldn't be 100% certain. He needed to listen 
to more of them anyway; he'd heard Frank Black was a fan, after all. Against the gibberish that was supposed 
to be wailing Eskimos (was that the PC term for them anymore? he was pretty sure it wasn't), Kurt lifted 
one leg in the air and stretched it above his head to get the blood flowing. After doing this for a while, he 
went to stretch his other leg, and then both at the same time, moving them around as he kept flat on his 
back. 


Kurt had listened to the entire album, just stretching, trying not to upset his stomach or overexerting himself. 
As he finally sat up and pulled the headphones down around his neck, he looked to the door and saw a piece of 
paper folded up, sitting up against the door frame just inside the room. Kurt sighed, and got up to pick it up. 
He took it back to the bed as he unfolded it, and started to read the letter. 


Kurt, 


| know last night was wrong. | know you know it too. ve seen how you've been looking at me, or not looking at me, 
and it hurts because | really do feel lke Ive fallen in love with you. | know your relationshp with your wife has 
been difficult. To me, it seems like sometimes she's just mean to you, and | took advantage of that. Even though a 
part of me wishes you would just whisk me away off my feet lke a fairy tale prince and we'd live together 
happily ever after, | know that its probably not going to happen. But | still want if, and | want more. | want to 
marry you and have babies with you. | want to save you and fix you in the ways you've been broken, and maybe 
you could fix me too. | know youll be leaving after | get my implants. You'll probably leave me forever, but please, 
Just sing for me, and play your guitar for me before you go. | want the first music | hear in twenty years to be 


your: Ss. 


Ím sorry Ive screwed this up. | screw up everything, but at the same time, | don't regret it at the same time. 
Thats wrong to say. | know it is. fd probably do it again, if you let me. | love you so much more than you could 


ever know. 
Love, 


Valerie 


Kurt's hands trembled as he read the letter. He let out a hoarse gasp from the pits of his lungs, and folded 
the letter back up. He set it aside, and pondered what he'd just read. He put his head in his hands, and sighed. 
Fuck, he thought. He brought his palms together in front of his face, as though he were praying, as he ran 
this through his mind. He reached for his notebook and pen, flipped to a blank page, and started writing. 


Valerie, 


lm the one that fucked up here. | should have told you ‘no." But | didn’t, because Im selfish ve hurt you and 
Courtney both with this. | just wanted to be friends and I fucked it up. We cant do this again. | want fo save my 
marriage. | want fo try. Im sorry. Hl play a song for you but after that, | don’t think we should keep in contact any 
more. | dont want to be tempted You don't deserve this 


All apologies, 


Kurt 


He ripped out the page, folded it up, and then held it in his hands. For a single piece of paper, it felt so heavy in 
his hand. He took several deep breaths, trying to prepare himself to go to Valerie and deliver this letter to her 
and he.. just couldn't. He sat there, frozen. His hands shook, and the paper crumpled in his grasp, buckling in on 
itself in Kurt's hands until it had been balled up completely, and Kurt tossed it across the room. It hit the wall 
opposite of his bed, bouncing off and hitting the floor, rolling for just a bit until it stopped. He hugged his knees 
and pulled them up to his chest, hiding his face against them. Letting her down hard was probably the right 
thing to do, discouraging her from trying again. "What do | do?" he muttered aloud. 


Feeling sorry for yourself, aren't you?" 


Kurt looked up and saw Stephan peering in through the door, which was just open enough that Stephan's own 


frame fit within the negative space. 


"Go away," said Kurt. "I don't want to hear it" 


"You should pray to God for your answer," said Stephan, "and then put yourself on a righteous path." 


"You know," said Kurt, his voice brimming with bitterness, "I've been doing a lot of talking to dead guys and 
angels, and I've been getting conflicting information. One of them has been trying to convince me to kill myself. 


Should | listen to him, Stephan? Or should | listen to the angel that fucked me and showed me the future?" 


Stephan staggered backwards, his face a mask of disgust. "Satan was an angel once," he said. "An angel that 
was cast out of heaven. Think about that" With that, he backed away from the door, and shuffled down the 
hallway. 


Kurt stayed on his bed, stayed in his room, for most of the rest of the day. Nurses would come in to check in 
on him, give him lunch and dinner and his medication, but Kurt didn't say much more than was absolutely 
needed. Terrence even stopped by to check in on Kurt, and while Kurt talked more with him, he still wasn't 
very talkative, saying that he just needed some space. Terrence, for his part, was very understanding, and left 
Kurt alone after talking for about ten minutes. Kurt only left that evening to take a phone call from his 
mother and assure her of the progress he was making, that he would be out soon, and that he loved her and 
missed her and would see her once he was out. When he came back to his room, he saw Valerie sitting on his 
bed, waiting for him. His heart caught in his chest when he saw her. She had her white board with her, and 


held it up, with a single message scrawled on it. 


"DID YOU READ MY LETTER?" 


Kurt nodded, and stepped inside, approaching the foot of his bed, stopping just short of it: 


Valerie wiped the board clean and uncapped the marker she carried with her, writing on it again and flipping the 


board around. "DO YOU HATE ME?" 


All the air left Kurt's lungs as his shoulders slumped. He shook his head. "No," he said. 


Valerie tilted her head. She cleared the board again and wrote a new message. "DO YOU LIKE ME?" 


"Yeah," Kurt admitted. 


She put the board down, and signed while mouthing the words "Do you love me?" 


Kurt cast his eyes away from her, looking to the floor on the far side of the room to where the letter he'd 
written her had wound up. It was no longer there, but Kurt was fairly sure a nurse had picked it up earlier in 
the day. He finally worked up the nerve to look back to Valerie, who was looking at him with her big, green 
eyes, waiting for him to give her something, anything at all. All Kurt could offer was simply "I cant." 


Valerie stood up from the bed, white board tucked under her arm, and she stood in front of Kurt, looking up 
at him. She moved a lock of his hair out of his eyes and tucked it behind his good ear. Kurt's Adam's apple 
bobbed as he swallowed. Her arms snaked up behind him, onto his back, and she pressed herself against him as 
she hugged him, her face nuzzled right up against his neck. Gingerly, Kurt returned her embrace and squeezed 
her back. He held onto her, closing his eyes and trying to keep himself from crying all over her, and she 
brought her mouth to his bad ear, and in a whisper that was way too loud to be a proper whisper, she said 
"I'll always.. have a piece of you.. with me." 


Kurt shuddered in her arms. She pulled back, and touched his cheek with her fingertips, before letting her hand 
fall away from his face. She bowed her head, signed "good night," and left Kurt standing there as she crept 
back into the hallway. Kurt looked down at his feet, at the floor, beyond the floor, into infinity. He staggered 
forward to the bed, and flopped down face first into it, burying his face in the pillow as he tried to calm his 


racing thoughts. What did she mean by that? Did she mean.. oh, fuck. 


A nurse coming by with his bedtime medication and lights out being called proved his salvation from the 
paranoia racking his brain. As his room went dark and the drugs kicked in, he found himself able to surrender 


to sleep, and dreamed of nothing of consequence. 


That next day was the last full day that Kurt would be in the psych wing. Because of this, he made an effort 
to be more social, talking to the friends he'd made all throughout the day, including Valerie, though with her, 
they didn't converse one-on-one. It felt safer having the buffer of other people there. He got more art from 
Raven, Odette and Valerie wishing him luck on his way out; all different depictions of Kurt of him looking happy. 
Raven did a little doodle of the two of them mugging for the viewer, Raven drew a sleepy-eyed Kurt with a 
poppy in his large hands looking hopeful, and Valerie did a drawing of Kurt surrounded by flower petals blowing 


in a breeze. He was going to miss all of them, just as he already missed Deandra and Billy. 


All throughout the day, Kurt would see Ned, making little gestures at him, as though to remind him of the 
night's plans. Kurt would respond with little nods. He still had no idea how the hell this was going to be pulled 
off; there were cameras in the halls, after all. He'd have to wait and see until that night: 


And that night, Kurt pretended to take his meds only to spit them out after the lights went out. He waited in 
his bed, arms resting on his chest as he tilted his head up slightly to look at the bottom crack of the door. He 
would rest his head back down, but when he'd hear something that sounded like footsteps, he would look back 
up again. Several people walked in front of his door, none of them stopping for a while, until Kurt gave up. Ned 
was full of shit. Probably shouldn't have flushed his meds, he thought, until he heard a gentle rapping at the 
door. Kurt sat up, and saw Charlie's bald head poking inside. 


"Come with me," he said in a low voice, "and don't talk. Got it?" 


Kurt nodded, and got up out of bed. He followed Charlie as he led Kurt out of his room and down the hall to 
the stairwell, the same one Kurt and Billy had used to go downstairs. Charlie ran his key card through the 

reader and opened the door, pushing it and holding it open for Kurt as Kurt stepped inside. Charlie shut the 
door behind them, and ushered Kurt down the stairs, back down to the lower floor. He opened the door for 


Kurt, who hesitated. 


"Relax," said Charlie. "You're safe." 


With a quick sigh, Kurt crossed the threshold, and was back on the same floor that he'd been that terrible 
night... only it was eerily quiet. There was a light at the end of the hall, and Charlie walked toward it, and Kurt 
took a few long strides to catch up with him. They stopped at the end of the hall, where the light was coming 


from what looked like some sort of procedure room with double doors, and twin, circle windows. Charlie pushed 


open the door, and Kurt held his breath. 


"Ey, there he is! The man of the hour!" 


Sitting around on chairs and a stretcher were Ned, Raven and Terrence, all raising paper cups as Kurt 
cautiously stepped inside. Raven whooped as Kurt approached them with a genuine smile, and Ned lifted a bottle 
of vodka and poured it into a paper cup. He stretched his arm out, handing the cup to Kurt, and Kurt knocked 
it back effortlessly. "Wow, this is smooth," said Kurt, pulling his hand back to look over the empty cup. 


"What, you never had Ketel One before?" asked Ned. 


‘lm pretty sure | have," said Kurt, holding the cup closer to his chest as he looked for a place to sit. Terrence 
pulled up a folding chair, setting it beside him, and Kurt took his seat. "I can't believe you managed to pull this 
off" 


| wouldn't have been able to do it if it weren't for that rat fuck Wallace," said Ned, pouring himself another 
cup. "All the patients on this floor got transferred out for the investigation and the hospital's been too on edge 


to re-open this floor, so we got the entire place to ourselves." 


"No shit," muttered Kurt, looking around the room and the buzzing fluorescent lights above him. He, too, was 


already feeling a buzz after having been sober for a whole month. 


"Relax, Kurt, said Raven, already red in the face as he sat on top of a stretcher, "it's boys night!" 


"BOYS NIGHT!" said Terrence triumphantly, raising his cup before chugging it and crushing it in his fist. "FOR 
THE BOYS!" he shouted, and threw the paper cup on the ground, which caused Raven to burst out into giggles. 


‘For the boys," said Kurt, raising his cup and leaning forward for Ned to pour him another cup. 


‘Oh man, you gotta tell us some stories," said Terrence. "| wanna hear more about your feud with Guns N' 


Roses." 


"Actually," said Kurt, "| met Duff McKagen on a flight back to Seattle. We talked a lot. He's not a bad guy." 


"Really?" asked Terrence. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "He offered to hang out. He actually lives in my neighborhood. Maybe I'll take him up on it 


after all this is over." 


"Damn, | didn't know," said Terrence. "| found myself hating Guns N' Roses over that shit” 


Kurt chuckled. "I mostly just don’t like Axl, | guess," said Kurt. "After all the shit he said about me and 
Courtney. But Duff's not that bad. And Slash was smart enough to not get involved." 


"So | guess you're not gonna be touring with Guns N' Roses anytime soon, huh?" asked Raven. 


"Probably not," said Kurt. "| never got to apologize for spitting on Elton John's piano thinking it was Axl's 
though, so... oops." 


"Hey, you're gonna have a lot of new opportunities once you're outta this joint," said Ned. "Might as well take 


‘em up, you know?" 


"Yeah," said Kurt, sipping on his vodka. 


"Not just the website,” said Ned, and he took a swig from his cup. "I'm talking about all aspects of your life." 


"Don't you think its a little too early for you to start giving out unsolicited life advice?" asked Raven, nearly 
doubling over as he leaned forward to look at Ned "Shouldn't we have a few more of these before we get into 


that shit?" 


"Not too early for you," said Ned. "Jesus, how many of those have you had?" 


‘Its about to be three," said Raven, shoving his cup in front of Ned. "I can hold my liquor just fine, thank you 


very much." 


"Better than most Asian guys I've been with," said Ned, pouring Raven another cup. 


"Fuck yeah, | can," said Raven "Serves you right for playing into stereotypes." 


"Look, ‘better than most Asians’ doesn't mean ‘better than most people," said Ned. 


"Fuck you, Asians make up most of the fucking population," said Raven. "Which means, by definition, yes, | can 
hold my liquor better than most people, so cram that up your fuchus" 


"Speaking of stereotypes," said Ned, pointing back and forth between Raven and Terrence, "we got one race 
known for having the smallest dicks out of all of them, and another known for having the biggest. So how do 


you Two measure up?" 


"Fuck you again, l'm not showing you my dick, you pervert," said Raven. "| see through your thin veneer of.. 


science, or something." 


"Yeah, I'm not nearly drunk enough to start whipping my dick out," said Terrence. "Also what Raven said, | don't 
need you getting off on it" 


‘I'm not forcing either of you to show me your dicks!" said Ned, getting defensive. "All I'm saying is that, were 
| to see them, | could compare and contrast with all of the other dicks I've seen and add that to my mental 


catalog." 


"Gross," said Raven. 


Kurt finished his second cup. "Is this how you normally hook up with people, Ned? Ask them to show them 
their dicks so you can assess them?" 


‘It works better on gay guys," said Ned. "Not so much on the heteros over here." He looked over to Kurt. 


"Don't look at me, dude, I'm only half gay," said Kurt. 


Ned finished his cup. "You want that unsolicited advice, Kurt?" 


"Sure," said Kurt, hoping to get this over with, and also realizing that by agreeing to it, it would no longer be 
unsolicited. 


"Everybody here knows that your relationship with your wife is.. bad," said Ned, wobbling slightly. "I understand 
you love her. | don't know why, but you do, and sometimes if you love somebody, but you're making each 
other miserable, it's best to just part ways, you know? You'd be better off with that tall guy you've been 


fawning over this whole time, what's-his-name? Chris?" 


"Krist," Kurt corrected. Terrence looked at him in surprise, but Kurt ignored it. "I couldn't even if | wanted to, 


though. He's married, too." 


"Bah!" Ned exclaimed, waving his arm dismissively. "I don't get it. But then again, I've never been attracted to 


women, Not like the you two are, for reasons that I'll never understand.” 


"Wait," said Terrence, "do you.. have a thing for Krist?" 


"Yeah," Kurt admitted. "You think we did all that kissing purely for shock value?" 


"| dunno!" said Terrence with an exaggerated shrug. "Probably? Maybe? | guess not, huh?" 


"Nobody kissing the same dude that much is doing it for ‘shock value," said Ned. "Personally | think the two of 
you should just date already, it's clear the guy is gaga for you and you're more excited to see him than you 
are your wife. You love her, yeah, but you're at each other's throats all the time, trading barbs like... like 
something that trades barbs, | don't know." 


"Dueling scorpions," Raven suggested. 


"Sure," said Ned. "Like dueling scorpions." 


Kurt went quiet, and stared into his empty cup. "I would if | could," said Kurt. "But | can't" 


"You can't leave your wife?" asked Ned. "What, she gonna kill you and your kid if you leave?" 


"No, no, nothing like that at all," said Kurt, shaking his head. "I just.. | don't want to put my daughter through a 
divorce.. but at the same time, lately, I've been thinking that maybe itd be better if she had parents who 
were separated but not constantly fighting, rather than parents who are together who scream at each other. 
That was part of the reason | wanted to kill myself” 


"Jesus," said Ned. "Look, her having two parents are alive but divorced is gonna be way less traumatic than 
one of her parents splattering their brains all over the walls." 


"You're right," said Kurt, "and that's why I'm not currently dead" 


"Can | ask you something?" asked Ned. 


"What?" asked Kurt. 


"Is your wife Jewish?" 


Kurt blinked several times as he drew his head back. "Uh... she's half Jewish." 


"| knew it," said Ned, wagging his finger in the air. "I. Knew it" 


"You're a jerk, Ned," said Raven. "You and all you racis-ism." 


‘Its not prejudiced if its against my own people," said Ned. 


"Yeah, whatever," said Raven. "I'm still not showing you my dick, though." 


"Good, because | don't wanna see it anymore anyway!" said Ned, waving his arms in the air. 


"Liar," said Raven. 


'It doesn't matter anyway," said Ned, waving one arm as though he were swatting away a fly. "What does 
matter, Kurt, is that | grew up with three Jewish women in the same house and I'm pretty sure that's what 


put me off women forever." 


"You talk about being gay like you made a choice," said Kurt. He briefly thought back to comments he'd made 
about living a "bisexual lifestyle," and his realization that he just was. That it wasn't a "lifestyle" at all 


"Maybe | do," said Ned. "Maybe that's what | tell myself so that | can rationalize it, | don't know, Kurt, fuck 
you, anyway." He poured himself another cup. "You hear terms like ‘alternative lifestyle’ enough times that 


sometimes you just.. internalize it" 


"I know," said Kurt. "But you don't have to put down women in the process just because you're not attracted 
to them. | do love Courtney, and all your whining about women when you don't even fucking date them isn't 


going to magically change my mind about that. | just need to figure out what to do going forward" 


"Yeah, what's your problem with girls, anyway?" asked Raven 


"Like | said, | grew up surrounded by them," said Ned, bringing the cup to his lips before taking a sip. 
"Familiarity breeds contempt" 


"Just because your experience was bad don't mean you get the right to paint everybody in that category with 
the same brush," Terrence piped up. "Maybe you should think on that for a minute." 


"Jesus, this was supposed to be a good time hanging around with the boys, it wasn't supposed to be ‘lecture 
Ned on his views on women hour," Ned grumbled. "Look, | know you all have a vested interest because you 


guys are attracted to women, alright? No need to read me the riot act" 


"You'd think as a gay man you'd be more sensitive to prejudice,’ said Terrence. "You wouldn't like it if we were 


to suddenly start talking about gay stereotypes, would you?" 


"| don't care," said Ned, turning his head away from them and taking another sip from his drink. "There's 
nothing you can say to me that | haven't already had screamed at me before." 


"But | don't do that," said Terrence. "You grow up black and weird, you learn to not judge people. | don't judge 
you a bit for being gay, ‘cause that's just who you are and you can't change that, but you can change how 
you talk about women. You don't gotta tell me why you feel the way you do, but | think you should consider 
why you feel that way, is all." 


Kurt and Raven both nodded in agreement with Terrence. 


"Gang up on me, why don't you?" said Ned bitterly. "I just wanted to give you some advice, Kurt. | just wanted 
to tell it how | see it, tell you to go with the big guy instead.. unless you got somebody else in mind." 


Kurt hunched over in his seat and went quiet as he slowly rotated the cup in his hands. Ned took notice of 


this, and though he was slightly wobbly from the alcohol, he sat up at attention. 


"Do you?" Ned asked. 


Kurt bit his lip. "I, uh." he hesitated. He shouldn't say anything, but at the same time, he felt like this might be 


the only safe place to say this aloud. "I've... I've kind of been involved with Valerie." 


"Oh, shit," Raven muttered. 


"Jesus Christ, FUCK NO!" Ned exclaimed, throwing his now empty cup onto the floor. "Her? You picked her? 
Good God, man, what the fuck were you thinking?” 


"How... how involved is ‘involved? asked Terrence. 


Kurt scooted his chair back, and shook his head until his hair was in his face. "We cut it off," said Kurt. "I told 


her it's not gonna work out, she knows it, we're not doing anything else--" 


"HOW INVOLVED, KURT?" shouted Ned, with his hand raised in the air. 


Kurt nearly doubled over in his chair, his head hanging. He expected a reaction, but nothing so.. intense. He 


rapped his fingers nervously against the paper cup in his hands. 


"Did you fuck her, Kurt?" asked Ned. 


Kurt shrunk back into his seat, and nodded. "Once," he said, in a small voice. 


"Jesus!" Ned exclaimed. He got up out of his seat and started pacing. "You fucked it up, big time. Should've 
fucked the big guy instead, but you had to pick the most damaged of goods on our floor to stick your dick in" 


"Hey, hey, maybe its not that bad," said Raven, more trying to calm down Ned than anything else. "It was just 
once, right? And you said that your wife had cheated on you while you were in Rome, so now you're even! You 


just... tell her what happened and--" 


"--And get your fucking head bitten off by Godzilla with blonde dye job, which might actually be the 
preferable option!” said Ned. He approached Kurt, who was looking up at Ned as he jabbed his finger at Kurt. 


"Do you know why, exactly, Valerie is here?" 


Kurt shook his head. 


"Because she stalked a guy, Kurt," said Ned. "She had the cops called on her after he left this dude a bunch of 
letters and she snuck into his house at night and dug through his garbage. You look at her and she just seems 
like this cute little red-head who's deaf and just seems like a sweet litte angel, but she gets her claws into 
you, and she will not let you go, Kurt” 


The whole room went silent. Raven fell back so that he was lying on the stretcher. "Holy shit," he said. "| 
dodged a bullet." 


"You sure fuckin’ did," said Ned. "She's been on pretty good behavior while she's been here, but she plays that 
up. That's how she gets you, acting all sweet like she does, and you fell for it because she's got a pretty face 


and she looks sweet." 


"Is that true?" asked Kurt. "Or is that just a rumor?" 


"Its true," said Ned "She doesn't talk about it, but | know about it, and | avoid her. Not like | was ever a 
potential target for her in the first place." 


She... she can't be." said Kurt. "I agreed to pay for her cochlear implants, | promised her I'd be there for her 


and play her a song... | can't just leave her.." 


"Oh, she's got you good," said Ned. "Don't say | didn't warn you." He staggered back in front of his seat, but 
didn't sit down. Instead, he stared at the chair. 


"So... now what?" asked Raven, now lounging on the stretcher, propped up on his elbows. 


Ned picked up the bottle of vodka, and examined how much was left; less than a third. He looked back to the 
others in the room, as though he were contemplating distributing what was left, but instead raised the bottle 
to his lips and chugged the rest of it as the other three men stared. Once he'd finished, Ned slammed the 
bottle down on the seat of the folding chair, and glared at the others. "Party's over," he said, teetering in 
place. "Get out." 


"Are you gonna be okay?" Terrence asked, 


‘Im fine," said Ned. "Go. Get out. Charlie will take care of you." 


The other three men all exchanged nervous glances before they got up and left. Kurt got to the door first, 
and pushed it open to see Charlie outside the door, standing just outside, surprised to see them at the door. 


"You guys already done?" he asked. 


"Take them away," Ned spoke up. "We're finished." 


Charlie looked at Ned with worry, but led the other three men out of the room and back down the empty hall. 
The three of them stayed completely silent, with only the sound of their footsteps filling the hall, and the beep 
of the card reader as Charlie unlocked the stairwell door. He led them back upstairs, and opened the door back 
to their floor. "You can find your rooms," said Charlie. "I should go check on Ned" He looked between the three 


of them with a mix of suspicion and concern, and closed the door as he went back down. 


There was only the light opposite of the rec room illuminating the entire space; just enough light to be able to 
see each other's faces in the dark. Kurt looked to Terrence and Raven, and saw both of them were 

uncomfortable and worried. Raven put a hand on Kurt's shoulder. "It'll be okay," he said, even though all three 
of them knew that there was no way Raven could possibly know if it would. Raven clapped his cupped hand on 


Kurt's shoulder and went to his room. 


Terrence looked at Kurt a little longer. Kurt expected him to be disappointed, but instead, Terrence appeared 
sympathetic. "You gotta tell Courtney," he said. 


| know," said Kurt. "But l'm scared of what will happen" 


‘ltl be worse if you try and lie or hide it," said Terrence. "If you gotta break it off.. then that's what you 
gotta do. | think you'll do the right thing.” 


"That always feels hard to do," said Kurt. 


"You can do it," said Terrence. "| believe in you." 


Kurt practically fell against Terrence, his arms spread wide, and he hugged him. Terrence instantly wrapped his 
arms around Kurt, pulling him in. Terrence patted him on the back, and rocked him before letting Kurt go. "Big 


day tomorrow," he said. "Get some sleep." 


They walked down the hallway, and Terrence went back into his room before Kurt eventually came across his 
in the dark and crawled into bed. The alcohol in his system made it come easier, but it came slowly before 


Kurt mercifully lost consciousness. 


Hyper Beast 


The sun had managed to peer through an opening in the thick curtain of clouds that hung in the air, and Kurt 
found himself outside.. except he didn't recognize this place. He was standing in a parking lot behind a shopping 
center he'd never seen before with several people around a car model that he didn't recognize, but the car 
doors and its boxy trunk were wide open as music blasted out of it. It sounded like rap music but it sounded 
weird.. dreamy, floaty, as though the rapper was high when he recorded it, and it was set against gospel 
singers and horns. "This is.. pretty good," said Kurt. 


"You like this, old man?" a young man asked him, wearing an oversized, unzipped hoodie. 
"lm not old," said Kurt. 

"Nigga, you are like, 50 years old," said the kid. His friends all laughed. "That's old” 
"What year is it?" asked Kurt. 


"Shit, this dude's so high, he forgot what year it isl" said another one of the kids, wearing a red headband with 
the word "SUPREME" emblazoned upon it in white letters. He was holding what looked like some kind of thin 
rectangle with rounded corners, holding it out towards Kurt. "You gotta hook me up with whatever you're 


smoking, man, that shit's gotta be outta this world" 


"You vape?" a third kid asked. He had box braids and a weird pair of glasses resting on top of his head; instead 
of lenses, they had what looked like shutters built into the plastic, and he was presenting Kurt with a boxy- 
looking cartridge with a metal tube ticking out one end. Kurt took the device and looked it over. It had a large 
button on the center near the base of the tube. He saw the SUPREME headband kid with a similar device, 
putting it into his mouth, pressing a button, holding it there, and then blowing out a cloud of vapor above his 


head, thicker than any cigarette smoke he'd ever seen 


Kurt put the tube in his mouth, and pressed the button. He tried inhaling on it like a regular cigarette, but it 
was too wide. It was more like hitting a bong, and he coughed out cotton-candy flavored clouds. "Holy shit," 
Kurt said, his eyes watering, and the kids around him, none of whom could have been older than 2l, all cheered. 


Box braid kid patted him on the back 


‘Its okay, a lot of people cough their first time," he reassured him. 


Kurt shook his head as he let out a few more shallow coughs, and caught a glimpse of Buddy Holly in the 
corner of his eye, looking on in amusement. The kids didn't even seem to notice Buddy's presence, or if they 
did, they certainly weren't showing that they had. Kurt stared at Buddy for a moment, and Buddy just smiled 
at him. 


"What are you staring at?" asked hoodie kid. 


"Nothing," said Kurt, pretending everything was fine. "I just spaced out, is all." 


"IFs good," said hoodie kid. "I'm just glad you like Chance, though. I've been listening to Acid Rap over and over 
again. It's fuckin’ fire" 


"Shits lit," SUPREME headband kid chimed in. 


"I think he's gonna be the next Yeezy," said hoodie kid. He looked to Kurt. "You like Yeezy?" 


Kurt stared at him blankly. 


"Kanye?" he clarified. "Kanye West? There's no way you ain't heard Kanye West." 


"| think I'm time traveling right now, so no," said Kurt. 


"My man's high as hell," said SUPREME headband kid, giggling. "You gotta tell me where you get that dank” 


"Where you time traveling from, then?" asked hoodie kid. 


"1994," said Kurt. 


"This dude's comin’ at us from 20 years ago!" shouted box braid kid, laughing so hard he was practically 
screeching. "Goddamn! We gotta warn you about shit, man! We gotta tell you about 9/Il! YOU GOTTA STOP 9/1" 


"THE PRESIDENT IS A BLACK MAN!" shouted hoodie kid, overcome with a hyperactive, child-like enthusiasm. "| 
REPEAT, HE IS A BLACK. MAN!" 


"MARVEL'S PUTTING OUT A MOVIE AND IT'S GOT A RACCOON WITH A MACHINE GUN AND TALKING TREE IN 
IT!" shouted SUPREME headband kid. 


Kurt felt a head rush, and wobbled on his feet. He crouched down, and put a hand in front of his face. The sun 
felt too bright, the music was too loud. 


"You okay, man?" asked SUPREME headband kid. 


"| think he's trippin." said box braid kid. He stooped down to Kurt's level. "You alright?" 


"We Slav squattn'?" asked hoodie kid, who squatted down, knees spread apart, resting his outstretched arms on 


top of his knees. "We cheeki breeki?" 


"Yeah, l'm fine, l'm just.. overwhelmed, is all," said Kurt. He looked over to Buddy, who knelt down beside him. "I 
think | might be dreaming. | keep having dreams about the future but.. I've never had one where l'm just in the 
future, you know? ls.. is this really what 2014 is like, or is my mind just.. making up what it thinks 2014 is 


like?" 


SUPREME headband kid went to the front of the car and turned down the stereo. He also shut the driver's 


side door as he came back to join his friends. 


"You know," said SUPREME headband kid, as he crouched beside Kurt, "I was born in 1994" 


"Yeah?" asked Kurt. "What's life like for you?" 


SUPREME headband kid sighed. "It's all about the hustle," he said, pulling his headband off his sweaty, red 


forehead. Of the trio, he was the only white one. "You do shit for the ‘gram, you do shit for the Vine... it took 
me forever to save up to buy this headband to make people think | got that drip. Everybody wants to be the 
next big thing on social media, get those clicks, get those likes, get that clout up." 


His friends nodded and murmured in agreement. 


"We just wanna have fun, man," said hoodie kid. "I'm I9 years old and everything feels like it's fucked You go 
onto Twitter or you go onto Facebook or, fuck it, you go onto Tumblr and you just wanna fucking kill yourself, 
man. Everybody's miserable, the economy's still fucked up, l'm paying money for a degree and l'm probably 
gonna wind up working at a Starbucks ‘cause nobody's hiring anybody unless it's entry level. I've seen what my 


sisters and my brother went through." 


"Man, | hate Boomers," muttered box braid kid, and then looked at Kurt. "No offense." 


"l'm not a Boomer, I'm part of Generation X," said Kurt. 


"Sorry," said box braid kid. 


"IFs okay," said Kurt. "I know what it's like to get shit from Baby Boomers. They got to have their time in the 
60's and even the ones that weren't there for all the anti-war protests and shit like Woodstock all act like 
they're so fucking important, when most of them didn't do shit about racism, or sexism, or homophobia, and 
instead they were just there to do drugs and party, and then when the 60's ended, they were ready to put on 
their fucking suits and ties and go back to upholding the status quo and listening to shitty music. Even the 
ones that stayed hippies wound up becoming so fucking commercialized and watered down so that they weren't 


a threat anymore. It's bullshit.” 


All three young men nodded and gave Kurt muttered, positive affirmations. 


"So they was fucking you over too, huh?" asked hoodie kid. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. "Not all of them suck, but.. a lot of them do." 


“They'll get worse," said hoodie kid. "Everything's gonna get fucking worse." 


Kurt's ankles were hurting, so he rocked back until he sat on the asphalt of the empty parking lot. He turned 
to Buddy. "Are you showing me this for a reason?" he asked. 


"This wasn't my idea," said Buddy. "They also can't see me." 


"So, what, am | being projected into the future or something?" asked Kurt. 


"Who are you talking to?" asked box braid kid. 


"Oh, just Buddy Holly," said Kurt. "You know. | see him, that's how | know I'm dreaming. Or I've gone completely 
crazy. So it's either one of the two." 


"You sure you're not on some psychedelics right now?" asked SUPREME kid. 


"| don't know what's fucking happening to me," said Kurt, covering his eyes with his hands. "I'm trying so fucking 
hard to keep pushing forward, to keep living, and at every turn | either keep fucking up or | get sent visions of 
the future where people tell me about all this horrible shit going to happen and what the fuck am I supposed to 
do” 


The three young men looked between each other. Box braid kid put a tentative hand on Kurt's shoulder, and 
gave him an awkward pat. "Look, man, it's not that bad," he said. "Things... things might've been rough lately, 
but | think thing are gonna get better. | don't know what you're going through right now, but.. you've got fame, 


you got money, you got people giving you your roses." 


| seen that album cover with the baby on it everywhere," said hoodie kid. "And girls wear the smiley face 
shirt with the x eyes all the time. You got your legacy. | mean.. even we fuck with your songs.” 


"Yeah, man, | hear that joint ‘Smells Like Teen Spirit at games all the time," said SUPREME kid 


"| appreciate what you guys are trying to do," said Kurt, dragging his hands down his face, "but it is not really 


helping me right now." 


Another car pulled up into the parking lot, stopping a few yards away from the boys. The driver's side door 
opened and a young woman wearing sunglasses stepped out. The wind picked up, and blew her dirty-blonde hair 
behind her. "Dad!" she shouted. 


Kurt stood to his feet and stared as the girl approached him. ".. Frances?" he asked. 


"What are you doing here?" she asked, her annoyance palpable. "God, | was so worried about you after that 
text you sent me, and who are these guys? Why are you hanging around a bunch of." she looked pointedly at 
SUPREME kid's headband, ".. hype beasts? 


"Aw, come onl" said hoodie kid. "We're just chillin'! He's fine!" 


"They've been rice to me," Kurt said. "l. | think I'm lost." 


Frances whipped off her sunglasses, and Kurt stared into her big, blue eyes. She looked so much like him but 
also so much like her mother. Frances sighed. "We need to get you home," she said, and took Kurt by the arm. 
"Let's go." 


As Kurt allowed this grown-up version of Frances to guide him back to the car, almost as though he were a 
wayward dementia patient who'd wandered away from the nursing home. He heard something that sounded like 
old ballroom music echo and warp in his mind as everything around him turned runny and melted; the gray sky 
bleeding into the green of the trees, the tires dripping onto the asphalt like wax, even the bright red SUPREME 
headband on the kid's forehead smearing like lipstick into his flesh. Frances flickered and stuttered like an image 
on a TV with bad reception, stuck in place looking back at him. Kurt looked around in panic and noticed that only 
Buddy appeared unaffected as the world started to shrivel all around, like a burning photograph, before 
everything went white. 


"Good morning!" 


Kurt jolted awake, and flipped himself over. "Oh, goodness," said the nurse who came in "I didn't startle you, did 
|?" 


"I'm fine," said Kurt. He lifted up his head off the pillow, not sure what he'd just experienced. He picked up his 
notebook off the floor, flipped to a fresh page, and started writing down everything he could remember. 


"The usual for breakfast?" the nurse asked. 


"Yes, please," said Kurt with a nod. 


She left the room, and Kurt paused, trying to figure out how to spell the name of one of the rappers one of 
the kids in his dream had mentioned. Con-yay? Better to write it down phonetically, he thought, rather than to 
try and figure out how it was spelled, which certainly wouldn't be "Con-yay." He even included a very rough 
sketch of the three boys and the car, trying to keep as many details as he could before they slipped from his 
mind's grasp, like trying to hold onto a live, slippery fish. Satisfied with what he was able to remember, he 
closed the notebook Today was going to be a big day; the day that he would finally go home... but first, he'd 
have to go with Valerie to her recovery once her cochlear implants were put in. After learning what he had 
about her the night before, he found himself apprehensive. He hoped against hope that Ned was full of it, but 
as sleazy as Ned could be, he wasn't really much of a liar, as far as Kurt could tell. He probably believed 


everything he had told Kurt, and if what he believed was true.. well, shit. Wouldn't that just be fucking swell? 


After breakfast, Kurt would go to his final group therapy session. When he arrived, he noticed that Valerie 
wasn't there, her seat and the seat of her interpreter were both empty. Dr. Singh gestured to the patients to 
pull the chairs into a tighter circle, and they did just that. 


"Where's Val?" Kurt asked. 


"She's getting prepped for her surgery," said Dr. Singh. "She was transferred early this morning.’ 


"I didn't think she'd be going so early," Kurt muttered. 


"Or perhaps you just slept in late," said Dr. Singh. 


"Yeah, | did," said Kurt. "I was having more weird dreams again." 


"We starting off yet another session with Kurt Cobain's dream journal?" Ned asked. 


"Not necessarily," said Kurt. "Just.. more weird dreams about the future, is all” 


"Let us know when you start seeing lottery numbers, Nostradamus,” said Ned. "God knows | could use the 


money." 


"For blow?" asked Maxine. 


"No, not for blow," said Ned, sulking. ".. Though, | might need to pay some people back for blow." 


"That's something you should treat with great caution, Ned," said Dr. Singh. "The kinds of people in that world 
are dangerous, and | would hate to see you fall back into such a world. You would be better off avoiding them 


altogether." 


"That's very easy for somebody like you," said Ned. 


"Its true that | have not dealt with addiction like you or others in this room," said Dr. Singh. "But surely, you 


must at least try to not let yourself relapse." 


"How do you keep from relapsing?" asked Kurt. 


"Well," said Dr. Singh, "it is a difficult thing to keep from falling back into addiction; it is a sickness, after all. But 
my advice to you is to try and keep yourself away from situations where you may be tempted to fall back 
into your addiction, and to find a reason to keep yourself sober. You've done quite well so far being clean 


during your stay here, Kurt. | believe we've managed to wean you off of methadone, have we not?" 


"Yeah," said Kurt. 


"If you can keep clean without becoming a fucking Jesus freak, that would be a goddamn miracle," said Maxine. 


"Do that. | think | could win some bets with some people if you pull it off" 


Kurt chuckled. "We'll see," he said. 


"We believe in you, Kurt," said Dr. Singh. "And all of us wish you the best of luck on your journey forward." He 
started to clap, and the other patients joined him with various degrees of enthusiasm. 


"If | can get my shit Together, so can you," said Raven. 


"You're gonna help me break in the music business, so you'd better do okay," said Terrence with a smirk 


"IIl try my best," said Kurt. 


"| think you should realize that, no matter how much you've screwed up, you deserve To be happy," said 


Odette. "You're a good guy." 


"You flatter me," said Kurt. 


"You don't completely suck as a human being," said Maxine. "Your head isn't completely up your own ass but 


you could do without all the self-pity and maybe be okay with yourself." 


"That actually means a lot coming from you, Maxine" said Kurt. 


‘lm trying to be nice," she said. 


"And | appreciate it," said Kurt. "I think you're really smart and you care about people more than you admit" 


Maxine leaned back in her chair, and looked at Kurt before shaking her head. "I'll cop to the first part," she 


said. "l'm fucking brilliant, and one day all you fucking plebeians will learn to appreciate my genius." 


| got more faith in Kurt quitting cold turkey than | do in you actually applying your alleged ‘genius’ in any way 
that isn't using two-dollar words to insult everybody else in the room," said Ned. 


"I think I've dumbed down things considerably since | started out here," said Maxine. "Not my fault you haven't 


read Stirner" 


"Who?" asked Ned. 


"Therapy's a spook," Maxine replied unhelpfully. 


Terrence shot Kurt a curious look before replying to Maxine. "What do you mean by ‘spook?" he asked. 


"Its bullshit," said Maxine. "Why, did you think | was talking about ghosts? Because that's Kurt, not me. | don't 


believe in spooks." 


"And yet, you have come here almost every day, and you have made progress here," said Dr. Singh. 


"Yeah, but that's because its been required of me," said Maxine, "and it beats being held in a locked room 


under supervision, so here | am." 


Raven hunched over in his chair, and started chanting "I do believe in spooks, | do believe in spooks, | do, | do, | 
do," in his best impression of Bert Lahr as the Cowardly Lion, eliciting a few chuckles from the other patients, 
including Stephan, who'd been silent the entire time. Any remaining tension was broken, and the session fell back 
into its usual rhythm for the majority of the session Before Deandra had left, the last session with her had 
ended with the group wishing her luck, with Deandra hugging everyone and giving everyone an emotional 
farewell. She had, in fact, left very shortly after the therapy session ended, with her quiet boyfriend standing 
behind her with all her stuff, and she'd given Kurt one last hug while making a Wizard of 0z reference, not 
unlike what Raven had just done. It was almost funny, in a strange way. And now, he found himself waiting for 


his turn to be sent off, like Dorothy ready to click the heels of her ruby red slippers together three times. 


"So," said Dr. Singh, as the session came to a close, "our dear friend Kurt will be leaving us today, and headed 


back home. Do you have any parting words for us, Kurt?" 


"Yeah, | do," said Kurt. He looked across the room, between every single face there now looking at him. "Before | 
came in here, | was ready to completely destroy myself, but as l'm leaving... | feel like | have hope again, even 


though there's still a lot of problems | gotta deal with. But | think | have a better chance now than | did 


before. | used to think, sometimes, | was fated to die young, but now.. | want to walk my daughter down to the 
altar. | want to see her graduate, | want to be there and support her in whatever she decides to do in her life. 


| want to keep living for her and be a dad that she's proud of." 


Dr. Singh led the group in a round of polite applause. "We're all very proud of you, Kurt," said the doctor. "Is 
there anything anyone wants to say to Kurt right now?" 


"| do." 


Stephan, who hadn't said a word during this entire meeting, stood up from his seat, and locked eyes with Kurt. 
He cleared his throat. "| know how you and everyone else feels about me," he said. "You don't take me 
seriously. You think I'm a fool. But | can see things that others can't, and | see that you, Kurt, have powerful 
energies surrounding you." He took a few steps towards Kurt. "I know you told Maxine that you hope to stay 
clean without embracing God, but | want to beg you to reconsider, that you need God in your life, because the 
energies that surround you can attract both the divine... and the demonic. If you want to save yourself, you 


will give yourself to God and ask Him for forgiveness for your sins. It's not too late." 


"I'll ask forgiveness from the people who I've wronged," said Kurt. "After that, I'll consider asking forgiveness 


from God" 


"Don't say that | didn't warn you," said Stephan. "I'll pray for you." 


"Thanks for that," said Kurt. 


Stephan nodded, and sat back down in his chair, crossed his wrists over his lap. Ned looked around the room, 
tapping his foot, and nudged Kurt. "| need to give you my email address," he said. "Get that website registered 


for you.” 


Kurt snickered. "Of course, Ned" 


"Any of you guys got a pen?" Ned asked. 


Dr. Singh clicked his own pen. "Perhaps you can wait to trade contact information until after the session is 


over?" 


"Yeah, okay, fine," said Ned. "I hope you don't do smack anymore and that you're able to get your shit together 


and live a good life from now on. You're alright, Kurt. | think you're gonna be alright” 


"Thank you," said Kurt. "Ill get your email address later and send you an email once | get one of those." 


"Excellent," said Ned. "Good. Now, somebody else fluff up this man's deflated ego already." 


"Kurt," said Raven, sitting up in his chair, "you're a better guy than you give yourself credit for and | wanna 
hang out with you once I'm out of here, maybe watch some movies together or something. You ever see a 


movie called ‘Akira? 


"No," said Kurt. 


"Oh man," said Raven, tilting his head back before bringing it forward again. "Dude, you gotta watch Akira . That 


movie is fucking sick, dude." 


"| would totally be down to watch it with you," said Kurt. 


"Nice," said Raven. He turned to Odette. "Have you seen Akira?" 


"| don't even know what it is," said Odette. 


‘Its a Japanese movie and it's the coolest fucking thing in the universe." explained Raven. 


"Cooler than Doom?" asked Odette. 


"Doom is a video game," said Raven. “And it's the coolest video game there is and ever will be. Akira is the 


coolest animated movie there is and ever will be." 


"It's a cartoon?" asked Maxine. 


"Its not for kids!" Raven said defensively. "It's an adult cartoon!" 


"So, is it like Japanese Fritz the Cat then?" Maxine leaned forward, laying on an extra layer of smarm. 


"No, it's like Japanese animated Bladerunner crossed with Scanners, it's hard to explain!" said Raven. He looked 
back and forth between Odette and Kurt. "You guys both need to watch it, it blew my mind when | saw it in 


college." 


"Sure, man," said Kurt. "Sounds cool." 


Odette put her hand atop Raven's head as a signal to get him to settle down, and spoke up. "I'll miss you, Kurt,” 
she said. "You're probably gonna be really busy once you're back out, but | wish you well, and | wanna thank 


you for all those songs you sang for me.” 


Kurt just smiled, and tried to hide his smile behind his laced fingers. "I'll miss you, too," he said. 


Odette smiled back, and leaned against Raven, putting her head on his shoulder. 


"| don't know if I've got anything else to say that | haven't already told you before," said Terrence, "but | guess 
Ill say it again. You're an inspiration to me, man, and | feel like | owe you so much, especially after you offering 


me an opportunity to do what | love for a living. Thank you, Kurt.” 


"No problem," said Kurt. "| hope you do well" He looked over to Maxine, whose arms and legs were crossed, and 


she looked Kurt over. 


"Don't fuck it up," said Maxine. 


Dr. Singh let out a loud, fake cough into his fist. 


Maxine rolled her eyes and sighed as she uncrossed her arms. "Look, I'm not gonna kiss your ass. I'm gonna be 
honest. You have the power to make your life suck less, okay? You know what you have to to do it. So just put 
aside all your excuses, and your self-pity, and your preoccupation with ghosts in your dreams and just fucking 


do it." 


"Thanks, Maxine," said Kurt. 


"You can call me Max," she said. "| don't mind" 


"Thanks, Max." 


"Thank me later," said Maxine. "You can rub all your success in my face years from now, if we see each other 


again. How's that sound?" 


"How about | just thank you instead?" 


"Sure, if you want," said Maxine. "But you already did." 


The egg timer at Dr. Singh's feet let out its twittery ring, and the doctor picked it up and shut it off. "And 
there we have it," he said. He looked to Kurt. "Good luck to you, young man. | think if you stick to your 


treatment, you'll have a bright future ahead of you. As for the rest of you, we'll meet tomorrow." 


Everyone got out of their chairs and headed for the door, including Kurt, though he looked back at Dr. Singh, 
half expecting the doctor to call to him and say something to him privately, but he did not. Instead, Dr. Singh 
just smiled at Kurt. "Is there something | can help you with?" he asked. 


Kurt hesitated, wondering if he should bring up what happened with Valerie at all. Everything with the doctor 
seemed to be on the up-and-up, things were hopeful, telling him that he slept with Valerie would completely 
ruin the mood. He knew, on some level, that it was Dr. Singh's job, and that he should be the first person he 
would tell. And yet.. he felt shame, like he was letting the doctor down when his departure should be on a high 
note. He was supposed to see Dr. Singh again within the month, anyway; he could bring it up then. Kurt shook 
his head. "Nah," he said. "I'm good. Thanks, Doc." 


Dr. Singh bowed slightly, smiling. "You're welcome, Kurt," he said. 


Kurt smiled and nodded, waving goodbye before he headed back to his room. There, he would approach the wall 
above his bed, and set to work, carefully removing the drawings he'd put up before setting them down on his 
bed. He peeled off the tape beneath each of them, avoiding ripping the corners as he knelt on the mattress 
with one hand on the wall to keep himself steady. He'd start on the top left corner, then the bottom left, then 
the top right and followed by the bottom right, each time, like a litte ritual, and once he'd coaxed the tape 
free off of the wall, he'd turn back and lightly place the drawing face-down on the bed, keeping each one 
separate from the other. Once he'd removed the last one, he then turned around on his knees, and gingerly 
wiggled the tape off of the paper. It was nigh impossible to get the tape off without taking some of the paper 
off with it, and he'd torn the corner of a few of them, but the damage he did was minimal. The bulk of most 
of the drawings remained unharmed, and satisfied with his work, he stacked them on top of one another, and 
slipped them into the paper bag that he kept his tapes inside, beside the cassettes all stacked up on top of 
each other. Now the wall above his headboard was blank, the spots that had been occupied by art seemed 
naked now, and perhaps it was a trick of his eyes but they looked paler than the rest of the wall. After he 
gathered his toiletries in a plastic bag, he put those in the paper bag, and he realized he never got his copy of 
One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest back from Billy. He wondered where it might be, idly, as he stood in the middle 
of his room, tapping the tip of his thumbnail against his front teeth as he thought. If Billy had it, he could keep 
it; Kurt had already read it, but he was fairly sure that Billy left the hospital with only the clothes on his 
back, and surely he would have given it back if he'd still had it in his room when he had stopped by last time. 
It wasn't that important, really, but it was a gift from Krist, and it would have been nice to have it. 


"Mr. Cobain?" 


Kurt turned around and looked behind him to the door and saw a nurse standing there. "Your wife is here," she 


said. She stepped aside, and Courtney stepped into the doorway, with Frances in her arms. 


"Hey, honey," said Courtney as she stepped forward and Kurt moved to close the space between them, pulling 
her and Frances into a hug, squeezing her tight against him. Frances wrapped her tiny arm around the back of 


Kurt's head, and gave him an awkward pat on his crown. She pulled back from Kurt. "You alright?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine," said Kurt. "Why do you ask?" 


"You looked like you were.. | dunno, troubled, | guess," said Courtney. 


"Sorry, | was just.. thinking about a book Krist brought me," said Kurt. "I can't find it anywhere and | lent it to 
Billy but never got it back, and | don't think he took it with him. Its not that important, though." He turned 


away from Courtney, looking back at the bare wall 


"You sure?" asked Courtney. "I can help you find it" 


"IFs okay.” 


"We got plenty of time before we go see that deaf girl when she gets her ear implants," said Courtney, and 
Kurt was glad he had his back to her. He brushed a lock of hair out of his eyes, and sighed deeply. 


Courtney took a few steps towards him. "What book was it?" she asked. 


"One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest," said Kurt, turning around to look at Courtney. "I already read it, it's not 
that big of a deal, it'd just be nice to have because it was a gift." 


"So do you want to find this book, or are you just going to whine about it until you decide you're ready to go?" 
Courtney asked, masking her annoyance with a sort of playful, teasing tone. 


"Ill ask around," said Kurt, as Courtney set Frances down on the ground. Frances tottered over to the bed, and 


stopped in front of it, spreading her arms out on the mattress as she reached for the giant Snoopy plush. 


"Dah!" said Frances, looking back to Kurt as he walked to her side. 


"You want Snoopy?" he asked. 


"Yah!" 


Kurt bowed over the bed and pulled Snoopy into her grabby little hands. "There you go," he said, as she 
wrapped her arms around Snoopy's body, smooshing her face into the faux fur. "He's been keeping me company 


this whole time, but | think he'll be happier with you." 


"Oop!" shouted Frances, and she burst into a big smile. She turned around and waddled over towards her 


mother, dragging Snoopy's feet across the floor, and looked up at her. "Oop!" 


"That's right, sweetie, it's Snoopy!" said Courtney in a sing-song-y voice. 


"Oo-peel" said Frances. Pleased with herself, she let out a high-pitched, excited squeal, and stomped her feet on 
the floor. 


"Frances," Kurt called out, and the toddler turned around to look at him. Her bright, blue eyes were the same 
eyes he saw in his dream, eyes that were on a tired, frustrated adult Frances. At least in the dream, Frances 
clearly cared about him very much, even though she was irritated; she'd come out to that parking lot looking 
for him, and led him back to her car to take him back home rather than just leaving him there. As he looked 
at her now, in her pastel, green dress with button-straps and her white sneakers, looking back at him with her 
eyes wide, he felt his heart overflow with just pure love. Sappy, yes, but it was the absolute truth. He didn't 
ever want to become a burden for him. Hopefully, he might avoid causing that frustration in her later. As he 
thought this, he walked up to Frances, and bent down to offer her his hand. "Do you want to walk with daddy?" 
he asked. "Help daddy say bye-bye to his friends?" 


Frances looked at his hand for a moment before she grabbed a hold of his fingers, still keeping a firm grip on 
Snoopy. She led Kurt by the hand out of the room, marching into the hallway, looking up at a nurse who walked 
by. She waved at her. "Bye-bye!" she said, and continued down the hallway, as the nurse chuckled. 


"Hey, Frances," said Kurt, "lets go where they have the crayons." 


"Ogee!" said Frances, and she made a beeline for the rec room, making her way to the drawing table that she'd 
seen her father seated at the few times she'd come to visit. Seated at the table were Raven, Odette, Maxine 


and Terrence, who all called out to Kurt and Frances as they approached. 


"There you are!" said Raven, opening his arms as Kurt approached. "And look, Kurt's here, too!" 


Kurt led Frances to his normal seat, and lifted her onto the chair. "You guys got any crayons?" he asked. 


Odette sorted through the art supplies, picked out a rainbow of colored crayons, and stood up to walk to 


Frances, presenting her with multiple sheets of paper and crayons. "Here you go," she said, as Frances grabbed 
a red crayon in his fist, "go nuts." As Frances started scribbling, Odette slipped a strip of paper under Kurt's 
face, and on it were a list of phone numbers, each labeled with the names of Raven, Odette, Terrence and Ned, 


with Ned's number also including what Kurt assumed was an email address. 


‘I'd give you Valerie's number, but, you know, she doesn't really have one,’ said Odette. "At least, not yet" 


"Can | ask you something about Valerie?" Kurt asked, in a hushed voice. 


"Sure." 


"Do you know anything about why Valerie is here?" asked Kurt. 


"Just that she had a really rough upbringing and needed some help," said Odette. "Why?" 


Kurt turned his gaze to the floor momentarily before he looked Odette back in the eye. "You never heard 
anything involving... stalking, have you?" 


"Stalking?" asked Odette, sounding mildly alarmed. "Like.. Valerie being stalked?" 


"No, no," said Kurt, shaking his head. "Like.. Valerie stalking someone." 


Odette cocked her head. "Where did you hear that?" 


"Ned." 


"Ugh, Ned," Odette sighed. "Ned's full of shit, okay? He doesn't know what he's talking about." 


"So did you hear anything?" 


‘Not from Valerie," said Odette. "She's been here a while, though, before | got here, so | only know what she 
told me. Look, she's had a lot of people say a lot of nasty things about her since she came in here. I've made a 


habit of not believing any of it. She's very sweet, Kurt. Don't let Ned put any weird ideas in your head, okay?" 


Kurt wasn't sure what to say. He stood there for a moment before he finally nodded. "Okay," he said. "I trust 
your judgment, | just.. | feel like | have to keep her at a distance, for Courtney's sake, and | feel bad about it." 


"| see," said Odette. "Well, I'm sure if you're able to talk things out, she'll understand" 


"| hope so," said Kurt. 


Odette sighed, and she put her hands on Kurt's shoulders before she gave him a hug. "Everything's gonna be 
alright," she said, and pulled back Kurt noticed that Raven and Terrence had stood up and were now behind 
Odette. She turned around and looked at them. "What?" 


"Group hug?" Terrence asked, lifting up his arms. 


"Sure," said Kurt, and the four of them gravitated into an embrace with Kurt at the center of it, as Terrence 


squeezed on them. 


"You want in?" asked Terrence, looking over to Maxine, who was still seated 


"Do | have to?" asked Maxine. 


"You don't have to if you don't want to," said Kurt. 


Maxine stood up from her chair, but instead of joining in the hug, she reached her arm over and patted Kurt 


on the top of his head in an intentionally awkward manner. "That's as good as you're gonna get," she said. 


"Thanks, Max," said Kurt. 


The hug broke up, and Maxine returned to her seat as the others stood 


"Well," said Kurt, "I guess I'm finally leaving." As he said this, Courtney entered the room with Kurt's stuff in 


her arms, stopping just short of the table to look over Francis. 


"You know how to reach us," said Raven. 


"Give us a call," said Terrence. 


‘| will,” said Kurt. "Especially you. Let me know when you're out, we'll talk” 


Terrence beamed. "I will," he said. 


Kurt looked back to Courtney, who was looking at him expectantly, and he turned back around. "Oh!" he said, "| 
just remembered, have any of you guys seen my copy of One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest?" 


"No," said Terrence. 


"Nah," said Raven. 


"| haven't," said Odette. "I'll keep an eye out, though." 


"Thank you," asked Kurt. "Krist gave it to me and | thought it'd just be nice to have." 


"You finally shipping off?" 


Kurt looked over to see Ned coming over from another part of the rec room. He briefly glanced at Courtney, 


and then looked back to Kurt. 


"Yeah," said Kurt. 


"You got my number and my email," said Ned, as he walked up to Kurt's side. He clapped him on the shoulder. 


"Good luck, kid. Stay safe out there." 


“Thanks, Ned" 


"We ready to go?" asked Courtney. "We still have to see your deaf friend” 


"Yeah, I'm ready," said Kurt. He went to Courtney and took the paper bag full of his belongings from her, and 
she pulled out Frances' chair as she told her that they needed to go. Frances, reluctantly, slid off of the chair, 
her papers in her hand as she wrapped her arm around Snoopy's neck, and offered her mother her free hand. 
Courtney took a hold of her daughter's hand, and Kurt looked back one last time to the friends he'd made 
during his stay. He waved at them, and they waved back, and Kurt turned to Courtney. "Let's go," he said. She 
wrapped an arm around his shoulder, and leaned her head against his as she led him out the building he'd been 
in for a month, headed for another part of the hospital, while Frances yelled one last loud "bye-bye" to the 


group. 


And Kurt, finally, was checked out of the psych wing. 


Crown the Homecoming Queen - END OF DISC 2 


Stepping out of the hospital doors for the first time, Kurt squinted from both the midday sun and a small 
crowd of paparazzi that had gathered around a black limousine that was waiting for him and his family. Kurt 
covered his face with his hand, and Courtney immediately began to berate the press, calling them all parasitic 
cocksuckers as she ushered her husband and baby into the back of the limo. She shut the door as she and 
Kurt and Frances had crawled inside, and she buckled Frances in a baby seat in the middle of the back seat as 
camera flashes tried to penetrate the tinted windows. She handed Kurt a pair of sunglasses from her purse 
far too late, and Kurt slipped them on as he leaned his head back on the car seat headrest. Courtney leaned 
forward and told the driver to head for the other hospital campus, and he drove off, slowly navigating around 
the crowd of people still shouting questions at Kurt through muffled glass until he was finally able to roll 
forward and out. 


"Should've run them over," said Kurt sourly. 


"Would if | could, sweetie," said Courtney, and she leaned over Frances to give Kurt a kiss on the cheek. Kurt 


gave her a sort of half-smile. 

"You didn't have to get a limo," said Kurt. "Just draws more attention" 
"| didn't feel like driving,” said Courtney. 

"So you ordered a limo?" 


It's a special occasion," said Courtney, as she opened the mini-fridge and pulled out a pair of champagne 


glasses. "Why not indulge ourselves a little?" 


Kurt took one of the glasses, and held it upright as Courtney took out a bottle of champagne. She squeezed it 
between her thighs as she grabbed a bottle opener and forcibly popped the cork, which flew across the back 
of the limo and hit the glass that separated them from the driver. Frances wobbled in her car seat with a 
start, her eyes bugging out of her head as Courtney laughed at the foam bubbling upwards towards the lip of 
the bottle. She looked over at Kurt. "Look, | came." 


Kurt lowered his hand over Frances’ innocent eyes, and Courtney laughed even louder. "Give me your glass," 


said Courtney, parting her legs to lift up the bottle. Kurt held up his glass, and Courtney filled it nearly to the 
brim, as Kurt narrowly avoided spilling any on his daughter as the limo merged into traffic. He waited for 
Courtney to then pour herself a glass, and she set the bottle aside as she raised her glass to Kurt. "A toast?" 


"To what?" 


"You're the one who just checked out of the mental ward, you decide." 


After thinking about it for a moment as he drew his arm back, Kurt brought his arm up again, holding the 
glass aloft. "To the future,” he said. "May it be bright and not totally fucking suck." 


"To our future!" said Courtney, and they clinked their glasses together before they each downed their 


champagne in a few, concentrated gulps. Kurt let out a burp as he finished, and Courtney snickered. 


"You want another?" she asked. 


Kurt shook his head. "| got bubbles up my nose," he said. 


"Look at you, exercising some restraint," Courtney teased as she poured herself another glass. "Maybe you are 


turning over a new leaf" 


"| have to," said Kurt. "I can't be a junkie anymore. | don't want to do heroin ever again" 


"Where have | heard that before?" asked Courtney sarcastically, now taking a sip from her glass. 


"| mean it this time. No more junk. l'm gonna have to find another way to deal with pain, and that means | don't 


want you to be shooting up either." 


"Oh, | can stop when | want," said Courtney. "I did when | was pregnant. You're the one who didn't.” 


"Yeah, well, | don't want to be tempted again," said Kurt, some bitterness coming out in his voice. "The less 


access to it, the better." 


"Fine," said Courtney, and she took another sip from her glass. "But what are you going to do when your 


stomach acts up again?" 


Kurt fell back against the seat, and sighed. "Smoke weed, | guess." 


"So you're just gonna become a full-time stoner?" 


"Better a stoner than a junkie," said Kurt. "It's not great, but it's preferable." 


I'll see if | can get in contact with some people, see if | can get you something to help with the pain," said 
Courtney. "Oh, and I've heard kratom is really good for heroin withdrawal. | could probably get a hold of some, 


just in case." 


"Thanks, honey." 


"You're welcome," said Courtney. She cast her glass aside and started drinking the champagne straight from 
the bottle. "You sure you don't wanna help me finish this?" 


"Can you just. get me a glass of water?" Kurt asked. 


Courtney reached into the mini-fridge and pulled out a bottle of water, which she passed over to Kurt. Kurt 
took the bottle, unscrewed the cap, and drank deep from it, water dribbling past the mouth of the bottle down 
his chin as the bottle crinkled in on itself as the air was sucked out of it. Kurt drank half of it before he 


pulled it away from his mouth with a gasp. Frances observed him the entire time, and kicked her legs anxiously. 


"We should be almost there," said Courtney, looking out the window. 


"Yeah?" 


"Yeah," said Courtney. She drank the rest of the champagne and put the empty bottle back in the mini-fridge, 
and kicked it closed with her foot. Kurt pulled down his sunglasses and peered outside, noting that they were 
approaching another hospital. Courtney stumbled over towards the window to the driver's seat, knocking on it 
to get the driver to slide the glass down so that she could give him directions. She would slump back into the 
seat directly under the window, and Kurt looked at her, a tipsy mess in a dress with the skirt hiked up too 
high and a tear in her pantyhose, and a smirk on her face painted in bright red lipstick. Kurt just looked at her, 
and while initially he felt adoration, it soon was clouded with dread as he thought of how he was going to have 
to tell her what happened with Valerie the other night. Courtney's playful expression fell, and she tilted her 
head to the side. 


"You okay?" she asked. 


‘Im fine," said Kurt, shaking his head, trying to play it off as though he were shaking his hair out of his face. 
"Just thinking about stuff, is all." 


"What are you thinking about?" 


"ll tell you later," said Kurt. 


The limo pulled up to the hospital entrance, and Courtney peered through the open window to the driver's cab. 


"Give us like, an hour," said Courtney. "I'll page you when we're ready to go. Okay?" 


"Sure thing, ma'am," said the driver. "I'll see you then" 


Kurt opened the limo door on his side and stepped out. He looked around, and didn't see any cars headed for 
them that might be driven by paparazzi. He wanted to make sure that they were inside before anybody even 
approached, so he unbuckled Frances out of her seat, and picked her up in his arms as Courtney made her 


way out on her side. "Can you grab my guitar for me?" asked Kurt. 


"You grab it," she said. 


| can't, | got Frances," said Kurt, using both arms to hold her, bouncing her slightly as she maintained a vice 


grip on Snoopy. 


Courtney's head popped up above the limo on the other side. She sighed. "I'll get it," she said, and ducked back 
down to pull out the guitar case before she shut the door. Kurt closed the door on his side by backing up 
against it with his rear, and he and Courtney met around the back. 


"Wanna trade?" asked Courtney, offering him the guitar case. 


"Nah," said Kurt. "I'm good." 


As the two stepped away from the limo and headed into the hospital, Kurt turned his head back to see a black 
van pull up in the parking lot, its windows rolled down. Kurt hurried inside, holding Frances tighter, as Courtney 
jogged to keep up with him. Once they'd entered the lobby, Kurt turned back again, keeping an eye out for the 


van. 


"Everything alright?" Courtney asked. 


"Let's just get to the hearing unit," said Kurt. 


A quick check to the hospital directory and a trip via the elevator later, and they were now in the hearing 
specialty unit. Courtney was the one to check in at the desk, asking about Valerie Hughes. The receptionist had 
been expecting them, and told them to sit in the waiting room, as Valerie was still recovering from her 
surgery. Kurt and Courtney took a seat, and Frances gave Snoopy to Courtney to hold onto as she wandered 
around, looking at the magazines laid out with passing interest until she came across an issue of Ladybug 
Magazine, and clutched it in her hand by the cover as she waddled back to Kurt and Courtney, looking between 
the two of them. Kurt beckoned her forward, and cautiously, she stumbled over to him, and he helped her up 
onto his lap. Kurt lifted his sunglasses so that they rested atop his head, and opened the magazine. He started 
reading the first poem he came across aloud to her, as she leaned against his chest and got comfortable. 
Courtney propped Snoopy onto her lap, and held the back of Snoopy's head to puppeteer it so that Snoopy was 
also leaning over to get a glimpse at the page and its illustrations. Frances noticed this, and giggled, and 
Courtney made Snoopy recoil bashfully, putting his paws in front of his permanently smiling eyes in mock 
embarrassment. Kurt smiled, and continued reading. He hadn't even noticed that Courtney had reached into her 
purse and pulled out a camcorder, holding it with one hand as she began to record Kurt reading to Frances, as 
Snoopy's head bobbed around curiously in the bottom of the frame. Frances noticed this again and laughed 
louder, kicking her little legs in delight as Snoopy, having been caught again, retreated. Kurt looked up to 
Courtney and noticed the camera. "You got this on tape?" 


"Why not?" said Courtney. "This is adorable. | wanna remember this." 


Kurt bowed his head and bounced Frances on his knee. "Alright," he said. "Just seems like it's harder for Snoopy 


To snoop in if you have one hand occupied." 


"He just wants to see the pretty pictures too, right, Frances?" said Courtney, clearly giggly from the 


champagne.y 


Frances let out a grunt, and pointed at a cartoon of a ladybug in the margins, jabbing her finger at it. "Ooh," 
she said, as Courtney tilted Snoopy's head and gave it a nod. 


"What is that, Frances?" Kurt asked. 


"Buh," said Frances. 


"A bug?" 


"Bah!" 


"A ladybug?" 


"Doh," said Frances.y 


"Ah," said Kurt. He looked at the camera. "Clever girl," he said, in a faux Australian accent. 


"Are you really comparing our baby to a velociraptor?" asked Courtney. 


"She can be a raptor when she grows up if she wants," said Kurt. He tilted his head to the side and looked at 
Frances. "You wanna be a dinosaur when you grow up?" Frances just looked up at him in confusion. "Can you 
give me a dinosaur roar? Like this," and he gave his best, albeit creaky, impression of a velociraptor screech. 


Frances recoiled, but replied with her own roar, holding up her fingers like claws as Kurt clutched his chest. 


"Oh my god," he gasped. "You're so scary, my heart, she can't take it!" 


Frances laughed with glee and clapped as Kurt slumped against the back of his chair, closing his eyes and 
sticking his tongue out of his mouth. 


"Mr. and Mrs. Cobain?" 


Kurt popped back upright, adjusting Frances on his lap as he sat up at attention and looked toward the 


receptionist. "You can go in to see Ms. Hughes now. She's in room 6." 


Courtney got up, shutting off the camcorder, and picked Frances up off of Kurt's lap, and nudged Kurt's guitar 
case towards him to trade them off. The receptionist gave them brief directions, and they went down the hall, 
past a few doors, and found the door to room b, which was slightly ajar. Kurt pulled his sunglasses from atop 
his head, tucked one of the temples down the collar of his shirt, and peered inside. He caught a glimpse of 
Valerie, sitting on a stool, with a device attached to her head just behind her ear. Her hair had been shaved 
just enough to accommodate the device, rendering her hair lopsided. He opened the door, and the doctor turned 


to look at Kurt, which prompted Valerie to turn to look as well. 


As soon as she saw Kurt, Valerie wriggled in her seat, making a high-pitched noise of excitement, shaking her 
fists in front of her as though she were shaking invisible maracas. Kurt smiled bashfully, looking down at the 
floor with his hair in front of his face as he made his way in, followed by Courtney and Frances. 


The doctor stood up, and extended a hand to Kurt. "Mr. Cobain?" 


"Yeah?" 


"My name is Dr. Fowler," he said. He looked more like a Land's End catalog model than a doctor, with dark hair 
and eyes and a jawline that looked like it was sculpted by a god. Kurt shook his hand, and Dr. Fowler's grip was 
firm and friendly. "| understand you're Valerie's friend?" 


"We met while | was staying in the psych wing at Cherry Hill," said Kurt. "She said she couldn't pay for the 


implants she needed so | stepped up." 


"Well, good news for you, we've been working with an insurance company to help with the procedure," said Dr. 


Fowler. "I'll have Clara explain the details to you later, but you should be reimbursed for the cost" 


"Seriously?" Courtney asked, piping up. 


Dr. Fowler let out a gentle chuckle. "Seriously," he affirmed. "You're Courtney Love Cobain, right?" 


"Yes, | am," said Courtney, sidling past Kurt and shaking hands with Dr. Fowler as she held Frances with her 


other arm. "Nice to meet you, doctor." 


“The pleasure's all mine," said Dr. Fowler. Kurt looked over to Valerie, who was staring back at him in 


anticipation. "| notice you brought your guitar with you." 


"Hmm?" Kurt turned back to look at Dr. Fowler. "Oh. Oh, yeah. Val wanted me to play for her." 


"She's actually insisted that the device not be turned on until you got here," said the doctor. He leaned forward 
over Valerie, and signed to her quickly, signs that Kurt didn't recognize, but Valerie's eager nod was very clear 
in its message. Courtney set Frances down, and pulled out the camcorder again, turning it on and aiming it at 
Valerie. Dr. Fowler put his hand behind her ear, activating the device. "There we go," he said, as Kurt leaned 


over to watch Valerie's face. "How's that sound?" 


Valerie's eyes went wide, and started darting around the room. Kurt tilted his head. "You alright?" This 
prompted Valerie to put her hands over her house and double over, letting out a squeal as she screwed her 
eyes shut. Dr. Fowler put a hand on her back as it started to heave with sobs. Kurt knelt down in front of her, 
and cast a concerned glance back to Courtney, who was still recording, before he focused back on Valerie. 
Finally, Valerie lifted her head from her hands, tears streaming from her eyes as a smile cracked across her 


face. 


‘| | can hear you." she said. "| haven't. heard anything since | was /it7le.." 


Kurt didn't say anything. He looked around the room and saw an empty chair, and got up to carry it back over 


in front of Valerie as he took a seat in front of her. 


"There's so many. little sounds.." she said. "I can hear.. the little sounds again. Oh my god" 


"Hts a little overwhelming, isn't it?" asked Dr. Fowler. 


Valerie gave a shaky nod, and choked out another sob. "I can hear my voice. it sounds so different." 


"How is the sound coming through?" asked Dr. Fowler. 


"IFs good," said Valerie. "Things. don't sound exactly like | remember but | can hear them again. Not just. big, 
loud sounds.." Her hands still twitched as she talked, as though she wasn't quite sure what to do with them 
while talking and being heard. She didn't have to look at Dr. Fowler's face to understand him, as she instead 


looked all around the room before her eyes settled on Kurt's guitar case. "Can | hear you play?" 


"Are you ready for that?" Kurt asked. 


| wanted to hear you play and sing for me as one of the first things | heard," Valerie insisted. "Please." 


Kurt looked up to Dr. Fowler for a moment, who gave him the go-ahead with a nod. Kurt set his guitar case 
down in front of him, and opened it, pulling out his acoustic guitar; the Martin D-I8E, the one he'd used during 
the Unplugged performance and the same one he'd kept with him during his stay at the hospital. He set it up 
on his lap, and gave it a tentative strum. It was slightly out of tune. As Kurt twisted the tuning knobs, Valerie 
watched, enraptured. Kurt played a few test chords. He'd finally decided the song on the way over while he 
tried to push the other, more pressing issue out of his mind, and as he quickly mentally re-affirmed this 
decision, he started playing "About a Girl." 


He was aware of Courtney watching him the entire time. He was aware of the camera's unflinching eye upon 
him. He did his best to block them out as he played for Valerie. Occasionally he'd look up from his guitar to 
gauge her reaction, and each time, she was completely rapt in attention, her eyes nearly as big as saucers. It 
was the first song she'd heard in nearly 20 years, which was staggering to even contemplate; Kurt hoped that 
a fairly straight-forward song like this would be a good place to come back for her. He finished the song, and 
Valerie launched herself from her chair, wrapping her arms around Kurt's shoulders and nearly knocking him 
out of his seat. She hugged him, crying happy tears into his shirt. Frances, who had previously been distracted 
by trying to play Patty-Cake with Snoopy on the floor, got up and waddled over to Valerie, looking up at her 
with uncertainty before she settled on hugging her leg. Kurt noticed this, and patted Frances on the head. 


"Thank you, Bean," he said. 


Valerie managed to pull herself away from Kurt and looked down at Frances, who looked back up at her, still 


latched onto her leg. "Thank you," she said, instinctively signing as she said it. 


Frances backed away, and imitated the sign, swinging her little arm out forcefully as she did. "Oo!" 


Valerie laughed, and Dr. Fowler presented her with a box of tissues he'd taken from his desk She grabbed a 
handful of them, and dabbed at her puffy eyes as she tried to regain her composure. "Did. did you write that 


song?" 


"Yeah," said Kurt. 


‘Its so pretty," she said. "Your voice. it's not how | thought it would sound, but its beautiful." 


"How did you think | would sound?" Kurt asked. 


"| don't know.." she said. "This is gonna sound weird but. | kind of imagined you sounding like. the guy who sang 
‘Just an Old Fashioned Love Song.” 


"Paul Williams?" Kurt asked. 


"Was he in that band. Three Dog Night?" 


"| don't think he sang the Three Dog Night version," said Kurt, looking to Courtney for confirmation. "Did he?" 


"I think he wrote it?" said Courtney, not very sure herself, though she was giggling at the thought. "I don't 
know, maybe she is thinking of Paul Williams. You both got the long, blonde hair." 


‘lm pretty sure he wrote it," said Kurt. "My mom was really into The Carpenters and he wrote songs for 


them, | think he also wrote songs for Three Dog Night. I'm not exactly into Three Dog Night, though." 


‘| liked them a lot," said Valerie. "They'd be on the radio a lot. when | was litte." 


"That makes sense,” said Kurt. "You also said you liked Blue ™yster Cult." 


"Yeah!" said Valerie. "| wanna hear ‘Don't Fear the Reaper’ again!" 


"| don't know if | can do that one justice," said Kurt. "We'd need a cowbell" He looked up at Courtney. "Honey, do 
you have one in your purse?" 


‘Sorry, | left my cowbell at home," said Courtney. 


"You don't have to play that one for me," said Valerie. "But. could you maybe play. one more song?" 


"Sure," said Kurt. He looked at Courtney. "Is that okay?" 


Courtney thought about it for a moment. "One more is okay," she said. "I think Frances is getting impatient and 
| want to get back home soon" 


"You still want to record this?" Kurt asked 


"Could you. send me the tape?" asked Valerie. 


Kurt turned to look at Valerie. "Of course," he said. "Wasn't that why we're filming this?" 


"Well, | kind of wanted to capture this for myself, too," said Courtney. "Seemed like a once-in-a-lifetime kind of 
thing." 


"Okay, then," said Kurt. "One more before we hit the road. You got a request? Something that | can play on an 


acoustic guitar?" 


"| don't know," said Valerie. "| can only remember so many songs." 


"Do you remember any Beatles songs?" Kurt asked. 


Valerie's eyes turned upwards. "My mom really liked. that one song. the one about yesterday?" 


"You mean Yesterday?" Courtney asked. 


"Yeah!" 


Kurt started playing the opening of "Yesterday," and he watched as Valerie's face lit up in recognition. As he 
sang and played, he watched Valerie close her eyes, as though she were mentally transporting herself back in 
time, and Kurt figured that this particular song was perfect for exactly that, a song made to encompass the 
feeling of nostalgia. Not his favorite Beatles song, personally, but that hardly mattered, as played through the 
whole thing, only noticing as he finished that everyone in the room, Frances included, had been watching and 
listening. He finished, and Valerie opened her eyes again, showing that they'd become moist with the faintest 


traces of tears. 


"Thank you," she said quietly. 


It was now on Kurt to put his guitar back in its case, and approach Valerie, hugging her as she tried to regain 
her composure. When he pulled back away from her, he noticed a distinct, piercing sadness in her eyes. Kurt 
was sure that they both knew that it was over. Courtney stopped recording and went to talk to Dr. Fowler, and 


Frances followed her mother, pulling Snoopy by his ears across the floor. 


"| guess this is goodbye," said Kurt. 


"Will | ever see you again?" she asked, lowering her voice. 


"Probably not," he said. "I'm sorry. | wish it didn't have to be like this." 


"It doesn't have to," she said, and she put a hand on his shoulder. "Please. please see me again." 


"| have to tell her," said Kurt. "I love her." 


"What if she leaves you?" 


Kurt's eyes turned downward. "l think she'll be mad but. | don't think she will" 


"If she leaves you. you could be with me--" 


Valerie pulled her hand back, recoiling in her seat. She hadn't been expecting such an abrupt answer to her 


proposal, and Kurt felt even worse. 


‘lm sorry. no. | can't. | think its best we just. end it here. On a high note." 


Valerie lowered her hand into her lap, defeated. "I'll never forget you," she said 


"I won't forget you either," said Kurt. "Thats why | hate having to do this, but. | think itll be best. For both of 


us, so | don't hurt you anymore." 


"Kurt?" 


Kurt stood up straight and looked over to Courtney, who was approaching Kurt, holding both Frances and 
Snoopy. "Yeah?" 


"You ready to go home?" 


"Yeah," he said. "Just saying goodbye, is all." 


‘Oh, I'm sure you'll see each other again," said Courtney, as she looped her arm around Kurt's. She turned to 


Valerie. "Dont worry, we'll send you a tape." 


Valerie turned away from them, and just nodded. "Thank you," she muttered. 


"C'mon, honey," said Courtney, as Kurt lifted up his guitar case, "let's go home." She kissed his lips, and Kurt 
hunched over slightly as they turned to walk out the door. Kurt looked over his shoulder to catch one last 
glimpse of Valerie, who was just looking at him with a mix of heartbreak and longing. His gaze lingered for a 
few moments, at her big, dewy eyes, her quivering lip, the device attached to her head and the fresh sutures 
behind it as Valerie turned her head down. He turned his head forward, and walked out the recovery room 


door. 


Courtney was the only one between them that said anything as they left the hospital, bidding goodbye to the 
receptionist, and then in the elevator asking Kurt to hold Frances while she paged the limo driver. By the time 
they reached the front of the hospital, the limo was waiting outside, with the chauffeur holding the door open 
for them as they climbed inside. Courtney gave him directions back to their house as Kurt fastened Frances in 


her car seat, and they took off. 


Kurt sat in one corner, looking out the window, staring at the landscape as it scrolled by. It was starting to 


rain, and little droplets started to fleck the tinted windows. 


"What's wrong, Kurt?" Courtney asked. 


"Nothing," Kurt muttered. "I'm fine." 


"You don't seem fine," said Courtney. "Did she say something to you?" 


"No. its not that," said Kurt. "I just. | can't see her again" 


"Why not?" asked Courtney. She leaned forward in her seat. 


| don't want to talk about it right now," said Kurt, as he turned away from the window. He looked at Frances, 


who was preoccupied with inspecting her own shoes. "Not in front of the baby." 


Courtney's mood immediately turned grim as her eyes narrowed. "Why?" she asked. "What happened?" 


"Can we wait until we get home?" 


"Did she do something to you?" 


"No. well. | mean." Kurt ran a hand through his hair. She could see right through him. She always could. 


"Kurt," said Courtney, "what happened between you and her?" 


Kurt went silent. He put his head in his hands, and let out a frustrated groan. 


"Did you two.. fuck or something?" 


He froze. He held his breath, almost as though even his lungs didn't want to move. He shut his eyes, and let 


out a long, slow breath. "Please don't yell," he said, as calmly as he could muster. "Not in front of Frances." 


"Kurt" 


"Yes, okay?" Kurt whipped his head upright, and looked Courtney in the eye. "Yes. Once. | wanted to tell you 
when we got home but there. Now we're one-for-one, okay? We're even. Just. please don't yell at me for it in 
front of Frances, okay? | know | deserve it, | just. | just don't want her to hear it” 


Courtney stared at Kurt, stunned. Slowly, her face morphed into a cold glower as her jaw clenched and her 


eyes seemingly turned dark. She looked away from Kurt in disgust, but said nothing. 


Kurt felt his stomach drop and his ass clench and the hairs on the back of his neck prickle like cactus needles. 
Her silence was almost worse. Frances appeared to have caught onto something being wrong, as she looked 


back and forth between her mother and father in confusion. 


"Courtney," Kurt said, "I'm sorry--" 


"Shut up," Courtney snapped. "Just. shut the fuck up." 


They rode the rest of the way home in silence. When they pulled up in front of the house, Courtney unbuckled 
Frances from the car seat, and took hold of her in one arm. She cast one last glare at Kurt before she 
stormed off for the door. Frances looked back, and started crying, trying to turn around in her mother's grasp 
to go back for Snoopy. Kurt tried to juggle holding the car seat, Snoopy, his guitar case and the bag of his 
stuff from the hospital, but nearly spilled it onto the street before the chauffeur stepped out to help him by 
taking the car seat. Kurt and the chauffeur walked up to the front door, and the chauffeur placed the car 
seat gently on the front step, and just gave Kurt a sympathetic look and an awkward "have a nice day" before 
he turned around and went back to the limo. Kurt watched him get back in and drive off, no doubt off to 
another job. Kurt sighed, and opened the front door, grabbing onto the car seat and dragging it into the foyer. 


Home, sweet home, he thought bitterly, as he shut the door behind him. 


A Sign of Things to Come 


Just as Kurt shut the front door, the smattering of rain that had dribbled from the sky turned quickly into a 
downpour, falling hard and fast like machine gun fire. Kurt staggered into his living room, which was full of 
bouquets of wilting flowers and sagging mail sacks that were on the verge of spilling letters on the floor, and 
he set his guitar case aside and flopped on the couch. He landed face first into the cushion, letting his feet 
stick up in the air. He kicked off the slippers he'd been wearing, letting them fall to the floor, attracting the 
attention of the cat. She let out a curious little trill, and sauntered over to the couch, looking up at Kurt for a 


moment before getting herself into position and jumping on top of him. 


"Hey, Quisp," he said, turning his head to the side as the cat paced in a tight oval up and down his back. "You 
miss me?" 


She looked back at him, her tail lifted high in the air as she started to knead his butt. "Ow, ow, ow, stop it," he 
said, and he rolled over onto his back as she jumped back onto the floor. He rested his head on the arm of the 
couch, and patted his chest, making "pss, pss, pss" noises to coax her back up to him. She backed up, her pupils 
went wide, and she wiggled her butt before she leaped back on top of him, getting up into his face and giving 
him an affectionate headbutt against his forehead as she purred loudly. Kurt brought his fingers up to frame 
her tiny, furry face, and scratched her cheeks. "| missed you, too," he said. "It's been a while, hasn't it" 


Quisp settled on top of his chest, pulling her paws completely underneath her body, looking like a fat, fuzzy 
worm as her eyes narrowed in content. The vibrations of her purrs thrummed in his own chest. Kurt could 
hear Courtney upstairs, talking to Frances. It sounded like it was nap-time, and Frances wasn't having any of it, 
letting out a defiant whine as her mother tried to reason with her. Quisp flicked her ears, but otherwise 
remained unfazed. Kurt laid on the couch like this for a while, the cat balanced on his chest, watching her 
gently rise and fall with each breath he took. He tried to focus on petting the kitty, rather than contemplate 
what Courtney was going to say to him, and when she was going to say it. She wasn't exactly a fan of the 
silent treatment, and she was definitely pissed off, so it felt like it was only a matter of time before the 


screaming started. 


And Courtney did come down the stairs, and stopped in the entrance of the living room, looking at Kurt. Kurt 
sheepishly lifted his head up, and the cat whipped her head around to look at Courtney with wide eyes. Sensing 
something was up, Quisp hopped off of Kurt and scurried out of the room, allowed Kurt to sit upright. He took 
a deep, circular breath. Better get this over with quick, he thought. 


"Hey," he said. "Look, |--" 


"Shut up," snapped Courtney. There seemed to be a great amount of effort on her part to keep herself from 
exploding, as she shuddered on the spot, trying to calm her breathing. "You're an asshole, you know that, Kurt? 
You're a selfish, fucking asshole to do this to me, after all the shit you've put me through... 

put everyone through... 


"| know," said Kurt. 


"We fucking paid for her fucking implants so she can hear, | got you singing to her on video, | have a drawing 
she did of our child in the baby's room, and now.. now | know that you fucked her." Courtney's hands balled into 
fists at her side, and she shook her head. "Just... why? Fucking.. why?" 


Kurt went quiet. Really, nothing he could say could possibly satisfy her. "Its.. complicated." he finally said. 


"Try me." 


He sighed. "I was still kind of mad about you and Billy.’ 


"So this was just you getting revenge on me? This was just you getting back at me?" 


"Sort of" 


“Sort of?! The fuck do you mean, ‘sort of?" 


Kurt ran his hand through hair, getting it out of his face as he let his head loll back. "It was mostly just me 
being angry and stupid and horny and just wanting to have sex and not be a victim in it, and Val.. she doesn't 
judge me, or give me a bunch of shit. She just... listens." 


"The deat girl listens." 


"Yeah, she does," said Kurt, hugging himself. "She didn't know who | was, she just liked me, and | don't know why. 
| got caught up in that. | knew she had this crush on me and | think she knew that | liked her and | thought 


she was cute and we just." his voice trailed off. 


"You just fucked," said Courtney. 


‘It was only once," said Kurt. 


"When did this happen?" 


Kurt sank back into the couch cushions. "Two nights ago." 


"Seriously?" Courtney shouted, and Kurt winced. "You couldn't wait two fucking days to come back here? You 
just had to fucking stick it in right before you came home, didn't you?" 


‘lm not going to see her anymore, okay?" Kurt shouted back. "I talked to her. | cut it off. She knows that it's 
over, that it was just a one-time thing. | knew | shouldn't have done it, | did it anyway, and | regret it. I'm 
sorry. 


"Then why did you do it?" asked Courtney, her shoulders slumped forward. 


"| dunno," said Kurt, "why'd you sleep with Billy?" 


Courtney's expression turned dour. "That's different.” 


"Is it?" 


"| don't know, Kurt!" Courtney erupted again, throwing her arms up. "I don't know. | was drunk, | met up with 
him, he was an ex, | was kind of pissed at you, | just.. did it, okay? We were both out of it. It was a mistake. " 


"So how's that any better than what | did?" asked Kurt. "Seems like we're one-for-one." 


"| didn't do it out of revenge, Kurt," said Courtney. "But you did. You did it to hurt me. And congratulations, 
Kurt, you succeeded. You fucking succeeded " Her voice broke at the end of that sentence, and brought her 


hand over her mouth. 


All the defensiveness built up in Kurt crumbled as soon as Courtney let her own guard down, and Kurt started 
to get up off the couch, before Courtney held her hand, gesturing for him to stay where he was. Kurt sat 
back down, and bowed his head. It was hard to look at her. Instead, he just stared at his lap; not even at it, 
really, he just wanted to look somewhere down, and what happened to be there was his own lap. "I'm sorry," he 


said. 


"You said that," said Courtney, letting her hands fall to her sides. "You keep saying that. | don't want to hear 


that anymore. You can say ‘sorry’ all you want, but | still don't know if you actually love me." 


"| do love you," said Kurt, lifting his head. 


If you love me, then why would you do this?" 


Kurt found himself at a loss for words. He looked at the carpet, Courtney's feet only barely in his peripheral 


VISION. 


"Do you want to leave me?" Courtney asked. 


It was then that Kurt covered his face with his hands and trembled. He stayed like this for a moment before 
parting his palms, his fingers still over his eyes but his mouth unobstructed. "| really want to make this work," 
he said, slowly, "and | love you so much, but | feel like the ground is just falling away under my feet... | don't 
want to leave but | don't know if | can stay.." He pulled his hands away from his face, and held them out to 


Courtney, revealing the tears that had started to form in his eyes. "Help me," he pleaded, his hands shaking. 


"Not until | get some real answers," said Courtney. "Or if | can't get them, then you can get the fuck out and 


save us both the trouble of your agonizing over this marriage." 


Kurt's arms drooped. "Maybe.. | was hoping you'd say something like that," he said. "Maybe | wanted to give 


you a reason to just give up on me." 


"Or maybe you're just a selfish bastard and wanted to get at me by indulging in some new pussy,” said 
Courtney. "Can you just admit that? Can you admit it without having to drag in what happened to you because 
of some fucking creep doctor or whatever issues you have as some kind of fucking excuse? Using the fact 
that you were raped as an excuse to cheat is low, Kurt. That doesn't give you a pass to do bad shit and hurt 


people." 


He opened his mouth to say something, but closed it again. She was right, but he still wanted to contest it, if 
only on the point about him using his rape as an excuse to cheat.. that wasn't exactly right. That trauma 
played a part, and Valerie's empathy towards him only drew them closer together, but that wouldn't do much 
good to bring up. Courtney wouldn't understand. "| am a selfish bastard," he admitted. "We're both selfish." 


"Spare me the ‘we're both bad! bullshit," Courtney snapped, "because at the end of the day, | feel like I'm doing 
all the heavy lifting in this relationship, and all | get is a bunch of fucking grief for it. | was the one that called 
the ambulance when you ODd on those pills, | was the one raising hell after you got assaulted in the hospital, 
I'm the one that people hate because | fucking stand in the way between you and a complete downward spiral. | 
hold you fucking accountable." 


"You're not that much better than me," Kurt said, raising his voice. "You still cheated, you're still a user, and 
you're just.. you just casually hurt me all the fucking time, without even thinking. | try and talk to you about 
things and you just fucking brush it off like I'm fucking crazy! | try and admit things to you and you don't take 


me seriously!" 


"Like what, the fucking ghosts in your head telling you to kill yourself? Am | supposed to just pat you on the 
head and tell you that you're just fine and nothing is wrong?" 


Kurt scowled at her. "I was going to say that regarding every fucking time | try and convince you I'm bisexual, 
but sure, we can talk about you constantly just telling me that I'm losing my mind instead of, | don't know, 
trying to fucking comfort me?" 


"Jesus, this again." Courtney rolled her eyes. 


"That's what l'm talking about! Reactions like that! shouted Kurt desperately, holding out his hands. "Why is it 
so fucking threatening to you that | find men attractive too?" 


"Gee, Kurt, maybe it's because you also told me that you have feelings for Krist?" Courtney retaliated. "Maybe 
its because I've dated guys before who have left me for guys, and | don't want you to leave me the same 


way? But | guess not, since you fucked some other girl." 


"That girl is way more understanding of everything l'm going through than you arel" Kurt shouted. "She doesn't 
belittle me, or call me crazy, she just does her best to understand, and you know what? That's a nice change 


of pace from what I've gotten used to." 


"Then why don't you fuck off and go with her then?" asked Courtney. 


"Because despite everything," said Kurt, now feeling as though he'd been run ragged, "I still love you " Well, 
that, and the assertion Ned made that she was a stalker. God, he hoped that wasn't true. 


Courtney sulked, crossing her arms and shifting her hips as she stood. "I don't know if | believe you." 


"And what would | have to do for you to believe me?" 


"| don't know," said Courtney. 


"Do you want me to leave you alone for a while?" Kurt asked. 


"So you could be with Krist?" 


"No, of course not--" 


"Because I'm sure he'll forgive you," said Courtney. "Maybe Shelli will too. 'm sure she'll be fucking thrilled with 
you." 


Kurt slumped over in defeat, staying quiet for a while. "So what am | supposed to do?" he asked. "What do | do 


to even attempt to earn your forgiveness?" 


Courtney walked over to the couch, and stood over Kurt. She looked down at him, and put her hands on her 
hips. She sighed. "Sit up straight, for starters." 


Kurt sat up straight, and looked up at her. Her head was blocking the ceiling light, which lit up the edges of her 
hair like a fuzzy halo. Kurt sniffled. Even though she was furious with him, and she looked down on him like the 


pathetic worm he was, she was beautiful. He squinted as he looked up at her as his eyes watered, 


‘| want to burn that tape," said Courtney. "I want to burn that drawing, but | also don't want you to forget 
about what you did. You should not be allowed to forget it. You need to think about what you did every single 
time you look at that drawing, every single time people will see the footage of you singing to her." 


"Where.. where are you sending that footage?" Kurt asked. 


"Your manager," said Courtney. "It'll be good publicity. More than you deserve." 


"Can't you just trash it?" Kurt asked. "We don't need to--" 


"No," said Courtney. Her stony face faltered slightly, and she hid her trembling lips with the back of her hand 
for a moment. "I really did take that video with the intention of using it for some kind of feel-good story. | 
wanted to give you good press, after all the bad press you've gotten | told your manager about it, it's why we 
were even able to consider paying for that surgery. It'll be a tax write-off, at least. It's just now... now it'll 
mean something different. But if you never contact her again, then this will just stay between us. You really 
wanna make this relationship work, Kurt? Then you'd better not do anything like this again, ever. Not with her, 


not with any other girl. Are we clear?" 


Kurt found himself tripped up over that wording. Not with any other girl That last word, “girl” The word choice 
seemed deliberate. "Why.. why any other girl?" he asked. 


Courtney walked away from the couch, and into the foyer, looking for her purse. Kurt craned his neck to look 
at her, and saw her rifling through, pulling out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. She pulled out a cigarette and 
put it to her lips, and lit it, taking a deep drag before exhaling a plume of smoke. She turned back to look at 


Kurt, who was still sitting on the couch. "If you're gonna fool around with other people," she said, "then | want 
to be the only woman in your life. You wanna fuck around with Krist? Fine. But you don't get to say a word 


about me and Billy. What you do with Krist is between you, him, and Shelli." 


"Dave knows," said Kurt. 


"And | talked to Dave after he walked in on us, and he knows to keep his big, fat, toothy mouth shut," said 
Courtney. She walked back into the living room, standing over Kurt again, taking another drag on her cigarette. 
She blew the smoke upward through her opened lower lip, sending it up like a factory's smokestack. "So overall... 


| guess we are even, Kurt" 


Unable to hold himself back anymore, Kurt embraced Courtney, wrapping her arms around her midsection and 
pressing his cheek against her stomach, falling onto his knees as his tears were soaking into her dress. 
Courtney allowed this groveling to continue for a few moments before she pushed Kurt's head back. "Stand up," 


she said. "You're a big boy. Just.. leave me alone for a while, okay? | need some space." 


Kurt wiped his eyes with his sleeve, and stood to his feet. He locked eyes with Courtney, who just sucked on 
her cigarette again, and exhaled. "You're sleeping on the couch tonight," she said flatly. 


"Fair enough," Kurt muttered. 


Courtney turned around and headed back to the foyer, making her way to the stairs. "Don't bother looking for 
your dope kit, either," Courtney called back to him. "Me and my friends used everything in it all up weeks ago. 
You said you didn't want to be a junkie anymore anyway." She leaned over the railing to look back at Kurt. "So 


prove it" And with that, she headed back upstairs, out of sight, and slammed the bedroom door. 


At this point, Kurt felt completely drained. He flopped back onto the couch. Did he get off easy? She hadn't 
threatened to leave him, she didn't scream all that much... instead she seemed as though she was putting up a 
cold front. He wasn't sure how to feel. Relief? No, there was a nagging feeling that somehow, this wasn't the 
end of it. His first instinct was to call Krist, but that would probably be exactly what she would expect of him. 
As he turned his head, he noticed the mail sacks propped up against the side of the couch. He tucked his knees 
underneath him so that he could climb across the couch and open one of the sacks, watching as a bunch of 
letters spilled to the floor. He laid on his stomach to scoop up the envelopes that had tumbled free, and 
shuffled through them. Each of the addresses on them were written by hand, with only a few stamped return 
addresses on them. Florida, Colorado, New Jersey, Ireland, Brazil, Italy, The Philippines... all the sources of just 


the letters he had in his hand. He never ceased to be amazed just how international the fan base was; it 


seemed like no matter what country he visited, somebody would recognize him and ask for an autograph or 
maybe a photo. And yes, sometimes this would be extremely annoying. But, aside from a few odious exceptions, 
most of his interactions with fans weren't so bad. For every asshole at a concert trying to assault some poor 
girl, there were hundreds more that would tell him about how much Nirvana's music meant to them. It was 
very easy to zero in on the negative interactions and dwell on them. Perhaps now, Kurt would take the time to 
indulge in some much-needed positivity, even if it was just an escape from the consequences of his own bad 


decisions. 


And so, he did. He got up off the couch, and looked around for his typewriter. He eventually found it in a spare 
bedroom, and lugged it, along with a ream of paper, a pack of envelopes and a pen, back downstairs to the 
couch. He lowered the typewriter onto the coffee table to about an inch above the surface, before letting it 
fall with a "clunk" He then fed a fresh sheet of paper into the typewriter, opened the first envelope, and 
started to read. 


For hours, Kurt sat on the couch, opening and reading letters, many of which were multiple pages long. Most of 
the writers were teenagers or young adults, some were as young as Il or I2 years old. Just about every single 
one was full of wishes for him to get well soon. Some were dated shortly after Kurt was admitted to hospital, 
and had only vague well-wishes. Others with later dates alluded to word of Kurt checking in for "mental health 
reasons," which seemed to be the line that Krist and the band's manager gave to the press, and these were 
filled with personal stories in which the writers relayed their own experiences with feelings of depression, 
anxiety, loneliness and suicidal thoughts. As Kurt typed his responses to each letter, he tried his best to 
personalize them as best as he could, though he couldn't help but repeat or write variations of a few phrases; 


"Thank you for your kind words," "I'm sorry | couldn't reply sooner," "you've been through a lot," "you're 


stronger than you realize," "you have people who love and care about you," and "don't do drugs" were the 
most common. Quisp climbed up on the back of the couch, resting on top, staring out the window as the storm 
wailed on outside until she nodded off, and Kurt kept reading and writing, barely making a dent into the first 
mail sack. He was in the middle of typing when the phone rang, and he lifted his head. It rang twice more, 
before it stopped, and Kurt could hear Courtney answering it from upstairs. He typed a few more words 


before Courtney finally emerged from her room, poking her head out. 


‘It's for you," she said. 


"Thanks," said Kurt. She closed the bedroom door again, which meant that Kurt would have to pick up the 
phone in the kitchen. He got up off the couch with a grunt, and went to the same phone he'd used to call Krist 
over when this whole mess had started. He picked it up off the cradle, and held it up to his uninjured ear. 
"Hello?" 


"Hey, Kurt" It was Krist. "How're you doing, man?" Kurt could hear the sound of Courtney hanging up. 


"Could be better," Kurt admitted in a low voice "But I'm home again, so that's nice." 


"You wanna talk about it?" 


Kurt sighed. "Sure," he said, and walked over to the fridge. He hadn't had anything to eat since breakfast. "It's a 
long story, though." 


"| got time," said Krist. "Shelli's watching a movie in the other room." 


"Oh yeah?" Kurt asked as he opened the fridge. "What movie?" 


"Single White Female," said Krist. 


Shelli shouted something unintelligible in the background, and Krist, holding the phone away from him, laughed. 
"She's on the edge of her seat," Krist explained, holding the speaker back up to his face. Kurt could hear the 


smile in his voice. 


Kurt picked out a carton of milk, and popped open the cardboard lip, taking a whiff. It was still fresh, much to 
his relief. "You rent it?" he asked. 


"Nah, it came on HBO," said Krist. "Normally I'd be watching it with her, but l'm just not in the mood for a 
thriller, | guess." Shelli said something else in the background that Kurt couldn't make out. Krist replied with 
something that sounded like "I've had enough thrills in my life for a while," before he addressed Kurt again. 
"So... you doing okay?" 


Kurt brought the carton of milk onto the counter top, and opened a cupboard to grab a glass. "Like | said, | 
could be better." 


"Something wrong?" 


"Yeah," Kurt admitted, holding the phone between his head and shoulder as he poured himself a glass of milk. 
‘|... | fucked up. Really bad. Courtney's pissed at me and she's got every right to be, but." 


Krist didn't say anything for a moment, waiting for Kurt to continue as Kurt put the milk carton back in the 
fridge. "But?" He prodded. 


"But it still hurts," said Kurt as he closed the fridge door. 


"So, what did you do?" 


Kurt took a deep breath, as he put his fingers around the glass, but did not lift it. "| cheated on Courtney." 


"What?" Krist raised his voice, but then lowered it again. "Wait.. why? When?" 


Kurt felt the sting of acid already starting to climb up his throat. "Two days ago. At the hospital. With Valerie." 
He raised the glass to his lips, and drank deep. The milk soothed the agitated lining of his esophagus on its way 


down, settling in his stomach. 


"Oh, Kurt," said Krist, sounding crestfallen, "why? And so soon before you left.. | dont understand." 


Kurt finished the glass of milk, and let out an anxious, soft burp as he put the glass in the sink. "I don't know if 
| understand either," said Kurt. "But | told Courtney. | thought | should come clean with her." 


"Well, that's good, | guess?" said Krist. "But still.. just.. | know she had a crush on you but.. shit, dude." 


‘lm not gonna see her anymore," said Kurt, "and | know that's really cruel to Val, but.. | promised Courtney | 


wouldn't contact her again." 


Krist went quiet for a while. Kurt rinsed the glass off in the sink, and opened the dishwasher to pull out a 
rack, setting the glass inside and then closing it. Krist let out his own, drawn-out sigh before he spoke up again. 
"So... what happened?" 


"We had sex," said Kurt, speaking softly. "She.. she came to me, after Courtney had visited and | was just... | 
don't know. | was frustrated with her, over a lot of things, but Valerie comes to me, and... its hard to describe 
how she made me feel. It was like.. she was a big magnet, like a lodestone, just drawing me in without having to 
say anything, and | didn't even resist. It was just through the way she looked at me, the way she moved.. and 
it was like then and there she was inviting me to do this and that night, she came into my room and.. we did 


it." 


"Did you use any protection, or..?" Krist let the alternate possibility hang in the air. 


"Uh..." Kurt hesitated. He felt the back of his neck grow cold with dread, remembering how she just left, her 
letter that said that she'd always have a piece of him with her. "No. No, | didn't" 


"Oh," said Krist. "Well. shit, let's hope that she's not--" 


"Don't" Kurt cut him off. "Don't even.. just, don't. | don't even want to think about that" 


"Well, it's a possibility, isn't it?" asked Krist. “That's something you gotta consider. | know you said you wouldn't 
contact her anymore, but.. if she's been knocked up, Kurt, it's going to be way worse if you cut her out 


completely, you know?" 


"| promised Courtney | wouldn't contact her again" 


"Yeah, you said that already, but you can't just ditch her, especially if she does wind up having a kid and it's 


yours." 


Kurt groaned. "I'm... I'm kind of scared to do that" 


‘| understand, but its probably the right thing to do for her," said Krist. 


"No, it's." Kurt sighed. He pinched the bridge of his nose. "Do you remember Ned?" 


"Unfortunately." 


"Yeah, well, | know you don't like him, but | told him about what happened, and he flipped out on me." 


"Why?" 


"Because apparently Valerie was admitted because she was stalking a guy,’ said Kurt, the panic starting to 
come through in his voice. "He said she broke into a guy's house and went through his trash and some other 


shit." 


"And you believe him?" Krist asked, his skepticism clear as day. 


| don't think he's a liar, Krist. He is kind of a weirdo pervert but | don't think he's lying. His reaction was too 
real. Dude was freaking out." 


Krist went quiet again. Kurt pulled out a chair and sat down at the kitchen table, grabbing a fistful of his own 
hair in one hand as he held the phone to his ear with the other. 


"So... what am | supposed to do now?" Kurt asked. 


"| don't know, dude," said Krist. "Look.. lemme think about this. | don't really trust that Ned guy so we can try 
and see if there's any truth to her being a stalker, and if it turns out to be bullshit... | think you should talk to 


her. 


"What're you gonna do?" 


"| don't know, but | think if you really suspect she's a stalker.. maybe hire a private investigator.” 


"Yeah? And what about you?" 


‘Offer moral support, | guess," said Krist. "You're the one that fucked up here, not me. This is your 
responsibility. You gotta be the one to take care of it. I'll do what | can for you, but | can't clean up your 


messes.” 


"That's fair," said Kurt softly. "Yeah... yeah, I'll do that. Thanks." 


"Any time," said Krist. "You gonna be okay?" 


"| don't know," said Kurt. "Do you think.. you could visit sometime soon?" 


"Sure," said Krist. "I actually wanted to see you today, but.. well, just look outside.” 


The rain was still coming down hard, droplets smacking against the glass windows and the roof. "I understand,” 


said Kurt. 


"| could swing by tomorrow," said Krist. "The weather's supposed to clear up by then." 


"Good," said Kurt. "I've just been going through fan mail.. | could use a hand. There's a lot of it" 


"Yeah, no shit, you're sitting on a mountain of it. Why can't you just reply with form letters and an 
autographed headshot like a normal celebrity?" 


"You know that's my style." 


"No, of course it isn't," said Krist, his tone finally lightening up. "You're gonna be like Ringo, just completely 
backed up with fan mail for decades." 


"Oh, god.." 


“It is with peace and love that | ask you to please stop sending me letters," said Krist, doing his best 
Liverpudlian accent. "I'm still answering mail from the 10's." 


"Me door's stuck," Kurt said, replying with his own impression and trying to suppress his giggling. "I can't find 


me cat" 


"| keep hearin’ ‘em meow in there, but | can't find ‘im no matter how hard | dig," said Krist. “Please help me, 


he's gonna starve!" 


"Oh no!" Kurt said, now covering his mouth to stifle his laughter. "H's gone too far!" 


"Mreow," said Krist, his voice muffled. 


“MR. RUFFLES, NO!" Kurt mock-shouted, slipping back into his Ringo impression. 


The two of them burst into laughter. Kurt gasped for breath and wiped his eyes, his laughter spurned further 
by Krist just making pitiful meows in between the lulls. The two of them finally found themselves winding down 
into stoner-style chuckling. 


"You feeling better?" Krist asked. 


"I think | am," said Kurt. "Good," said Krist. "We'll work this out, maybe get to work on some of those songs you 
were working on. I've passed around the tape you recorded and everybody's that's listened to it has said that 


they like what they heard. 


"You sure they weren't just kissing ass?" 


"If they were, | wouldn't see the point of it, it's not like you were in the room." 


"You never know," said Kurt dryly. 


"Well, l'm looking forward to rehearsals, whenever you're ready for them," said Krist. "Dave's been kind of 
hidden away for a while working on his own project for the past two weeks, but | did manage to send him a 


copy of your stuff, and he's pretty excited” 


Kurt smiled. "Good. I'd like to see him again soon. | got to listen to a demo of one of his songs and it's really 
good. Maybe after we put out this next album, | can take a break and Dave can just do his own thing." 


"Maybe," said Krist. 


For a while, Kurt didn't say anything. He thought back to what Courtney had told him earlier, about giving him 


free reign to be with Krist. "Hey, can l.. ask you something?" 


"Yeah?" 


"Would you..?" Kurt started, but found himself hesitating. What if this was a test by Courtney? And if it 
wasn't a test, Krist had said plenty of times about how a relation between the two of them wouldn't be fair to 
Shelli, who could very well be within earshot of Krist. 


"Would | what?" 


".. Never mind," said Kurt. "Maybe I'll talk to you about it when you come over." 


"You sure?" 


"I'm sure." 


"Alright," said Krist, "I'll see you tomorrow, then. Take it easy." 


"You too," said Kurt. "Bye." 


"Bye." 


And Krist hung up. 


Kurt placed the phone face-down on the kitchen table, and sat there with his head bowed. Slowly, he pushed 
back his chair and stood up, placing the phone back in its cradle, and headed back to the living room, back to 
the piles of letters, as thunder bellowed somewhere in the distance, thrumming soft and low in the air. 


New Normal 


In the wee hours of the morning, Kurt fell asleep on the couch, with a pile of envelopes and another pile of 
unopened letters piled around his typewriter on the coffee table. He'd been there most of the day, getting up 
to take phone calls from friends, family, and business associates, all wishing him well, with the last group being 
the most eager for him to return to work. At the time, he'd told them that he wanted to spend time with his 
family, and left it at that. During the night he'd used the TV as background noise, and he'd managed to find the 
remote to turn it off before he dozed off, so it was quiet; that was until the sound of the curtains being 
pulled open and the harsh sunlight shining onto Kurt's face finally roused him from his slumber. 


"What time is it?" Kurt asked, his voice coming out like a frog's croak. 

"Almost noon," said Courtney. 

Kurt sat up, rubbing his eye with the heel of his palm, getting out any sleep left in his eye. He squinted as he 
looked over to Courtney, who headed into the kitchen. Kurt could see Frances in there, sitting in her highchair, 
picking up Cheerios off the tray with her little fingers and putting them in her mouth one-by-one. With a 
grunt, he stretched his arms over his head, and stood up from the couch, shaking his whole body to try and 
coax his muscles into waking up. He plodded his way into the kitchen, and opened one of the cupboards. He 
grabbed a box of Frosted Flakes, a bowl and a spoon, and maneuvered his way around Courtney to the fridge 
to grab a carton of milk, before sitting down at the kitchen table. 

"You were up late," said Courtney, leaning against the kitchen counter with a cup of coffee in hand. 

"Yeah," said Kurt. He poured his cereal in the bowl, and then the milk, still bleary-eyed. 


"You spend all night answering fan mail?" she asked. 


‘Mmm-hmm." Kurt dipped his spoon in his cereal and began eating. Courtney was more talkative than he was 


expecting. 
"How's that going for you?" 
Kurt swallowed. "Fine," he said. 


Courtney took a sip from her coffee, her eyes still on Kurt. Kurt wasn't sure what else to do aside from eat 


his breakfast and just wait for her to say something else. 
"You got any plans for today?" she finally asked. 


"Krist wants to come over," said Kurt. 


"Oh?" She tilted her head. "What are you two going to do together?" 
"Hang out, | guess,” said Kurt. "I wanted him to help me with the letters." 
"Is that all?" 


Kurt jabbed his spoon into his bowl, hitting the bottom of it with the tip and splashing a drop of milk onto his 
thumb. He sucked the milk off of his thumb, and did his best to hide any growing annoyance he had with this 


line of questioning. "Yeah, | guess that's all," he said. "Why do you wanna know?" 


‘Im just curious," said Courtney, shifting her hips as she straightened her back. "You know.. | just wanted to 


know if | should be around at all." 


"You do whatever you want," said Kurt dismissively. "| didn't think you'd even want to hang around me in the 


first place." 


"Well, | did a lot of thinking last night," said Courtney, bringing the coffee mug to her lips. She sipped from it, 
and set it down on the counter before walking to the kitchen table, standing over Kurt. "And | was thinking... 


maybe we should spend more time with one another." 
"Are you not mad anymore?" Kurt asked, knitting his brow as he looked to Courtney. 


‘lm still mad at you," said Courtney, her ass sliding on top of the edge of the kitchen table, facing Kurt. “But. 
| also don't want to be alone. | got tired of sleeping in the bed by myself, you know? And.. if you're feeling any 


resentment towards me... | don't want you rumning into Krists arms instead of mine." 


Kurt swallowed a spoonful of cereal and milk. "So, are you okay with me screwing around with him, or not? 


Because I'm getting mixed messages here." 
"Were you gonna do stuff with him?" 


"| wasn't.. planning on it." said Kurt, shrinking back into his seat. "I didn't even tell him about your... proposed 


arrangement yet." 


"When were you gonna tell him?" She leaned on the table a little harder, causing it to wobble slightly, and the 
milk in the bowl to ripple. Kurt copped one side of the bowl with his free hand, and hunched over the bowl, 
stuffing another spoonful into his mouth. 


"| don't know," he said, his mouth half-full. He chewed and swallowed, and stared into the bowl. "I think he's... got 


some reservations." 


"| see," said Courtney. She lifted her ass up so that it was no longer on the table's edge, and headed back to 
the counter, retrieving her coffee. She peered over her mug to Kurt as she brought it to her lips, slurping it 


loudly. 


"Are you okay with this or not?" Kurt asked, letting his spoon clatter against the rim of the bowl. "Because l'm 
not in the mood to play mind games here. Just give me a yes or no." 


‘lm doing this for the sake of the relationship," said Courtney. "If this is something you need to get out of 
your system, you can. And then maybe later.. you can tell me about it" She smirked behind her mug, and took 


another sip. 


Kurt blinked in surprise. Was she flirting with him? Cautiously, not taking his eyes off of her, he continued 
eating his cereal, chewing slowly as he took time to think about what had just been said. 


"So." he said, after swallowing the last bite of cereal left floating in the bowl, "you are okay with this?" 


Courtney set her coffee back down and walked back over to Kurt. Instead of sitting on the edge of the table, 
she bent forward over Kurt and grabbed a handful of his hair in her fist, yanking his head backwards, with his 
bare neck exposed like some livestock about to be slaughtered with a slice to the throat. She leaned in close, 
and let her breath glide over his neck as she moved closer and closer to his damaged ear. "Shhhhhhhhut your 
mouth," she hissed into his ear, sounding like David Bowie off of "China Girl” Kurt shuddered, and she let out a 
satisfied, amused hum. "You've been an asshole, and I'm still mad, but | also haven't had sex in almost an entire 
month and the dildos and the massager aren't cutting it anymore. So either you get this out of your system 
while l'm out and then we can fuck tonight like normal, or | get to at least watch you get what you've been 


wanting... if only to see how much better | could do with a strap-on 


Kurt squirmed in his seat as he felt a sudden rush of blood to his groin, so intense that he crossed his legs to 
keep the boner he just popped from sticking up. He stuttered, not sure how to respond, wanting to kiss her but 
being too afraid to make the first move. Frances made a noise, and Kurt's eyes darted to her, who was now 


looking at her parents in confusion. 


"Not in front of the baby," said Kurt, and Courtney let go of his hair, letting him slump forward, trying to hide 


his reddening face. 

"That's fine," said Courtney, acting as though nothing had happened. She went over to Frances’ highchair, and 
started talking to her in the high-energy, playful way that most parents do with their babies as she 
unfastened the highchair's tray and lifted her up from her seat. Frances let out a defiant grunt, and then 
shoved her fingers in her mouth. "So, do you want me around or not?" 

Kurt brushed his hair from behind his ear to hide his face. "|.. | don't want to be in your way," he said. 


"Is that right?" asked Courtney, leaning in towards Kurt, balancing Frances on her cocked hip. 


"Look... | just." Kurt rubbed his forehead. "Can we... talk about this tonight? Not in front of Frances?" 


"You seem flustered." 
"A little bit, yeah," Kurt admitted. "Like.. | want you to do that again.. later." 


Courtney leaned back, a smirk on her lips, as Frances wrapped her arms around her neck. "We'll see how | feel," 
she said. "Guess I'll give you and Krist some space.” She started to head out of the kitchen, but stopped short 
to turn back around to Kurt. "By the way," she said, "if you go and fuck him.. | don't want you trying to hide it. 
You'll tell me, and I'll decide what to do with you." 


Before Kurt could even think of a response, she left the kitchen again, heading upstairs. Kurt sat in front of 
his bowl, the cereal all eaten and only the milk remaining. He lifted the bowl to his lips and sipped the last of 
the milk, before taking the bowl and spoon to the sink and rinsing them off. Courtney had left her coffee still 
sitting on the counter, half-empty. He picked it up, and carried it out of the kitchen, through the living room, 
and to the bottom of the stairs. He cleared his throat. "Uh, Courtney?" 


"What is it?" she called out from the bedroom. 

"You left your coffee in the kitchen 

Courtney swung the door open, and scuttled down the stairs, her make-up half done. She stopped at the 
bottom of the stairs, plucked the mug from Kurt's hand, and knocked back the rest of it in several, long gulps. 
She let out a gasp once she finished, and handed the mug back to Kurt, who just looked at the lipstick pressed 
into the lip of the mug. Courtney leaned forward and kissed him on the forehead, and Kurt recoiled slightly in 
surprise. 

"What?" she asked. 

".. | wasn't expecting that," Kurt admitted sheepishly. 


"| said | was mad at you," said Courtney, "not that | hate you. | love you." 


"I love you, too," said Kurt, running the tip of his finger along the lipstick stain without even thinking. "There's... 


there's only so many times | can say l'm sorry=-" 


"So don't," said Courtney. "Or do. | don't know how | feel about the groveling yet. Maybe it'll spice things up a 
little, but the point is | just want you to show me that you're being a better person, okay?" 


Kurt nodded. "Of course," he said. 


"Good," said Courtney. She turned around and headed back up the stairs. "I'll be out today. | have plans. If you 
wanna call the nanny over to help with Frances, you can, but | think you should spend some time with her 


today... y'know, being a daddy and all." 


"| can do that," said Kurt. 
"Then do it!" said Courtney, now at the top of the stairs. "She's in her room, in the crib." 


"Be up in a minute," said Kurt, and he headed back to the kitchen to put the mug in the sink, taking care to 
wipe the cherry-red lipstick from the rim with a washcloth. He went back upstairs, past the master bedroom, 


and peered into Frances’ room. 


There was Frances, her arms resting atop the side of the crib and one leg raised, as though she were 
calculating if she'd be able to clear it. She looked at her father, goggle-eyed, and pursed her lips as she tried 


to look up at the ceiling in a transparent attempt to appear nonchalant. 


"You thought you were pretty sneaky, huh, Bean?" Kurt asked, arms akimbo, unable to keep himself from 


breaking out into a grin. 


Frances reflected his smile back, laughing and bouncing in place as Kurt approached the crib. She swung her leg 
back down and stretched out her arms so that Kurt could lift her up and out, and set her feet down on the 
floor. Immediately, she tottered over to the Snoopy plush, which was now sitting in the corner of the room, 


and she wrapped her arms around it and dragged it over to Kurt. 
"Dah!" she declared, looking up at him. 
"You really like Snoopy, huh?" 


Frances giggled and stomped her feet. She looked around the room, and grabbed a hold of Kurt's hand, leading 
him over to a pile of toys. As Kurt let himself be led by his daughter, he caught a glimpse of a framed 
picture on the wall by the window. It was the portrait of Frances that Valerie had drawn Kurt froze in place, 
and let his grip go lax as he stared at it. Courtney really was keeping it up. Frances, who had taken a few steps 
forward without Kurt, looked up at her father with concern, and went back to him, tugging on his hand to get 
his attention. Kurt looked back down and met her wide, beckoning eyes. "Sorry," said Kurt. "Show me what you 


wanna do." 


She pulled out a Fisher-Price push toy, the kind with two wheels and a see-through plastic dome that 
contained a bunch of colored balls that popped up as the wheels turned; Kurt and his little sister had a similar 
one when they were kids. Frances pushed it back and forth, as though she were pretending to vacuum the 
floor, and she made buzzing noises with her mouth as she did to add to the illusion Kurt watched her with 
interest, not really sure what to do until Frances handed him the popper toy. "Thank you," he said, and pushed 
it back and forth across the floor as she picked up the next toy. It had been so long since Kurt had been home 
that Frances, seemingly, was showing off each one of her toys with him one-by-one, demonstrating how they 
worked, and then handing each one off to her father to watch as he repeated what she did. She pulled out a 
toy phone and dialed the rotary-style phone, held it up to her ear, and babbled into it, and would hand it off to 
Kurt, as if to indicate that the caller on the other end wanted to speak with him. Kurt pushed his hair behind 


his good ear and would carry on the conversation as Frances moved onto the next toy, pushing colorful 


buttons that made squawking, heavily compressed farm animal noises, or hammering on a toy piano with her 
fingers, and handed each of these to her father, who was now finding himself overwhelmed with toys. 
Eventually she was just piling on stuffed animals on top of him, until he tumbled gently onto his back, lying 
spread-eagle on the carpet. He tilted his head back and saw Courtney's feet standing in the doorway. 


"Having fun?" 

"Oh, tons," said Kurt. "Can't you tell?" 

"Yeah, | see,” said Courtney. 

"Are you leaving already?" 

| was about to," said Courtney. "You gonna be fine on your own?" 
"At least until Krist gets here," said Kurt. 


"Good," said Courtney. She looked up past Kurt at Frances. "Honey, mommy's going out for a while. You'll be 
okay with daddy, won't you?" 


Frances looked pensive. Courtney stepped over the pile of toys on top of Kurt, picked up Frances, and kissed 
her on the cheek, which got a smile out of Frances. "Be a good girll" 


"Bah!" said Frances, smiling. Courtney set her back down on the ground beside Kurt, who was wriggling his way 
out from under the toys. 


Courtney looked down to Kurt, who looked back up at her. He was about to stand to his feet when Courtney 
patted him on the head, like he was a golden retriever. She gave him a look, not dissimilar to the same look 
she'd given him in the kitchen. Kurt bit his lip. Courtney smirked, and her smirk turned into a more cheerful 
smile as she tilted her head and giggled softly. She glanced at the wall, at the drawn portrait of their daughter, 
and glanced back at Kurt. Kurt hunched over slightly under her gaze. 


"When.. when are you coming back?" asked Kurt, eager to not dredge up the previous day's events again 


"l'Il be home before it gets dark," said Courtney. "You know how to get a hold of me." She reached into her 
purse and pulled out her pager, wiggling it between her fingers before putting it back inside. 


"Okay," said Kurt, his voice quiet. "Have a good day." He gave her his own little sardonic smirk. Courtney took 
this small act of defiance in an amused stride, and patted Kurt on the cheek before turning away and leaving. 
Frances followed her to the door, watching as she left, and stopping short of the door, watching her go down 
the hall, down the stairs, and all the way out the door. Courtney gave one last goodbye as she walked out the 
front door, and locked it behind her. Frances turned around, wobbling slightly as she did, and looked to her 
father with her big eyes. Kurt finally stood to his feet, and looked at Frances. 


"Lets go downstairs," he said. 


Frances stomped over to the pile of toys, grabbed as many as she could fit in her little arms, and looked up at 
her father again expectantly before she went out the door. She stopped short of the stairs, pondering how to 
get down with her arms full, before looking back up at Kurt. She went back to him, holding up her bounty, as 
Kurt bowed down to accept the assortment of toys so that Frances could descend the stairs unfettered. She 
slid down on her tummy, slowly, feeling for each step with her feet as she clung to the step nearest to her 
head, and made her way downstairs as Kurt patiently walked down with her one or two steps at a time. Finally, 
they made their way to the living room, where Kurt set down the toys gently, and for a while, they just 
played. The television stayed off, the phone didn’t ring, he just knelt on the floor, making sounds with his mouth 
as his daughter played along with him, taking the whole thing with a stony-faced seriousness, as though she 
was instructing him on the proper way to play. The rolling of plastic wheels on carpet, the clacking of toys 
against one another as Frances steered them into one another, the crackly sounds of animals... it felt like going 
back to a time that felt so long ago, back maybe 1969 or 1970, when Kurt was a toddler himself and he had 
only the haziest memories of this time. Happier times, before the anxiety he felt before his sister's birth, 
before his parent's divorce; domestic bliss, as far as his developing child brain was aware, little snippets of 
memories from before things started to spiral into where he was now. " Do it for her" repeated in his head. 


Do it for her. 


Eventually, Frances would get up off the floor, and gesture to the television. Kurt sighed. "You wanna watch 
cartoons with daddy?" he asked. She just pointed. Kurt found the remote and switched it onto PBS, which was 
currently airing Lambchop's Play-Along. Frances clapped her hands in approval, sitting on the floor among her 
toys, transfixed. Kurt watched her for a moment before he went to the couch, back to the typewriter and the 
pile of letters. As he opened a new ore, Frances turned her head slightly in the direction of the noise, but 
quickly went back to the little sock puppets telling knock-knock jokes. She remained distracted like this until Kurt 
started to write a response on the typewriter, when she immediately turned around and looked at it. She'd 
seen it before, Kurt had caught her hammering away on the keys with her fingers, but now it was a new 


stimulus, and she picked herself up off the floor to investigate. 


"Hey," said Kurt, as she looked over the typewriter. He punched a few more keys, and she stared, fingers in 
her mouth, until he reached the end of a line, and it dinged as the platen slid back into place. Her eyes went 
wide, and she continued to watch, going quiet as the platen inched closer and closer to the end, until it would 


ding again, and slide again. She laughed and clapped her hands, and Kurt smiled. "You like that?" 


"Doh," she said, pulling her fingers out of her mouth. She pointed at it, her finger getting closer to the 
underside of the platen, and Kurt quickly, but gingerly, guided her hand away from it. 


"No, nol" he said, trying to keep the lowkey, momentary panic in his voice from coming out. "You don't want to 


smoosh your fingers, okay? | don't want you getting hurt." 


Frances pouted, and took a step back. She did stand there as he typed a few more paragraphs, smiling when 
the typewriter dinged. Kurt contemplated, briefly, if he should go to the computer upstairs and use the word 


processor on it instead, but it didn't feel as personal as a typed letter. He tried not to let his mind wander, 
thinking about getting access to the World Wide Web as Ned suggested. How did people do that, exactly? He 
wasn't sure. Was it kind of like a fax machine? As he contemplated this, he stopped writing for a moment, 
trying to reign in his thoughts. A few seconds of no clacking on the typewriter keys was all Frances needed to 
become bored, and she eyed the pile of letters on the desk. Kurt looked over to Frances, and she looked back 
to her father. Quickly, she looked around the ceiling, and Kurt went back to typing. From the corner of his eye, 
he saw Frances' hand reach towards the envelopes. He whipped his head up and looked at her, and she froze in 


place. "No," he said, and took hold of her hand, lifting it up and away from the letters. "Those aren't for you." 
Frances pouted. "Nuh!" she protested. 


"They're not," said Kurt, shaking his head. "Those are daddy's." He reached for the envelopes to pull them 
closer to himself, only for Frances to slap the top of his hand. "Hey!" he said, retracting his hand. "That's not 


nice!" 


Frances then grabbed a handful of envelopes, crumpling them in her hands, and bolted out of the room. "NO!" 
Kurt shouted, getting up to chase after her, as she ran and started to tear desperately at the paper. 
Fortunately, she wasn't able to move that quickly, so he was able to catch up to her ard lifted her up into the 
air. She screamed, and flailed her arms, bopping Kurt in the eye with her fist. Kurt cried out in pain, and 
hunched over, burying his eye in his sleeve as he kept hold of Frances, who turned back to look at her father. 


"Ow." he groaned. He lifted his head from his arm, and looked at his daughter, whose scowl had now softened 


into a concerned frown. He looked at her, his eye watering as he struggled to keep it open 
"Dah?" Frances pointed at Kurt's swelling eye. 


"That hurt," Kurt explained, taking a deep breath. "You hurt daddy." He lowered Frances back to the ground, and 
set her on her feet. Again, he wiped at his eye with his sleeve. Frances stepped forward, and dropped the now 
crumpled and ripped envelopes at Kurt's feet. Kurt stared at Frances, and the letters, as she looked up at him. 


It would have been completely unfair, of course, for him to expect Frances to understand what she had done; 
she was |4 months old, after all. She hadn't even spoken her first proper words. And yet, as he bent down to 
scoop up the letters and to try and smooth out the crinkles in the paper, he found himself struck by how 
both thoughtlessly cruel and yet so completely innocent she was. There was a paradoxical beauty and horror in 
it, all done just by Frances being a toddler. She was an agent of both joy and anguish, creation and destruction, 
a reflection of her parents and humanity as a whole. Kurt fell to his knees, and Frances went to his side. He 


sniffled, and Frances tugged on his shirt. He looked at her, and saw the confusion and sadness in her face, and 


held back tears. Christ, he didn't think he'd be able to handle this. 
And then the doorbell rang. 


Kurt lifted his head, and looked to the door. He stood up, still holding the letters, and dabbed at his eye with 


the back of his hand as he went to answer the door. He opened it, and there was Krist, looking down at him, 


holding a brown paper bag. 
"Hey, Kurt," he said, "you okay?" 
I'm fine," said Kurt, stepping aside. "Come on in" 


Krist walked inside, and Frances tottered over to greet him. "Hey, Frances!" said Krist, as Kurt closed the door. 


"How you been?" 

"She just punched me in the eye," Kurt grumbled. "It was an accident, but... | think maybe she needs a nap." 
"What?" asked Krist, who crouched down in front of Frances. "Did you punch your daddy in the face?" 
Frances nodded, her eyes wide and her lips pursed. 

"Nol" said Krist in disbelief. "You would never!" 

Frances nodded again. 


"Frances," said Krist, in a mock-stern tone, "you know you can't go punching people in the face unless you have 


a really good reason to." 
Frances let out a muffled whine, and crammed her fingers in her mouth. 


Kurt put the shredded envelopes back on the living room table, and returned to scoop up Frances. "C'mon," he 


said. "Nap time." 


Frances whined and flailed again, slapping Kurt's back as he carried her upstairs. "I'll be back down in a minute," 


Kurt called back to Krist. "Make yourself at home." 


"Sure," said Krist, as he went into the living room. Kurt opened the door to Frances’ room as she let out a 


weary, defiant whine. As Kurt got closer to the crib, Frances started to cry. 


"Hey," said Kurt, as he lifted her up from his shoulder, and sat her down on the crib bed, "you'll feel better 


once you've taken a nap, okay?" 
"Nuu," Frances murmured, and rubbed her eyes. 
"Yes-huh," said Kurt, and leaned forward to kiss her on the forehead. "Lie down, okay?" 


Frances groaned, but fell onto the mattress dramatically, her limbs bouncing as she landed. Kurt closed the 
blinds to her window, and turned on one of the baby monitors, taking one of the little walkie-talkie halves for 


himself. He backed out of the room, watching his daughter as she wriggled against the mattress, and flicked 
the light switch off. "Have a good nap, Bean," he said, and closed the door. 


As Kurt came back down the stairs, he saw Krist sitting on the couch, taking off his shoes. Kurt set the baby 
monitor down on the table between piles of letters, by the typewriter. "There," said Kurt. "We got like, two 
hours maximum before Frances wakes back up, and that's if we're lucky." 

"You didn't call your nanny?" Krist asked, tossing his shoe towards the hallway underhanded. 

"No," said Kurt. "| want to spend some time with her, you know? Try and be a dad for a while.” 


"That makes sense," said Krist. "You haven't seen Frances all that much, | guess." 


"| haven't," said Kurt, sitting down on the couch. "A few times she didn't recognize me, so I've been trying to 


get closer to her, you know? | don't want to call the nanny back in just yet" 


Krist nodded, and reached into his back pocket, pulling out a small plastic baggie with a very familiar green 
plant inside. "So.. you won't be needing any of this, then?" 


"What, do you think I'm going to microwave the baby or something?" 


"Pfft, no," said Krist. He then paused for a moment in contemplation. "Did that ever really happen? I've heard 


that story before but.. it always seemed like bullshit made up to scare kids." 


"It probably was," said Kurt. "Kind of like that story about the kid who dropped acid and thought he was a glass 


of orange juice. " 

"Didn't work very well if the point was to scare you away from doing drugs," said Kurt. 

"Nah, not really," said Krist. He looked over to Kurt. "How are you doing, anyway?" 

"Kind of want to smoke up," said Kurt. "I just need something to take the edge off. Frances tore up some of the 
mail I've been going through and.. | just got way more upset about it than | should. She's a baby, she doesn't 
know any better, but it still just felt.. | don't know, it hurt me. She's too innocent to hurt anybody on purpose 
but it still hurts." 

Krist nodded, and patted Kurt on the shoulder. "You've been through a lot," he said. "It's okay." 


"Thanks," Kurt said. 


Krist, without any further prompting, opened the paper bag, setting out rolling papers and a lighter. He also 
pulled out a vinyl record, making a point to hold it in front of Kurt. "You heard of these guys?" 


Kurt took hold of the jacket and read it aloud. "Thinking Fellers Local Union 282." 


"Guy at the record store recommended it to me. Said they're pretty good," said Krist. "Thought we'd listen to 
this together." 


"| like their name already," said Kurt, "but Frances is taking a nap." 


"We'll keep the volume down," said Krist. "You can borrow the record, too. | bought it for both of us to listen 
fo, so you can hold onto it as long as you like. If you don't like it.. | guess I'll take it” 


"Yeah, okay," said Kurt. "I should probably get the turntable." He stood up from the couch, still holding onto the 
record, looking around the living room for it and finding nothing. The last time he listened to it, it was in the 
greenroom; he wondered if it was still up there. "Hold on," he said, and he went over to the garage door, as 


Krist carefully tapped his weed into rolling paper. 


Kurt went through the garage and approached the greenhouse, opening the door and looking over it. The 
greenhouse didn't look much different from when he'd last been inside, though the plants looked as though they 
were in need of watering. Kurt put the record down and picked up a half-full watering can, and watered some 
of thirstier-looking plants, before he stopped as he noticed the stain on the floor. It looked as though 
somebody had tried their best to scrub up the blood, but there was a slight discoloration in the floor in the 
shape of the puddle, darker than the rest of the floor. Kurt looked around and found the turntable, still sat 
where itd been a month ago, and lifted it up, trying to balance it on his hip as he reached back down to pick 
up the record and close the door behind him as he headed back downstairs. By the time he got back to the 
living room, he found Krist still on the couch, having rolled two joints. Kurt plugged the turntable into a spare 
socket in the wall, and pulled the record out of the sleeve, setting it down gently onto the platter and dropping 
the needle on its edge. He sat back down on the couch beside Krist, who immediately handed him a joint: 


"Thanks," he said, plucking it from Krist's fingers and holding it between his lips. Krist flicked his lighter, and 
offered it to Kurt, who held the end of the joint up to the flame until the paper burned, and he inhaled deeply. 
He started coughing, and beat his chest with his fist to ease the burden on his lungs, letting precious smoke 
out of his mouth. He took another drag, and this time held the smoke in for a few seconds before letting it 
out with a sigh. 


"Better?" Krist asked, lighting up his own joint that he held between pinched fingers. 


Kurt let his head fall back against the couch, and closed his eyes, taking in the frantic guitars and loopy- 


sounding vocals of the opening track. "Yeah," he said. 
Krist inhaled deeply from his own joint, and blew the smoke upwards into a cloud above his head. He looked 
over at Kurt. "This strain is pretty mellow," he said. "Should give us a nice, gentle kind of buzz. Seemed like 


what you needed right about now, anyway. Something mellow.’ 


"How considerate," said Kurt, smiling. 


"Yeah, you know me. World renowned for my consideration” Krist grinned. 
"And your modesty," said Kurt wryly. 


"You flatter me, sir," said Krist, giving Kurt a playful, limp-wristed wave. "My goodness, I'll just... I'll just go red 


as a beet." 

"You're a dork." 

"What? No more flattery?" asked Krist, in mock indignation "Go back to the flattery!" 

"Fuck you," Kurt said with a giggle. 

"Fuck you too, butt-head" 

"Shut up, Beavis." 

The two of them quickly descended into imitating Beavis and Butthead's laughter, which, as they each took 
another hit, quickly turned into real laughter for over a full minute, the two of them trying their best to keep 
from laughing too loudly. Kurt slumped against Krist, and closed his eyes. "I like this." 

"The record?" 

"That too," said Kurt. "H's good. But so's this... just hanging out on the couch, getting high... this is nice." 
"Yeah." said Krist. "We should do this more often" 

"I like that it feels like time slows down when you're high, you know? Like, time slows down, but your brain 
feels like it's moving faster, even though it's just your brain moving slower. You get really high, and you can 


almost.. feel the electricity coursing across the top of your.. cerebral cortex." 


‘Oh man.. | think that happened to me once. Somebody gave me some brownies once and | was just.. completely 


immobilized. | had too many." 
"Was | there for that?" 
"Yeah," said Krist. "I think | just spent the whole night face down on the couch, not moving." 


"Shit, | remember that," said Kurt. "I only had one of them and just that one made me feel like my brain was... 
folding in on itself." 


"Dude, | was like.. in another dimension," said Krist. "| felt like a sloth." 


"At least you didn't feel like a glass of orange juice," said Kurt. "Then you'd really be fucked" 


Krist had been in the middle of taking another drag, but was now laughing and nearly choking on the smoke. 
"Fuck me, dude," he said, wiping his eye with the back of his hand. 


"| mean, if you really want To, we could," said Kurt. 

"You're already in the doghouse with Courtney, dude, you shouldn't push it.” 

"No," said Kurt, shaking his head. "She.. she gave me permission. That its okay if its just you." 

Krist leaned backwards, looking at Kurt with skepticism. "Really." 

"It might be a trap though, | don't know," said Kurt. "I think she's gonna.. come back home and peg me later." 
"She's gonna what now?" 

"She's gonna." Kurt started giggling again, "she's gonna fuck me in the ass with a strap-on, dude." 

Krist stared off into space for a moment, ruminating on this momentarily. "Thats pretty kinky, man." 

Kurt burst into laughter, but immediately shoved his face against Krists chest in an attempt to muffle it, 
letting out only a couple of high-pitched, squeaky gasps in between wheezes. He held his face there, against 
Krist's chest, and moved his head to the side just to suck down the rest of the joint to the tip before putting 
the end of it into the ashtray on the coffee table. 


"Well, | guess you have plans for tonight then, huh?" asked Krist. 


"We should make out," said Kurt, drawing a tight little circle with his fingertip in the middle of Krists chest. "I 
just think.. that would be a very nice thing to do right now." 


"Just make out?" asked Krist. 

"Why, you wanna do more than that?" 

"| mean.. | do, but." Krist looked off to the side, his mouth drawn tight and to one side. Kurt nuzzled up against 
his chest with enough force that he pulled up the cloth of Krists shirt high enough to expose his belly button 
"You really aren't making things easier for me." 


"You gonna bring up the fact that we got.. relatives we barely know that married again?" Kurt asked. 


"We do, though." 


Kurt sang the opening of the dueling banjo song from Deliverance, and Krist laughed. "Knock it off, you fucking... 
pervert. " 


Fine then," Kurt rolled off of Krist, and flopped onto the couch. He lay there, completely still, not touching 
Krist. Krist went to smooth his shirt back down so that his stomach was covered, but stopped as his hand 
touched his stomach, and instead rolled his shirt back up. 

"H-hey.." 

"Yeah?" Kurt lifted his head up. 

"l. | want you to keep going." said Krist. "Please." 

Kurt propped himself up on his elbows. "You sure?" 

Krist nodded. "I'm sure," he said. "Are you sure?" 

"Yeah, fuck it," said Kurt, brushing his hand over Krist's stomach, and leaning in to him to kiss him on his soft 
flesh. Krist chuckled, and his stomach bumped gently against Kurt nose, causing him to snicker with his lips 
drawn tight into a goofy smile. 

"Sorry," said Krist. "It tickled” 

"IIl tickle your fucking taint, dude." 


"Oooh, ki nky." 


"Is it really?" asked Kurt, as he unbuttoned and unzipped Krists fly. "Is tickling taints really kinky in the way 
something like, leather or BDSM is?" 


"Probably not, unless that's the only thing that gets you off," said Krist, chuckling. "Being a fucking taint 
tickler." 


"What if they just use big ole' feathers?" Kurt asked, running his finger tip around the bulge in Krists 


underwear. "Like ostrich feathers or something." 


"Y-yeah," said Krist, his breath hitching slightly. "Maybe he wears a fucking mask and a cape. He just shows up 
like... ‘I'm the Taint Tickler! I've come to... tickle your taint!" Krist giggled at this, but he squirmed in his seat as 
Kurt continued to rub and massage his cock. Krist went quiet and just looked down at Kurt, his chest heaving 
slowly as Kurt put his mouth over the head of Krist's cock, soaking his spit into the cloth that covered it. 
Krist closed his mouth to try and suppress his moan, and he drew his bottom lip under his front teeth. 


"Fuck, you're really gonna do this," Krist said, sounding a little nervous. 


"Hell yeah | am," said Kurt with a smirk, as he pulled down the elastic waist of Krists underwear, exposing his 
cock. Krist was hard; Kurt could see the blood pulse through its veins as it pumped to Krist's dick as it raised 
further upwards, like a flag being raised as a sign of victory after a long and arduous battle. In all the time 
Kurt knew Krist, he'd never gotten the chance to properly go down on him; it was all rubbing against one 
another and mutual masturbation and humping and teasing the possibility of penetration, but never actually 
committing. There was always a bit of apprehension, girlfriends played a part, yes, but Kurt suspected the 
both of them were just afraid. But Kurt had swallowed cock already in his dreams. Surely, he'd be able to do 
the same for Krist, and do better. And so, Kurt brushed back his hair behind his ear, opened his mouth, and 
descended upon Krists cock, engulfing it in his mouth. Slowly, he lowered his head, taking in more of Krists dick 
as Krist let out a muffled grunt in an attempt to keep quiet. When his lips finally reached the base, Kurt held 
the cock in his mouth, as the head of Krist's cock touched the back of his throat. It felt like his mouth was 
made to fit his cock right there, just short of causing Kurt to gag around it. Holy shit, he thought to himself. / 
finally have a dick all the way in my mouth. What the hell fook me so long? 


Kurt held his head in place, taking in the scent of Krists crotch and burying his nose in his pubes, as he 
swallowed around Krist's cock. Krists hips twitched. Kurt finally raised his head, his cheeks hollowed as his 
mouth left a trail of saliva all the way up Krist's shaft, and Kurt let Krists cock fall out of his mouth as the 
tip rolled off the tip of his tongue. "Did that feel good?" 


Krist nodded. "K-keep going," he said, as his face turned red, and his breath quickened. 


Eagerly, Kurt took Krists cock back into his mouth, and went to sucking, bobbing his head up and down, 
sometimes moving his tongue so that it ran on the underside of Krist's dick, but often moving it aside as he 
increased his speed. Krist was now covering his mouth with his arm, whining softly as Kurt blew him. Kurt 
found himself in a state of bliss, heady with the scent of ball sweat, his mouth filled with swollen dick, making 
little retching noises as Krist's cock hit the back of his throat. Kurt's own dick was uncomfortably tight in his 
pants, pulsating like a migraine, yearning for some kind of touch that wasn't just fabric, but Kurt was too 
focused on one thing, and that was drawing out Krist's semen. Krist thrust his hips upwards in desperation, 
using his free hand to push Kurt's head down just a bit further until finally, Krists whole body shuddered, and 
he came deep in Kurt's throat. Kurt's eyes went wide, his throat clamping down tight as hot cum shot into the 
back of his mouth. He coughed, his mouth still around Krist's cock, his cheeks puffing out as the air only 
escaped through his lips. Kurt gulped several times, and Krists thrusts slowed down, getting weaker as Kurt 
had completely drained him. 


Finally, Krist collapsed against the couch, and Kurt took Krists cock out of his mouth and let it flop down, all 
wet and slick. Kurt then climbed up on top of Krist, turning Krists head towards him, and kissing him deeply. He 
sucked Krist's tongue into his mouth just as he had his cock, hoping that Krist could taste some remnants of 
his own semen in Kurt's mouth. He pulled back, looking like a mess, with drool around his mouth and his hair 


mussed up and they just stared at each other. 


"How'd you get so good at that?" Krist asked. 


"I sucked Anubis’ cock in a dream," said Kurt. "And his cock was way bigger than yours. No offense." 
Krist just laughed at this. "None taken," he said. "I don't know if | can compete with a god." 

"Your dick feels like it was made for my mouth," Kurt said. "It's perfect. It's like a glove." 

‘Like a glove," Krist repeated. "Wow." 

"Yeah," said Kurt, his voice husky. He rubbed his crotch against Krists stomach. "Please... can you..2" 


‘Say no more," said Krist, as he moved from his current position on the couch. He took Kurt by the shoulders, 
laying him down on the couch, and spreading his legs apart as Krist went on his knees. He undid Kurt's fly and 
pulled down his briefs quicker than Kurt had, pulling his pants further down, just past his ass. Kurt hummed in 
satisfaction, as Krist ran his tongue along Kurt's yearning cock. Kurt threw back his head, and found himself 
feeling like he was on a cloud, as Krist took the head of Kurt's cock into his mouth and sucked on it, cautiously, 
his eyes darting upwards to Kurt. Kurt just lolled his head back, smiling as the music played, and Krist sucked 
his cock. It was a sloppy blowjob, leaving strings of drool coming from Krists mouth, Kurts cock often poking 
against the walls of Krist's cheek, poking out visibly. Kurt moved his hips in time with Krists own head bobs, 
as Krist made a bunch of deep, throaty gargles around Kurt's cock. The vibrations just made Kurt tremble all 
over, until Krist took Kurt's cock out of his mouth, and using his own spit, jerked Kurt off to completion, as 
Kurt moaned and ejaculated onto Krist's cheek, missing his open mouth. Kurt slumped back onto the couch, and 
lifted his head to look at Krist, who ran his thumb along his cheek, catching a glob of semen. Kurt lurched 
forward, grabbed Krist's hand and sucked his own cum off of Krist's thumb. Kurt then brought his face to 
Krist's and licked off the rest of his spent seed, and then moved in to kiss Krist again, semen still in his mouth, 
swapping spit and cum as their tongues twisted and writhed against one another. Kurt pulled back, and the two 
of them just stared at each other for a few moments. 


‘Oh my god," said Krist, in a hushed voice. "That was fucking hot " 
‘| wanna do this again sometime,” said Kurt. 

"Is Courtney really okay with this?" 

"| guess so," said Kurt. I'll make it up to her later." 


"Okay," said Krist. He stood up, and tucked his dick away, zipping up his pants. He cleared his throat. "I should 
probably, uh, wash my face, or something." 


Kurt looked at the baby monitor. In the entire time they'd done this, he hadn't heard anything, but now Frances 
was letting out little, tired noises. Krist went to the bathroom, and Kurt still sat on the couch, dick out, bare 
ass on the couch cushions, and just lay there for a while. He wanted more. He didn't necessarily want it right 


now, he was still feeling the lingering glow of the orgasm inside him, but he knew he'd want more. He wanted 


Krist to pound him into the mattress while Kurt bit the pillow. He wanted the two of them to just fuck each 
other's brains out. He wanted Courtney there, and the two of them could push up against her, the three of 
them becoming a tangle of limbs and just fuck each other into sweet oblivion He felt a twinge in his tired cock 


just at the thought of it. 


Krist came out of the bathroom, running his hand along his face, and looked at Kurt. "You gonna stay like that 


all afternoon?" 
"Would you fuck me?" 
"Huh?" 


"You heard me," said Kurt. "I want your dick in my ass. | want you to just drill me like a jackhammer until | 


can't think straight anymore and my brain just turns to jello." 
Krists body stiffened. "R-really?" 
"I think I've always wanted that," said Kurt. "But | just chickened out any chance we might have had to do that" 


Krist nodded, seemingly mulling this over in his head. "Alright," he said. "So.. you're fine just being on the 


receiving end?" 


"| could fuck you too, if you want," said Kurt. "I just.. | want to feel you in me. I've loved you for years.. you've 


been closer to me than most other people. | want to be the closest | can possibly be. | want you to fill me." 
"Uh... wow. Okay. Of course. This is... just a lot." said Krist. 


Kurt flipped over, exposing his ass, and shaking it. "I know | don't have much to work with here, but.. do you 
like this?" 


"You just need a little meat on those bones," said Krist, relaxing slightly. He reached out to squeeze Kurts ass, 
and pulled at the cheek, exposing his asshole. "Peek-a-boo." 


Kurt laughed at this, and flexed his cheeks. "You know you just wanna cornhole me, dude." 
“Cornhole? That's not terribly romantic of you, Kurt." 

‘Its okay, | prefer it sounding dirty," said Kurt, thrusting his ass closer to Krist like a cat in heat. 
"You want me to tickle your taint while I'm back here?" 


Frances let out a soft cry over the baby monitor. Kurt straightened up so that he was on his knees, and 
pulled up his pants and zipped up without a word. He leaned forward, listening intently to the baby monitor. 


Frances started letting out frustrated groans, and Kurt stood up and went upstairs. This was far from the 
first time he'd had sex and then had to check on the baby, but it felt.. odd this time. All the previous times 
had been with Courtney. Between the two of them, Courtney was more likely to be the one to go get Frances, 
often insisting on it, but Kurt would go in there when he could, when he wasn't about to nod off due to 
shooting up; which, come to think of it, was actually not that common at all. Too many times, Kurt was too 
sedated, unable to keep his head up, sometimes banging it back against the wall as he felt nothing at all. But 
that was going to change. He went into Frances’ room, and picked her up, bringing her back downstairs in his 
arms to hang out with him and Krist. They'd play in shifts, Kurt sometimes writing and reading letters as Krist 
played Horsie with Frances, whinnying and braying to properly play the role. Krist would even let Frances stand 
on his shoulders so that she could touch the ceiling as Frances looked up in awe. By the time the sun set, the 
three of them were on the couch, with Frances in the middle, just leaning against one another, watching 
television Frances didn't seem interested, and instead would just snuggle against her father, her eyes half- 
lidded as she sucked her thumb. This would be how Courtney would find them when she came home. Not long 
after she arrived, Krist would go home, Frances would be put to bed, and then Courtney would take Kurt back 
to their bedroom, where Kurt would admit to what he did, and Courtney would have sex with him, pulling back 
his hair and calling him a dirty little slut until they both would climax, Kurt coming inside of her. Then they 


would smoke together, do a few shots of vodka, and eventually pass out in bed. 
Tomorrow, Kurt would inevitably have to deal with things like work and colleagues and other friends and his 
manager. But for now, he was sprawled out in bed, naked, with his wife lying beside him, cradling Kurt's head 


against he bare breast as she drunkenly whispered, "don't forget, you're really mine." 


And in that moment, he felt he was.. but not wholly. 


This Is All Happening So Fast 


The next few weeks for Kurt felt he'd been caught up in a whirlwind, as everything spun around him so 
quickly. After one day of rest, Kurt then found himself flooded with calls, from managers, from producers, 
representatives and colleagues, friends and family. Plans were made, for rehearsals, for shooting music videos, 
but Kurt put his foot down for any summer festivals; no Lollapalooza this year, all shows pushed back a few 
months. The suits weren't happy about this, but they were aware that their precious cash cow had nearly put 
itself out to pasture the month before, and acquiesced. As a consolation to them, Kurt passed along Terrence 
Shepard's name to the suits as new talent, and they scrambled to their phones to find the guy; all Kurt could 
hope for was that it would all work out okay for Terrence. Kurt, Dave and Krist had their first rehearsals for 
the first few songs to be on the next album; "You Know You're Right" had already been recorded, so the next 
ones they rehearsed were "Do Re Mi" and "Robin's Egg," the latter of which was the first song Kurt had 
written in the hospital. There was some discussion of giving "Marigold" a proper release on the new album 
rather than being a B-side, which got Dave excited; he'd been hard at work recording more demos for his 
currently unnamed project. From the sound of the demos, a cohesive sound was coming together, one that 
sounded not like Nirvana, but like Dave's own thing. Demos were recorded for "Do Re Mi" and "Robin's Egg," and 
passed to producers, but there wasn't any time to waste, as the band quickly moved onto Kurt's next project, 
which was shooting the video for "Rape Me." 


While rehearsing and recording demos, a director had been chosen and casting for the video was taking place. 
The video was to take place in a prison, with a diverse array of prisoners separated into two categories, the 
burly, dominant "love boys" and the prison bitches. The director, a relative unknown named Charlotte Lambert 
that the label had hired, faxed Kurt multiple actor's headshots to his home, and Kurt went through them, 
studying their faces as the director talked with him over the phone about the video. She had reservations 
about how to best fit in the seahorses, as she wasn't sure exactly how to fit them in with the prison theme 


in a way she felt would be cohesive. 
"You see our last music video?" Kurt asked, a cigarette dangling from between his lips. 
"Yes, | did," she said. 


It doesn't have to be cohesive," he said, plucking the cigarette out of his mouth. "It makes sense to me, to us. 


That's all that matters." 


"Well," she said, "| don't mean to give you a hard time here, I'm more concerned about tonal consistency. | feel 


like footage of seahorses might be visually jarring." 
"Why's that?" 


"Well, they're cute little creatures, aren't they?" she asked. "I'm thinking maybe we can work in the Georgia 


O'Keefe-esque vagina flowers you mentioned, maybe have them as part of visions of the outside--" 


"That's good," said Kurt. 


"--Like they're recalling what they can't have anymore," she said. "Maybe have a prisoner looking out the bars 
of a cell and instead of seeing a prison yard, he sees a field of blooming flowers as a contrast to the bleakness 


of the prison" 


Kurt smiled. "I like that," he said. "| was just thinking that maybe you'd just, | don't know, splice in sped-up 


nature footage of those flowers blooming." 


"| could include that in there, yes," she said. "The seahorses, though, | feel like they're veering off track as far 


as theme goes." 


"What about footage of male seahorses giving birth?" Kurt asked. "They do that, you know. They carry the 
female's eggs in a pouch and when they hatch, the baby seahorses just explode out of the male's stomach and 


swim away." 


The director went quiet for a bit. "Male seahorses.." she muttered, sounding as though she was taking notes. 


"Maybe we should use aquarium footage, to reinforce the idea of captivity." 
"You're putting a lot of thought into this," said Kurt. 


"Well, anybody could just edit a bunch of unrelated footage together and call it a day," she said. "I want to 


make something that captures your vision and | can be proud of" 

"Thank you," said Kurt. "lm really looking forward to--" he paused as he flipped to another headshot of a man 
who, at a first glance, looked like Randy, the orderly from the hospital. Kurt blinked, and suddenly he looked like 
just some guy. 


"Something wrong?" Charlotte asked. 


"lim fine," said Kurt, clearing his throat. "Yeah.. there was one other thing. If you're not comfortable with 


shooting it, its fine, but.. there was another idea | had." 
"0h?" 


"A scene of.. a man in gynecological stirrups," said Kurt. It was true that he'd come up with the idea before 
what happened to him at the hands of Dr. Wallace, but the position he'd put Kurt in was close enough. 


"Alright," she said. "Just a shot of a man in that position? Should there be anything happening in the shot?" 
"Um... no," said Kurt. "Maybe a doctor in there.. uh.. yeah. Like a.. like a prison doctor." 


"| see," she said. 


"You don't have to put that in there if you don't want to," Kurt blurted out. 
"No, | see what you're going for,” said Charlotte. "Its discomforting. Violating. Like the point of the song.” 


"Yeah," said Kurt. He looked down at the name of the guy whose headshot he was holding. "Maybe put this 
dude, Jeff, in the stirrups." 


"Alright," she said, "Ill get in touch with him." 


Kurt wound up picking about a dozen different actors for the video over the phone, and soon Charlotte had to 
go. Kurt would wish her well, tell her he'd see her at the shoot in a week, and hang up just as his stomach 
pain flared up again. He rushed to the bathroom and dry-heaved for about three minutes, and would collapse 
onto the bathroom floor beside the toilet, only to be discovered by Courtney. She lifted Kurt up off the 
ground, propped him up against the tub, and used the shower head to splash cold water on his face. Kurt came 


to with a jolt, and looked at Courtney in dumb shock. 
"You good?" she asked. 
Kurt reached for a towel, and dried off his face and hair. "Stomach hurts," he said 


Courtney reached for the medicine cabinet, and pulled out a bottle of Maalox. She tossed it to Kurt, who 


caught it against his chest. "Take some and come to bed," she said. "You look exhausted" 


Kurt twisted off the cap and drank a mouthful of the chalky medicine, let out a gasp as it slid down his throat 
to soothe his stomach. The pain subsided, at least for the moment. As he stood up and undressed to join 
Courtney in bed, he hoped that this wouldn't get much worse. He hadn't been clean for this long in a while, and 
hoped that he'd be able to not fall back into it due to the pain. That night he had fitful dreams of being stuck 
on a roller coaster he couldn't get off of, and whenever he'd pull back into the station to get off, he'd see 
Buddy Holly operating the ride, looking at him with a sullen expression as he sent him back on his way to go 


back up the hill, over and over and over again. 


More rehearsals, more days of answering growing piles of fan mail, more time spent with Frances, more time 
just talking with Courtney and having sex with her at night, more stomach pains, more toking up, all blurring 
together in a state of mania for Kurt that only seemed to slow with weed. Before he knew it, he was on a 
plane to San Francisco with Krist, Dave, and several others, including the band's manager, to film for a day in 
Alcatraz. Using Alcatraz as a location was Charlotte's idea; Kurt had originally hoped to shoot in Washington, 
but had trouble finding an authentic location for the video. By the time they arrived, the group of them 
checked into a nearby hotel, and spent most their first day going through consignment and record stores, 
buying up old vinyls and assorted weird junk like gay and lesbian erotica from the 60's, ugly t-shirts from the 
10's decorated with cartoon mascots from restaurants and sports teams, and a vintage Bullwinkle doll that 


Dave described as "probably cursed." 


"One of these days, l'm gonna get an HR. Pufnstuf doll," swore Kurt as they walked back towards the hotel. 
‘lm surprised you haven't snagged one already," said Krist. 
"You'll find him," said Dave. "He's out there, man. Waiting for you." 


They retreated back to their shared hotel room (Kurt hadn't shared a room with his bandmates in far too 
long), and they unscrewed the smoke alarm on the ceiling so they could smoke weed, drink beer and watch old 
monster movies. It felt nice, just hanging out, stoned and drunk, the three of them sitting on a queen-sized bed 
and watching Godzilla fighting the three-headed space dragon, King Ghedorah, as Japanese people in cutaways 
spoke in poorly dubbed English. Eventually, the three of them fell asleep on the bed with the TV still on and 
the windows open to dissipate the smell of marijuana, and they were all sprawled all over each other, with Kurt 
sandwiched between Krist and Dave. Kurt dreamed about being lost in a shop full of cuckoo clocks, trying to 
find his way out as it stretched on seemingly forever with twisting hallways and passages, all lined with 
intricately hand-carved clocks, ticking louder and louder until the digital alarm clock on the nightstand beeped, 
waking all three of them as they slowly roused from slumber. Three different showers and a continental 
breakfast later and they were on a ferry to Alcatraz with their manager, and Kurt watched the island loom 


ever closer as the sea breeze blew through his hair and Krist documented their journey with his camcorder. 
"How you feelin’, Kurt?" Krist asked him, framing Kurt against the island approaching in the background. 

Kurt turned around, and brushed his hair out of his face. "I'm feeling alright," he said. 

"Yeah?" asked Krist. 

Kurt nodded. "As good as anybody about to go to prison, anyway." 

Dave stumbled into frame, laughing. "We're goin’ up the river, man!" he said. "We're goin’ to the hoosegow!" 
"This was bound to happen eventually,” said Kurt with a chuckle. 

They all laughed. Once the ferry docked at the island, they saw an aide waiting for them, who took them to a 
section of the prison that was closed off to the public specifically for filming. Krist would record more footage 
of the abandoned prison, making jokes to himself and to any potential viewers, as they went deeper inside. Soon, 
they were on the set, greeted by a short, dark-haired woman wearing sunglasses indoors; the director, 
Charlotte. "Glad to see you've made it!" she said, and shook the hands of each of them. "Did you sleep well?" 


"Pretty well," said Dave. 


"Good, good,” said Charlotte. "We're still setting up the instruments in the jail cell, the crew is almost done. If 


you could head over to wardrobe, you can get changed into your jumpsuits--" 


"Jumpsuits?" asked Dave. 


"Prison jumpsuits," said Charlotte. "Did you not know? | talked with your manager about them." 

"l suggested the jumpsuits," Kurt explained to Dave. "Thought it'd be more thematically fitting, you know?" 
"Aw, man, | picked out the clothes | wanted to wear and everything," said Dave. 

"Sorry," said Kurt. 

"Is okay," said Krist. "We gotta commit.” 


The three band members went to the wardrobe department, which was just a sectioned off part of the prison 
where a woman handed orange prison jumpsuits to each of them, roughly matching their heights. There was a 
makeshift curtain hung up that they were able to change behind, and as they stepped out back onto the set, 


looking like a trio of convicts, they turned heads of the crew. 
"This thing is kinda hot," said Krist, undoing a few of the top buttons on his uniform. "Are you guys hot?" 
"You're always hot," said Kurt with a smirk. 


Krist tried to hold in his laughter for about half a second before letting it out. They then went to the cell to 
film; all their shots would be in this single cell, as discussed with Charlotte on the phone. For several hours, 
they would do take after take with the backing track, doing their best to sell it as a live performance. As the 
shoot went on, Krist worked up a sweat and took the opportunity between takes to pull down the top half of 
the uniform, tying the sleeves around his waist, revealing a sweaty white tee underneath. It was stuffy in the 
cell, and frequently the three of them would step out to grab bottles of water while make-up artists tried 
their best to make them look just slightly less ragged. At one point the instruments were removed, so shots 
of the three of them sharing a cell, milling about could be used as B-roll. Several shots of Kurt gripping the 
bars with clenched fists were taken, as Kurt surprised the crew by screaming the last refrain into the 
camera rather than lip-syncing. Eventually, Kurt acted out a dramatic collapse to his knees, sliding down in 
front of the bars as he let his head hang low. Charlotte announced the final cut, and after the three of them 
had time to wind down, Kurt would head over to check the dailies with Charlotte and his manager, just to pick 
over shots where his injured ear might be showing, hoping to use as few of them as possible. There were 
multiple shots that showed glimpses of his ear, and Kurt stared at them intensely, trying to compromise with 
Charlotte over which shots to potentially use.. perhaps the one that only showed his ear for a few frames? 
Eventually, Kurt gave his blessing to the shots, as he'd made efforts to try and turn his head slightly during 


the video so that his uninjured ear would be more visible and there was more than enough usable footage. 
"Have you thought about getting a prosthetic?" asked Charlotte. 


"| don't.. | dunno, maybe," said Kurt. "It just seems like a lot of trouble. I'd rather just.. hide it" 


Charlotte didn't inquire further, just giving Kurt a shrug before returning to looking over the footage with a 
coffee in her hand. Without much else to do, Kurt, Krist and Dave changed out of their prison uniforms, and 
were escorted off the set by the manager. They wandered around the prison for a bit, even joining a group of 
people already on a guided tour without being noticed that they weren't there from the beginning by the highly 
confused tour guide at the tail end of the tour. Having gotten away with a free tour, the band and their 
manager would take the ferry back to the mainland and back to their hotel. From there, they'd order cheap 
pizza and raid the minibar as Kurt smoked up again. Dave couldn't contain the rush of pure energy coursing 
through him, and talked at length about a wide array of subjects, from music to his own project to stories 
about shit he'd done in high school. While Krist would goad Dave into going further, recording these stories for 
the camera, Kurt just hung back, quiet, just listening as he took hits from hits from his pipe. At one point, 


Krist turned to him, camera in hand, zooming in on Kurt. "How're you feeling, Kurt?" 
Kurt tilted his head back and smirked, while flashing Krist the OK sign. 

"Doin okay?" asked Krist. 

Kurt just nodded. "Don't mind me," he said. "Just chilling." 


As the night stretched on, they'd eventually pass out on the bed again, only to wake up with some time to kill 
before their flight back to Seattle. They wandered around, eventually finding their way to the corner of 
Haight-Ashbury, where they watched old hippies and white people with dreadlocks, as Krist got a few brief 
shots of them on his camcorder, narrating over them as though he was recording a nature documentary, 
which got some laughs out of Kurt and Dave. The time came for them to head back to the airport, back to 
Seattle, where Kurt would spend most of the flight scribbling more song lyrics and doodles in his journal. Once 
they touched down, they parted ways, each taking cabs to their respective homes, and Kurt would come home, 
luggage in hand, feeling exhausted and crashing onto the couch in the living room. Courtney would find him 
there not long after, and she coaxed Kurt to come up to bed. He did, and Courtney undressed in front of him, 
asking if Kurt had done anything with Krist, which Kurt admitted he had not, aside from flirting and some 
spooning at the hotel. Courtney seemed pleased by this, telling Kurt "I knew you'd come back to me," before 
they made love, Kurt lying back and letting Courtney ride him. They fell asleep, and Kurt had dreams about 
jumping out of an airplane and falling without a parachute, falling further and further until he went into a hole 


where there should have been solid ground, and plummeting into the darkness. 


When he woke up, Courtney was already out of bed. He wandered downstairs, and saw her flipping through a 
bunch of mail, almost as though she was looking for something. "Get anything good?" Kurt asked. 


Courtney looked up at Kurt, and set the mail down on the coffee table. "It's mostly for you," she said. "You 
want to go out today? Just you and me?" 


"Sure," said Kurt. "What do you wanna do?" 


"| don't know... | just want to go out. Go for a ride. Get out of the house and maybe go outside. The weather's 
kind of nice today, it's not supposed to rain. So how about it?" 


"Okay," said Kurt with a shrug. 


Once they'd had breakfast, and Courtney called up the nanny to watch over Frances, they set out in 
Courtney's car, and just drove. They were quiet for a while, as Courtney drove along scenic routes through 
the thick, humid rainforest, with trees so tall and branches so dense with leaves that they blotted out the 
sun. Courtney wasn't really the type to drive for the sake of driving, but Kurt figured she had a reason for 
doing so; he just didn't know what that reason was yet. Kurt fiddled with the radio dial, hoping to come across 
a station playing one of the singles off of Live Through This. He didn't get so lucky, but he did stop on the local 
hip hop and RẸB station when he heard a song with a chorus with the line "age ain't nothin’ but a number." 


"What the hell?" Kurt muttered aloud. He left it in place, listening, hoping for some kind of explanation, perhaps 
some kind of ironic twist in the song, and finding none. 


"God, that song's creepy," Courtney said. "Is it supposed to be an older woman on a young boy, or something?" 


The disc jockey came on, announcing it as the newest single by an up-and-coming artist named Aaliyah, called 
precisely what Kurt figured itd be called. He made a dismissive comment on her being young and fine, and Kurt 


switched the radio off in disgust. 
| think that song is about her and an older man," said Kurt. 
Courtney shuddered as she eased into a downhill curve. "God, what fucking sleeze-bag wrote that for her?" 


Kurt couldn't answer. His gaze tilted upwards, and he froze; there, in the rear view mirror, a grim expression 
on his face. Kurt turned his head back to look at the back seat, and saw it was empty. He closed his eyes and 
shook his head, and pinched the skin on the back of his hand just to make sure that he wasn't dreaming. He 
left two crescent moon-shaped marks in his skin, and it hurt. He checked the rear view mirror again and saw 
nothing. 


"You okay, honey?" Courtney asked. 
"lm fine," said Kurt. 


Eventually, they cleared the forest, and drove along a long stretch of road for several miles until Courtney 
pulled the car off to the side of the road, out of the way of any traffic. She parked the car, and she and Kurt 
got out, and just wandered around a field. The wind picked up, and Courtney's dress billowed around her legs as 
she traversed through the tall grass, as though she was looking for something. Kurt followed behind her, 
squinting when the sun poked out from behind a blanket of clouds. She looked back at him, lifting her 


sunglasses so they sat on top of her head. "How are you feeling?” 


Kurt looked around. He noticed wild daisies growing among the grass, the stems groups in tiny clusters around 
them. Kurt picked one of them, and twisted the stem between his fingers as he presented it to his wife. 


Courtney plucked the flower from his fingers, and leaned in close to him, putting the flower in his hair. 
"That was supposed to be for you," said Kurt. 
"And | put it somewhere pretty," she said. 


Kurt bowed his head, hiding his face in his hair, and Courtney took his hand. She pressed herself against Kurt, 
placing his hand over her heart, and Kurt lifted his head to meet her gaze. 


"Tell me you love me," she said. 
‘| love you," said Kurt. 

"Do you mean it?" 

"| do." 


Courtney guided Kurt's hand to cup her face, and leaned her head against it as he toyed with her hair between 
his fingers. 


"| feel like we're drifting apart," she said. 


"There's been a lot happening to both of us lately," said Kurt. "We've been pretty busy, and you got shows 


coming up in the summer... 


"| know," said Courtney. "That's why we're out here. No distractions, no other people. Just you and me, out in 


the flowers and the grass under the sky." 

Kurt looked around the field "You ever make a daisy chain?" 

"The sex kind or the regular kind?" 

"Well, there's just two of us, so the regular kind" 

"You just wanna pick flowers?" 

Kurt smiled. "Yeah," he said, "but.. what did you have in mind?" 

Courtney leaned into Kurt, her face closing in on his, and he met her lips with his own. One relatively chaste 
kiss gave way to more passionate, open-mouthed lip-locking, as Courtney wrapped her arms around Kurt's 
shoulders and Kurt ran his hands up and down her back, until one hand grabbed a handful of her ass and 


squeezed. Courtney hummed into his mouth as Kurt hiked up her skirt, getting his hand underneath the hem 


of the dress, exposing her to an audience of no one and tucking his thumb under the waist of her panties. 


She broke the kiss, and whispered into Kurt's ear. "Unzip me," she said, and Kurt obliged, finding the handle to 
the tiny zipper running up the length of her back, and pulling it down. Her dress fell off her shoulders, tumbling 
over her bare breasts, and she let the dress fall into the grass, stepping out of it, and letting the purse on 
her shoulder drop unceremoniously to the ground. Kurt, without her even asking, picked up her dress and her 
purse off the ground and brushed off any dirt or blades of grass that might have gotten onto them. Courtney 
laughed at this, and pulled Kurt back in for another kiss, bringing the two of them closer and closer to the 
ground until she was on her back, with Kurt on top of her. Kurt looked down at her, and a big, sappy smile 
came across his face. In that moment, he felt as though he was falling in love with her all over again, that all 
the pain and arguing and bitterness had just melted away. She was beautiful, with her hair spilling out among 
the grass, radiating from her head like sunbeams and her skin smooth as though sculpted by the hands of 


some renaissance master. 

"What?" asked Courtney, smirking. 

"Nothing," said Kurt. "You're just. 

"Doll Parts?" 

"No," said Kurt, shaking his head. "You're not. You're beautiful. And whole." 


"And Hole." 


Kurt laughed gently, as his hands wandered down to pull down her panties. He peeled them off slowly, as 
though savoring it, and once they slid off past her feet, she spread her legs and tilted her head to the side. 


"And here's your Heart-Shaped Box," she said. “All for you." 


"Are we just going to be doing this the whole time?" asked Kurt, lowering himself onto his elbows and 
positioning his head between her legs. "Are we just going to reference our own fucking songs?" 


"I think it's kind of funny," said Courtney. "You don't like it?" 
"Seems kinda self-indulgent." 
"Indulge me, then," said Courtney, wrapping her legs behind Kurt's head, pulling him in closer. 


Kurt lowered his head, putting his mouth over her vagina, sucking at her clitoris as she shuddered and moaned. 
She squeezed his head between her thighs as he lapped and licked and sucked at her, his mouth full of her 
sour but sweet taste and his nostrils full of the scent of moist vagina. His tongue darted between the opening 
of her vagina to her clit, burying his face into it as though he were in a pie-eating contest.. except it was a 
pussy-eating contest. The visual made him laugh, which in turn caused Courtney to squirm. He only used his 


hands to spread her lips open wider, get in deeper, but as he edged her closer to climax, she nearly crushed 


his head between her thighs as she shuddered, and then finally coming into his mouth with a gush of vaginal 
fluid washing over his tongue as she moaned and arched her back. She flopped back down on the ground, 
panting, her breasts heaving, as Kurt lifted his head to look at her. "That good?" 


"Wonderful," she said. "Now fuck me." 


"Yes, dear," said Kurt, with a sly smile. He undid his fly and pulled his pants down just past his ass, and jerked 
his already hardening cock until it was fully erect. He pressed his hand on Courtney's thigh, and used his other 
hand to guide his cock between her pussy lips, until the head of his cock pressed against the opening of her 
vagina. He pushed in, letting out a shuddering moan, and Courtney wrapped her arms around him, holding him 
close, breathing into his injured ear as she pulled on his t-shirt, exposing his back as they made love in the 
middle of a field As she approached her second climax, the clouds rolled back, exposing the sun again, and she 
leaned her head back, her whole body racked with spasms of pleasure, which brought Kurt to climax, burying 
his head in her neck as he rode out his orgasm with a few, last rolls of his hips, until he collapsed on top of 
her. He pulled his cock out, and rolled off of her and onto the grass, staring at the stretch of negative space 
between the clouds in the sky. Courtney rolled onto her side, and kissed Kurt, brushing his hair out of his face 
as she pressed her lips on his forehead, his nose, his lips, and she curled up against him. They lay there in the 
grass, completely still, and Kurt slowed his breathing, taking in the sun, the fresh air, the smell of sex and 
Courtney lingering with the scent of grass and dirt. 


"I love you," said Courtney. 
"| love you, too," Kurt replied. 


Courtney laid still for a few more moments, getting up and shaking the grass out of her hair. "Fuck, | think | 
felt a bug," she said, scratching her scalp all over. She then shook her whole upper body, like a wet dog trying 
to dry off, and sniffled. Kurt still lay there, looking up at her, her hair mussed up and her make-up smudged. 
She stood up, and slid her panties back on as Kurt sat up, brushing his own hair with his fingers, taking out 
the daisy that managed to cling to his hair, and then putting it back in place. Courtney flapped her dress in the 
air, snapping it back as it began to drift to the ground before stepping back into it. As she pulled the dress 
over her shoulders, she turned around, her back facing Kurt as she reached one arm over her shoulder and 
the other around her midsection, pulling up the zipper. She got it up about halfway before it got stuck, and 
Kurt stood up, tugging the zipper down before pulling it back up. "Thanks, sweetie," said Courtney. 


"You're welcome,” said Kurt, leaning in to give her a quick kiss, which Courtney reciprocated. Courtney smiled. 
"Sit back down," said Courtney. "| wanna try something." 


"Okay," said Kurt, settling back down into the grass. Courtney walked over, picking a handful of wild daisies 
before coming back to sit down beside Kurt. She took the stems of two of them and intertwined them, and 
then added another, and another, and Kurt watched her fingers work as she braided the stems together. 
Occasionally, she'd hold the chain of daisies up against Kurt's head, measuring the circumference of his skull, 


and then go back to constructing the chain, until she tied the two ends together, forming a ring. She held it up 


above Kurt's head, and he bowed his head toward her so that she could place it, delicately, upon his head. Kurt 
held his head up, and looked at her bashfully. 


"You look so pretty," she said, admiring her handiwork as Kurt blushed. 
"When you say it, | almost want to believe it," he said. 


"Oh, shut up," said Courtney. She grabbed her purse, and rummaged through it, pulling out a disposable camera. 
"Ill prove it to you." 


She held up the camera to her eye, and Kurt managed to give her an actual smile. Courtney took several 
photos of her husband, and passed the camera back down to Kurt, who took photos of her as well, snapping 
the shutter and scrolling through the little, spiked wheel with his thumb as the points pressed into his skin and 
it made that plastic, cranking noise. When the clouds rolled back over the sky in a thick carpet, they went back 
to the car and drove back to the city. They would get lunch, and talk like they used to, giving the feeling of 


some kind of normalcy before heading back home. 


The next day, more rehearsals, more recording demos, working and re-working parts of songs and molding 
them into shape. There were many days like this, with rehearsing, getting lunch, going home, smoking up, 
answering letters, seeing Frances, going to bed, and the days started to blur until suddenly it was the middle of 
June and in between sessions, they'd gone to get lunch in a diner with a TV, and footage of Nicole Brown 
Simpson's funeral was played on TV, and anchors speculated on the involvement of her husband, OJ. Simpson, 


who was in attendance. 

"You think he actually did that?" asked Dave idly, in between bites of his sandwich. 
"Yeah," Kurt answered reflexively, almost without thinking. 

"Wait, seriously?" asked Dave. 


Kurt shook his head, and pinched the bridge of his nose. "I don't.. | don't know.." he said, feeling a weird sense of 


déjà vu come over him. "Forget | said anything, | don't know what's going on" 


Once they got back to the studio rehearsal space, which was Krist's house, they found Shelli on the phone, 
frantic. Krist immediately approached her with concern "Hey, hey, what's wrong?" he asked. 


Shelli looked up at Krist, and then over to Kurt. "Courtney's on the phone," she said, cupping her hand over the 
receiver. "She just got a call from Eric. It's about Kristen" Eric and Kristen, of course, were members of his 
wife's band, Hole; the two of them had even dated for a brief time. Kurt only met Kristen last year, but they'd 
quickly become friends; in the days after he came home, she'd called him from Minneapolis, having gone back 
to tour with her old band Janitor Joe. She sounded good, at the time, and expressed that she was going 
through her own struggle with heroin Kurt did his best to offer some encouraging words, since he knew what 


she was going through, but she said she was clean. It was such a brief conversation, they'd made mention of 


wanting to meet up later in the summer to properly catch up, and Kurt had been so busy since then that he 


hadn't really thought much of it since then aside from leaving her a message on her answering machine on 
her birthday. 
"What about Kristen?" Kurt asked. "ls she okay?" 


Shelli, at a loss for words, just handed Kurt the phone, and Kurt put it up to his ear. "Hey, Courtney?" 


Courtney was crying. "Kristen's dead," she let out, her voice choking. "She.. she OD'ed. Just.. god fucking 
dammit, Kurt. God dammit. Fuck" 


Kurt felt the blood rush out of his head, and slumped against the wall by the phone. "When.. when did this 
happen?" 


"This morning," she said. "She'd come back to Seattle two days ago, | just talked with her on the phone the 
other day.. oh god." 


The weight of what he'd just learned seemed to press down on Kurt, as his legs gave way underneath him and 
he slid down the wall and onto the floor, where he sat, contemplating this. Was this his fault? All the warnings 
of losing friends and loved ones due to not dying when he was supposed to... he'd been thinking of the small 
number of people who were closer to him than anybody else and hadn't even considered that people like Kristen 
might have been at risk. It didn't even feel real, like this was some kind of sick joke. Kurt couldn't even say 
anything. His throat felt paralyzed. He attempted to form some kind of sentence to console her, but only got 
out an awkward croak before his voice broke and he covered his eyes with his free hand. 


"Can you come home?" Courtney asked. "| just... | need you home, right now. Please. Just come home." 

"Okay," Kurt finally managed to get out, followed by a useless "I'm sorry.” Kurt took his hand off his eyes, and 
saw Shelli hugging Krist, who appeared thoroughly shaken, and Dave just leaned against a wall, hugging himself, 
head bowed. 

"| love you," said Courtney, sobbing. 


"| love you, too," said Kurt. "Ill be home soon. Bye.” 


"Bye," said Courtney, and she hung up. Kurt sat on the floor hanging up the cordless phone, not even motivated 
enough to stand up to put it back in its cradle. He looked at Dave, and Dave back at him. 


"Shelli told us," said Dave, in a small voice. 


"Yeah," Kurt muttered. 


Dave walked over beside Kurt, and sat down on the floor beside him, resting his crossed arms on his knees. He 


looked over to Kurt. "Are you gonna be okay?" he asked. 
"| don't know," said Kurt. 


Dave lifted a hand and let it briefly hover over Kurt, unsure what to do for a moment, before he simply set 
his hand down atop Kurt's head, and rubbed it. Kurt winced at the touch at first, but let his shoulders slump, 
and his head fall forward. He was aware that he should be crying right now, but it didn't feel like it had sunk in 
yet. He felt sick and numb. He heard Krist sniffle loudly, and looked over to see him dabbing his eyes with the 


back of his arm. 

"Rehearsals over," said Krist. "Kurt... if you need anything.” 

"| will," said Kurt, answering the question that Krist hadn't even asked. 
Dave helped Kurt to his feet. "I'll give you a ride home," he said. 


"Thanks," said Kurt. He stumbled forward, and looked up to Krist, whose eyes were already wet with tears. 
Kurt wrapped his arms around the trunk of Krist's body, closing in like a scared koala, just holding onto him 
tightly. Krist hugged him back, patting and rubbing Kurt's back and rocking him back and forth ever-so-slightly. 
Kurt finally let go, and gave a half-hearted goodbye as he and Dave headed for Dave's car. 


The ride home was mostly silent. "If you want to talk, you can talk to me," said Dave. 


"Thanks," said Kurt, looking out the window, not saying anything else. They drove back to Kurt's house in silence, 
and Kurt gave a subdued wave goodbye to Dave before Dave drove off, and Kurt went back inside his house. 


He found Courtney on the couch, sprawled out on it face down, her face buried in a cushion Frances stood at 
the arm of the couch closest to her mother's head, looking up at Kurt with her big eyes, as though pleading 
for Kurt to do something. "Ma.. mal" she exclaimed, pointing at Courtney. The floor by the couch was littered 
with toys, the remnants of Frances attempting to console her distraught mother with items that brought 
Frances comfort, and Frances seemed vexed on what to do now. Kurt knelt down beside Courtney, and put a 


hand on her back. 

"Hey," he said. 

Courtney lifted her head, her make-up smeared down her face, and sniffled deeply, pulling back any snot that 
dared to dribble from her nose. She then wrapped her arms around Kurt and wept, and Kurt finally felt the 
reality of the situation hit him, and cried as well. They held each other like that for a long time, before 


Courtney pulled back, smudging her make-up as she wiped at her face. 


"This... this sucks" she said bitterly. "Goddammit... just.. goddammit.." 


The rest of the day, Kurt felt as though he was moving in a trance. Kristen was just gone now, robbed of 
everything that made her, her, and would be put to rest in a box in the ground forever. No more late-night 
talks, no more hanging out, no more of seeing her play.. she would just be frozen in time, forever, at 21 years 
old. It made him feel sick to contemplate it too much; he thought of how easy it would be to just call up his 
old dealer, leave the house, and get in his car to meet him somewhere and then just shoot up and feel numb 
again It'd be so easy... and itd be so easy to go out the same way Kristen did Would she still be alive if he'd 
died? He didn't know, but the idea that she could have been was eating at him. That night after Courtney put 
the baby to bed, she got sloppy drunk and ranted about the unfairness of it all, and how selfish Kristen was 
for relapsing, and how much she loved her, she really did, but she was still an asshole and a bitch and god, she 
loved her so much, she better not have slept with Kurt at all (Kurt outright denied this accusation, but was 
afraid it might come up) and why, oh why did she have to do this? Kurt helped Courtney to bed, where she 
passed out on her stomach, looking like a beautiful mess and muttering something about how she was sorry. 
Kurt, however, couldn't sleep. He would nurse the rest of the bottle of whiskey, pacing around the apartment, 
almost stepping on the cat once before he fell back into an armchair. He closed his eyes for just a moment, 
only to open them again and see a big, weird man in a leopard-print jacket moseying around his living room, and 
stopping in front of his television as he tried to figure out how to turn it on 


"Bopper," Kurt muttered 


The Big Bopper lifted his head up from the television screen, and smiled at Kurt. "Well hey there, scarecrow," 
he said, "you look like you've been through the wringer." 


"A friend of ours died," said Kurt. 


The Bopper's demeanor turned sympathetic. He walked away from the TV, and stood over Kurt. "I'm awfully 


sorry to hear that," he said, placing a hand on Kurt's shoulder. 


"Her name is Kristen Pfaff," said Kurt. "She's smart and she's funny and she's talented and.. and now l'm 
wondering if | could have done anything to stop it. If all those warnings Buddy gave me.. were because of her" 


"You can't control everything, Kurt," said the Bopper. "Sometimes things will just happen regardless of what you 
do. Sometimes it's just.. not your fault at all. It's just a tragic turn of events that would've happened 


regardless." 


"She OD'd on heroin," said Kurt, looking up to the Bopper. "I think.. | think l'm partially responsible for that. | 
enabled that addiction. We'd do it together sometimes.. but she was clean the last time | talked to her." 


"Well," said the Bopper, as he leaned against the armchair, "that may be so, but there's not anything you can 
do about it now. Best you can do is to go forward, maybe even make sure that she didn't die in vain. Make 


something good come out of it." 


"How could | possibly make anything good come out of a miserable death like she had?" Kurt asked. 


"Well, how long have you been clean for?" 
‘Over two months," said Kurt. "But today | really wanted to go back to it." 


"And wind up like her? Another miserable death?" The Big Bopper leaned in towards Kurt, his arm resting on 
the back of the armchair. "That wouldn't be learning anything from this, now would it?" 


Kurt fell quiet. The Big Bopper stood up straight, pushing himself up off of Kurt's chair, and walked around the 
living room. "You could make sure other people don't have to die the same way she did," said the Bopper. "You 
got a lot of influence, you know? A lot of young people will listen to the things you have to say. I'm sure she'd 


appreciate you doing your best to make sure people don't make the same mistakes she did.” 


"So what, you want me to start going onto 20/20, tearfully telling Barbara Walters about the dangers of 
shooting smack, for the children?" Kurt asked bitterly. 


| don't know about any of that, but you got your ways of talking," said the Big Bopper. "Your music, for 


example. People love your music!" 
p P J 


"People don't always listen to the lyrics," said Kurt. "Sometimes, they take the opposite meaning from what 
they meant because they're pieces of shit." 


The Big Bopper shrugged "Well, if even one person listens.. that's their life changed, ain't it?" 


Kurt's head lolled to the side. "I quess..” he said. "But.. What if me being here dooms more people to die? | have 
these weird dreams with you and Buddy and Ritchie and seeing things that might happen in the future and | 
don't know when any of this is supposed to happen. What's the point of me seeing these things? Am | supposed 
to stop them?" 


"Truth be told, fella, there's not really much you can do to stop a lot of those things from happening," the 
Bopper admitted. "I've lived enough lifetimes to remember those feelings of having seen things before, but not 
really knowin’ how to go about doing anything about ‘em. In fact.. there was one lifetime where | tried to stop a 
national tragedy from happening, and | didn't accomplish anything from it aside from getting interrogated by 
the CIA and the FBI and winding up in a mental hospital." 


"Yeah?" asked Kurt, sitting up in his chair. "What'd you try to stop?" 

"| tried to stop Robert Kennedy from bein’ assassinated" 

Kurt's eyes went wide. "Really?" 

"See, it started after JFK got shot," said The Big Bopper. He made his way to the couch and sat down, his gaze 


aimed upwards and his eyes squinting. "It's... its hard to remember. You're not meant to remember so many 


lives, so information gets lost in the shuffle.. you only end up remembering big things, and you can only really 


make sense of them once your soul returns to.. | don't know what you'd call this, the ghost space? Soul realm? 
Purgatory, | guess. Anyway.. | remember one lifetime | saw that on TV, and I'd dreamed about it before it 


happened. So when that happened, | thought I'd gone daffy. But | had this other vision, of Robert Kennedy being 


shot, and | convinced myself it was going to happen" 
"So what did you do?" 


The Big Bopper let out a dry laugh. "I called the FBI. | didn't know who | could tell who would take me seriously, 
and back in those days, with the Cold War, well.. the feds were willi to believe just about anything. Psychic 
powers.. mind control.. all sorts of kooky stuff. | spilled my guts. | told ‘em about Robert being assassinated, | 
told ‘em about somebody shooting Martin Luther King, | told ‘em about Vietnam, | told ‘em about the Manson 
family, | told ‘em about Watergate, | told ‘em about Jonestown and the Challenger explosion.. and they wrote all 
this down, listenin’ to me while l'm sweating like a sinner in church, yammerin' on like a nutcase... and they 
asked me some questions and just told me they'd look into it, and sent me on my way. And for a couple years... 
nothin’. Never heard a peep from them. But soon as | saw on the news that Robert Kennedy got shot, all the 
sudden the FBI is at my door with a warrant and asking questions, holing me up in a room for hours and it was 
the same questions, over and over again.. they thought | was in on it. | told them if | was, | wouldn’t've gone to 


them in the first place." 


The Big Bopper sighed, leaned back into the couch. "I tried to get Buddy and Ritchie to back me up, since | knew 
they had dreams like | did about these things. They went through the same thing. Buddy never went to the 
feds because he was afraid nobody would believe him, that he'd sound crazy, that they might lock him up as a 
communist spy or something, and Ritchie... well, in this timeline, Ritchie was in a pretty bad way himself, and 
coped through booze and painkillers. Ritchie had my back, but they wrote him off as a drunk. Buddy... well, he 
panicked. He was so scared, he cracked like an egg and was flippin’ and floppin’ all over the place. They couldn't 
get anything useful out of him aside from one agent twisting his arm so that he agreed that maybe | was 
crazy. They let Buddy got and they put me away. My wife, she left me, | didn’t get to see my kids anymore... 


and worst of all, just about every single thing | told ‘em was gonna happen wound up happenin’ anyway." 
"So you're saying | can't do anything about any of the things I've seen," said Kurt flatly. 


"Well, not entirely." said the Bopper. "I mean.. | lived lives where some people who would've died didn't, and 


others where they did, just as they would have if | had died. | had one lifetime where | saved Elvis." 
"What, did you go into the bathroom and resuscitate him on the toilet?" 


"No, | didn't go that far," said the Big Bopper, chuckling. "But | did convince him to go to rehab after telling him 
| saw a vision of his death. And well, the FBI doesn't really believe in weird stuff like psychic visions, but Elvis 
did. Man was convinced he was connected to his twin that was stillborn. Thought maybe his brother was 
communicating with me to warn him about his death and it spooked him. He got off the barbiturates and 
started asking me about a lot more weird things to look out for. We'd already been friends for a while by the 


time | told him. In that lifetime, he managed to outlive me." 


"Wow," said Kurt. This was... a lot. "So.. | can really only hope to save anybody that | meet personally, who 
might believe in stuff like psychics? Is that it?" 


"Seems about the best any of us have been able to do when it comes to timeline jumping,’ said the Bopper. 
"Buddy used to do a lot more of it his first few times around, | think, and nobody believed him. They never 
sent him to the nuthouse, though. They just loaded him up with pills and he was never really the same after 
that. It never worked. The one time | tried it, | died in a cot in a Tiny little room, alone, whacked out on so many 


meds | was basically a zombie. But | guess no good deed goes unpunished, huh?" 


Kurt bowed his head, considering all of this. The idea that he'd have to see the visions of destruction that kept 
appearing in his dreams was an unsettling one. He thought back to the drive Courtney had taken him on a 
month before, when they were on their way to that empty field where they'd make love, and the vision of 
Buddy in the rear-view mirror while listening to a song.. was that a hint? Was it about Courtney? Was it 
about the girl singing the song? Was it about the song itself? Could there be something about that song that 
would be significant later? He didn't know. 


"Look," said the Big Bopper, "I know Buddy's tryin’ to convince you not to fall into the same loop we did, tryin’ to 
keep you from getting stuck here, same as we are. But | think its worth it to see where your life might lead 
you. You may lose people, like your friend Kristen, but you also might save some people. Didn't that Terrence 
fella say that he woulda offed himself if you had?" 

"He did," said Kurt softly. 


"Well, that's one person saved, ain't it?" said the Bopper, giving Kurt an encouraging smile. "That's gotta count 
for something, right?" 


"| guess so," said Kurt. He laced his fingers, and pushed his thumbs together, pressing back and forth on each 
one. He looked up at The Big Bopper, who was still smiling at him. "Can | ask you a favor?" 


"Depends on what it is," said the Bopper. "But sure. Shoot" 
"Is there any way | can get in contact with Kristen?" Kurt asked. "I just... | just wanna say goodbye, is all." 


The Big Bopper let out a sigh through his mouth, and adjusted himself in his seat. "Yeah, | don't.. | don't know 
how to get a hold of your friend there. Anubis might but | don't even think he would.. | can't do that for ya" 


"Oh," said Kurt, dejected. "| see." 
"Kurt." 


Kurt looked up, and there, standing in his living room, was Kristen, wearing a red dress with black stockings, 


but no shoes. She looked just like Kurt remembered her.. but there was something slightly off about her. The 


way she carried herself was slightly off. Maybe it was being dead that did that, but Kurt was too 


overwhelmed by just seeing her there to question it further. 
Kristen,’ said Kurt, averting his gaze, "I'm.. I'm so sorry." 
‘Its not your fault," she said. "These things happen 

"Still. | feel like | could have saved you," said Kurt. 


Kristen approached him, and looked up at him with her dark eyes, and her smile that felt so bright and warm. 
"You did the best you could do," she said. "Thank you. For everything.” 


Kurt couldn't hold back the tears welling in his eyes as he embraced her, hugging her tight, as she hugged him 
back. He cried into her hair, bawling against her, as he was finally able to just fully let the dam of shock 
holding back his emotions burst open fully. He rocked her in his arms, and she shushed him, but.. there was 
still something that felt off. She sounded like Kristen, she looked like Kristen, but she didn't hug the way 
Kristen hugged, and even the way she spoke, her cadence, even her accent.. was off. Kurt pulled back, and 


sniffled, his hands on her shoulders as he looked at her through bleary eyes. 
"You're not actually Kristen, are you?" he asked. 
"What are you talking about?" she asked, laughing nervously. "It's me.. your friend, Kristen" 


"You're not Kristen,’ said Kurt. "I appreciate the gesture and all but.. | know its not you. This isn't the first 


time I've had somebody change their appearance in one of my dreams." 


Kristen sighed. "I'm sorry," she said, and she turned around. "| just.. | wanted to do something nice for you. | 
wanted to let you say ‘goodbye,’ even if I'm not her." She shook her hair, and it fell off of her head in black, 
wavy clumps, as her body shifted to the stature of a young man He turned around, and there, in Kristen's red 
dress and black tights, was Ritchie Valens, looking sheepish. "Was | that obvious?" 


Kurt let out something between a laugh and a sob, as he cupped his face in his hands. "Goddammit," he said, 
and lowered his hands, showing his tear-soaked cheeks and hair. "l honestly would have just preferred if you'd 


told me it was you from the beginning.” 


"Cut me some slack, Jack," said Ritchie, crossing his arms over his chest, looking coy. "I was just trying to help. 
Neither of us can bring her here... she'd have to come to you." 


"Its okay," said Kurt flatly. "Thanks anyway." 


The Big Bopper let out a wolf whistle towards Ritchie, who immediately covered his chest and recoiled. "Knock it 
off, will ya?" Ritchie whined. "| feel self-conscious enough already." 


‘Im just screwin' around with ya, kid," said the Bopper. "It was a nice thought" 


"So you guys can't even just pass on the message to her at all?" Kurt asked. "That l'm sorry and that | wish 
things could have been different?" 


Ritchie and the Big Bopper exchanged glances. The Big Bopper sighed, and looked over at Kurt. "We'll see what 


we can do," he said. "But | can't make any promises.” 


‘lm sure she knows you liked her a lot, Kurt," said Ritchie. "I just know she does. And I'm sorry for tricking 


you like that" 
"It's fine," Kurt said, even though it really wasn't that fine. "Like | said.. | appreciate the gesture, | guess." 


‘lm glad you do, because turning yourself into someone else is pretty darn hard," said Ritchie. "Its hard to 
stay looking that way for long. l'm kinda glad you saw through it as quick as you did, because it woulda been 


even worse if my head transformed back to normal while we were talking." 
“Sure would have," agreed the Big Bopper. 


"Thank you, though. Both of you," said Kurt. "H's nice to be able to talk to you guys and not have you trying to 


convince me to d--" 


Kurt was then jolted awake when his cat jumped from the top of his chair and onto his lap, and immediately 
started kneading her claws into the lap of his jeans. Kurt stared at her as she did this, and she turned around, 
staring at him, making a little purring meow at him, as though to ask why he'd been asleep. Kurt sighed, and 
scratched her butt, causing her to raise her tail and purr loudly as she continued to dig her claws into the 
denim, poking at the skin underneath as Kurt let out little pained hisses under his breath. For all this trouble, 
he was rewarded by his cat shoving her butthole in front of his face, and Kurt put a hand over her rump to 
lower it, just so that he didn't have to stare at cat ass first thing after waking up. 


Later that day, things in the house were quiet, aside from Courtney taking a lot of calls upstairs. Meanwhile, 
Kurt would turn on the TV and watch the news, wondering if Kristen's death would be covered, only to see OJ. 
Simpson in a white Ford Bronco fleeing from the police as helicopters captured the live footage. He felt a 
distinct sense of deja vu as he watched the surprisingly slow chase unfold, as if he'd seen this before, though 
he wasn't sure if this feeling might be subconsciously influenced by the dream he'd just had. In a few days 
time, Kurt and Courtney would make the flight to Buffalo, where she'd be laid to rest. The entire time, during 
both the funeral and the wake, Courtney clung close to Kurt, avoiding glares from Kristen's friends and family. 
Kurt had been aware of Kristen saying she needed a break from Hole for a while, given the scare when Kurt 
had gone missing and turned up in a hospital a week later. Asking Courtney about Kristen's break only seemed 
to agitate her, so he avoided the subject. Now the tension between them hung in the air, and it was 
suffocating, Kurt would go to talk to someone, a family member or a friend or a bandmate, and Courtney 


would come along to join in and the other person would go quiet. After a few instances of this, Courtney just 


left, and Kurt would chase after her. When he caught up to her outside, she'd be smoking a cigarette, and just 
staring off into the distance. 


"You okay?" Kurt asked. 
Courtney turned around, looking like the very picture of misery. "Did you love her, Kurt?" she asked. 


"| loved her as a close friend," said Kurt. "She was a beautiful soul. | just never told you because... well." he 


petered off. 

"And you never slept with her," said Courtney. It wasn't stated as a question. 
"No," said Kurt, shaking his head. 

"So you only slept with the deaf girl and blew Krist," said Courtney. 

"Can we not talk about that right now?" Kurt pleaded. "Please?" 


Courtney turned back to look at Kurt, and looked him up and down. She took a long drag on her cigarette, and 
let it fall to the ground, where she stamped it out with the toe of her high-heeled shoe. "I'm going back to the 
hotel," she announced. "| need some time alone." With that, she walked off to hail a cab back to their hotel, 
leaving Kurt in front of the chapel. He ran his hands through his hair, and resigned himself back to the wake, 
where he found himself standing in circles, just listening to stories about Kristen, and contributing very litle. 


By the time he got back to the hotel room, Courtney wasn't even there, there was a note left on the 
nightstand saying that she had "gone out" No time given for her arrival back; instead, Kurt waited, going back 
and forth between journaling his thoughts on these recent events, and watching more wall-to-wall coverage of 
OJ. Simpson until his brain went numb. 


Kurt was just about IO weeks clean, not counting the weed and alcohol. His stomach began to scream, and he 
scurried to the bathroom to dry heave into the toilet for a full seven minutes, before he feebly retreated 
back to the queen-size bed, curling up in a fetal position and clutching his stomach like a child with a tummy 
ache as he closed his eyes and breathed deeply through his nose until he was able to order room service to 
bring him a glass of milk and a bowl of vanilla ice cream in an attempt to assuage his rioting stomach. In his 
feverish delirium while waiting for room service, he thought he saw Buddy again, sitting in a chair by the 
window, just looking at him in disappointment before saying "things aren't going to get much better from here" 


before he faded away into thin air. 


And all Kurt could hope was that he was wrong. 


Paradigm Shift 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the lack of updates, | got other fandom brainworms, please excuse. 


By the time July ended, Kurt found himself pondering if time sped up once you were an adult, or if merely 
being older made time appear to move faster than it did when he was a child, when summers seemed to last 
forever until they inevitably ended. Was this merely the result of his brain developing fully, or was this a side 
effect of being a grown-up and being generally more aware of the world around him and having adult 
responsibilities? He wondered this fruitlessly in the weeks after Kristen died. When the video for "Rape Me" 
premiered on MTV, it was met with a flurry of controversy, with the news covering outcry from concerned 
mothers about the homo-eroticism present in the video, and the chorus being so horrifying to their delicate 
ears. A few journalists had showed up to catch Nirvana arriving to and leaving from sessions where they were 
recording their first demos, asking what they thought, and Krist stepped in to field them, saying that song was 
anti-rape, that it was a reflection of the ugliness of prison rape, and that the whole point of it was to be 
shocking. These soundbites from Krist would be played over and over on the news, and Kurt found himself not 
even really caring what people thought. Kristen was dead, and he wasn't able to save her. The only thing 
keeping him from going back to the embrace of heroin was smoking too much weed and working, working like a 
man running out of time. When he got the chance to go home and be with his daughter, she seemed to be 
growing so fast, having finally learned the word "no" and thoroughly testing it, saying "no" to anything and 
everything, even things she wanted, and then throwing a mini fit when Kurt obliged her protestations. She was 
going to be turning two in August. This time, he promised himself he'd be sober for it. He'd be able to 
remember her birthday and not pass out or nod off. They'd canceled the planned show at Woodstock ‘44 


months ago anyway. 


But right before August rolled around, Courtney would invite Kurt to come down with her to LA, mostly for 
the purposes of schmoozing and getting some much-needed socialization, though to Kurt, it mostly felt like it 
was cutting into time he could be making music. The parties all seemed to blur together, as Kurt found himself 
getting drunk as a more socially acceptable (albeit not quite as satisfying) alternative to shooting up; Courtney 
certainly didn't make any attempt to paint herself as the image of sobriety, so it was easy to fall back into 
alcohol. He sort of remembered meeting people like Anthony Keidas, who swore they had met before but Kurt 
had no memory of meeting him, and Trent Reznor, to whom Kurt drunkenly asked him for an autograph to 
surprise his friend Raven, and went into too much detail about his hospital visit. Courtney would find him and 
physically drag him away as Kurt shouted back to him that they would talk later, only to be met with a 
confused look from Trent. There seemed to be a party every night, some club or restaurant and more and 
more new people, as well as many old friends.. but there was still a feeling of disconnect. At night he'd still find 
himself having dreams, sometimes very normal, mundane dreams, but there would always be some clock 


looming in the distance, its ticking getting louder, and he'd see Buddy Holly's stern face just.. staring at him. 


The day before they were set to leave, right before Courtney would be playing festivals by herself, Kurt woke 
up and staggered into the bathroom, his entire face pulled into a tight squint as the inside of his head 
screamed at him. He was hungover, and after going into the bathroom for a piss, a splash of water over his 
face, and a glass of water, he just stared at himself in the mirror. He didn't look as bad as he had the day 
he'd been admitted into the hospital, but he had dark bags under his eyes, with a sort of yellow-purplish tint. 
He wanted to just stay in the hotel room and allow himself to maybe rest, just a little bit, but there was one 
last club to hit; Courtney had heard that Madonna was showing up at some night club that Kurt had heard 
the name of in passing, but never actually visited. Courtney thought it'd be fun to meet her, seeing as how 
two years before she was looking to get into grunge herself. Kurt was less enthused, its not that he had 
anything against Madonna personally, she was fine. It was more that the idea of being in a night club sounded 
about as appealing as rolling around naked in a pile of broken glass. Hell, he might have preferred the latter. 


Courtney had left earlier that morning, leaving Kurt alone. He laid in bed, curled up with his feet resting on the 
pillows and his head at the foot of the bed, his hair splayed out on the rumpled sheets as he watched 
television with the sound turned down as low as it could possibly go while still being audible. Golf He was 
watching fucking golf. Really, he was only watching it because it was quieter than just about everything else on 
every other channel, and he could let his eyes lose focus without having to worry about missing anything. 
Courtney had also unscrewed the smoke alarm in the hotel room, making it feasible to toke up without setting 
off the sprinkler system; they could afford to pay for damages, after all. Kurt rolled over with a groan, and 
pawed for their shared plastic bag of weed, lighter and pipe, all of which were resting on the nightstand. He 
wriggled himself across the bed so that he could reach them properly, and let his arms dangle off the side of 
the bed as he filled the pipe and lit up, taking in a deep breath and holding it in his lungs. He wheezed and 
choked out sputtering coughs as smoke puffed out from his nose, and gasped for air. Carefully, so as not to 
tip over the pipe's contents, he navigated his way back to his previous position to watch some dude named 


Dicky Pride tee off, and Kurt found himself letting out a hoarse chuckle at his name. 


As the marijuana worked its way into his system, he found himself wondering if this was what his life was 
going to be from now on; working on music, smoking weed, getting dragged to events and drinking, and only 
having brief periods of something approaching normalcy when he was at home with Frances. He wondered how 
much longer he'd be able to put off touring and doing live shows due to "health reasons." Live shows took so 
much out of him; it was nice not having to worry about having to play in front of thousands of people at a 
time, looking out at a sea of people screaming at him as he screamed back at them through a microphone. 
There were times it felt intoxicating, being able to shout to the crowd and have them respond, have them 
cheer for him, and there were other times, certainly times that felt more and more common lately, where he 
felt like little more than an organ grinder's monkey, or maybe a puppet on strings. He envied Dave, who always 
seemed to come away from shows feeling high off of the energy of the crowd. It wasn't like he hadn't already 
considered quitting, but.. he wanted to hold it off. He still had stuff to work on. Maybe after this next album 
was out, he could maybe put the band on an indefinite hiatus, let Dave work on his own music, and let Krist do, 
well, whatever the hell Krist wanted to do. Krist used that camcorder a lot; maybe he could make his own 
films. Hell, Krist was passionate about politics, maybe he could get into political activism.. or maybe even 


become a politician. 


The idea of Krist as a politician made him giggle. Him in a stuffy suit, trying to blend in with a bunch of other 
politicians, proposing far-out legislation like legalizing weed or gay marriage... it was a weird mental image. As he 
continued sucking on the pipe and coughing up more clouds, he started to feel as though he was being watched. 
He rolled his head around, and he was, in fact, completely alone. The curtains on the balcony door were drawn, 
and the lights were dim. And yet, he could almost hear murmuring in his own brain, multiple familiar voices 
buzzing and overlapping each other, whispering. That.. usually wasn't something that happened when he got 
high. He'd been smoking the same stuff since he'd gotten to LA and this was the first time something like this 
had happened, but it also was the first time Courtney had left him alone while he was smoking. 

Not lke he listens to anything you have to say anyway. It was the Bopper. 

Its not lke | want the guy dead because | hate him. | actually lke him quite a bit. That one was Buddy. 

Ya got a funny way of showin’ it. 

"Hello?" Kurt looked around the room. "Are you guys.. actually there?" 

Aw, hell, said Buddy. He heard us again 

The jig is up, Bopper said with a sarcastic sigh. Guess youre gonna have fo talk fo him. 

"So are you guys just gonna show up when I'm high now?" Kurt asked. "You're supposed to stay in my dreams." 
"Well, you know we were doin’ that already." 

Kurt turned around in the direction of the voice, and saw The Big Bopper and Buddy Holly standing in the 
corner across the room from him. Bopper was behind Buddy, and gave him a light, playful shove. Buddy stopped 
just short of Kurt, and straightened his tie. 

"Go on," said Bopper. "Say what you wanted to say." 

"l. not yet," said Buddy. "He hasn't even met her yet" 

"Met who yet?" 


"Well, | get the feeling he's gonna meet her soon," said Bopper, as he pulled out a chair from under the 
cluttered table nearby. 


"And what makes you say that?" asked Buday. 


"I think | might've heard the name on the TV," said Bopper with a shrug. "I dunno. | think you project too much 
onto that poor girl." 


"What poor girl?" asked Kurt. 
"He's already heard her name, now tell him, Buddy." 


Buddy sighed. He looked at Kurt. "For the record, | still say you should break this circle by dying quick and not 
doing this again." 


"What are you talking about?" Kurt asked. "You said somebody close to me would die before my 28 th 
birthday. Wasn't that Kristen?" 


"Look," said Buddy, "I'm prepared to make you a deal. | still feel the way | do, but if you do this favor for me... 
Ill stop pestering you about dying. You've clearly made up your mind and | can't change it” 


"You didn't answer my question," said Kurt. 


"That's because | don't know the answer!" said Buddy. "How am | supposed to keep track of all of your friends? 
By all the times | lived to see 1994, | was almost b0. don't remember seeing anything about her death, | was 
usually retired by that point. If it still would have happened anyway, then it would be overshadowed by your 
death. | just know the big events." 


"And that girl he wants to ask you about is at the center of one of those big events," said Bopper, leaning 


forward in his chair. 


"Yeah... she is," said Buddy. "If you do this for me, I'll stop pestering you about dying. All | wanted to do was 
save you that heartbreak and guilt” 


"Yeah, well, I'm already feeling both of those," said Kurt. "Who's the girl?" 

Buddy went quiet. Bopper swung his leg and hit Buddy in his shin. 

"Knock it off," said Buddy as he jerked his leq away from Bopper. 

"Tell him," said Bopper. 

Buddy sighed. "You.. you saw somebody close to you die in a way that you could have. Imagine seeing someone 
who died in the same way you did, at the same age as you did. | never had any chance of saving this poor girl 
from a fate like mine. | was just too old, | could never get close to her, and she never would have wanted to 
have anything to do with a washed-up has-been like | was. | know it's for selfish reasons but.. | wanted to 


save her from dying in a plane crash at 22" 


"She's also a musician," said Bopper. "Thats the whole reason he probably even knows about her in the first 


place." 


"So you want me to find a musician who's 22 and she's gonna die in a plane crash soon?" asked Kurt. 
‘Oh, no, she's not 22 right now,"said Buddy. "Right now she's 15." 

"She's 15," Kurt repeated. "You want me to.. find a I5 year-old who's going to die in seven years?" 
"Yes," said Buddy. 

"What's her name?" 

"Her name is A--" 


The lights in the hotel room began to flicker, then grow too bright. Kurt shielded his eyes with his arm, and 
squinted at Buddy. 


"Ah, hell,” said Buddy. "He's not happy." 


The Big Bopper stood up from his chair. "Don't look like it, no," he said. "| suggest we leave before we do 
anything to piss him off 


Buddy turned to Kurt, his eyes frantic. "You've heard her name already!" he said. "Fifteen years-old, musician, 


and you know her name. You'll know her when you see her, just trust mel” 


"Okay?" said Kurt as he pulled his legs up onto the mattress, as though he was afraid that there might be 


something under the bed that could grab him. "You want me to warn her?" 

| want you to save her!" said Buddy, raising his voice as a low, rumbling noise grew louder and louder. 

"Wait, how come | gotta save her?" asked Kurt. "You wanted me to die!" 

"This timeline's already screwed," said Bopper, grabbing hold of Buddy by the forearm and pulling him towards 
the door. "Nothing really matters at this point. Might as well just roll with it and see if you can save anybody 
at all" 

"Just say you'll try!" said Buddy, as Bopper grabbed the door handle. "Please." 


The Big Bopper paused before turning the knob, waiting. Kurt nodded. "Okay," said Kurt. "Ill try." 


"Thank youl" said Buddy, as the Big Bopper opened the door, and fog rolled into the room, "and I'm sorry, Kurt... 
things are gonna get worse before they get better." 


"What?" Kurt stood up on top of the bed, his bare feet on the disheveled bedding. "What do you mean by 
that?" 


"Can't talk, the Big Jackal's on his way," said Bopper. "We'll see ya around" And he slammed the door behind 


him. 


The hotel phone started to ring. Kurt woke up with a snore, and rolled onto his back as he reached over and 
tried to answer the phone while moving as little as possible. When had he fallen asleep? He didn't remember. He 
managed to pull the phone close enough towards him that he was able to comfortably pick up the receiver. 
"Hello?" 


"Hey, honey.” It was Courtney. "How are you?" 

"| took a nap," said Kurt. "What's up?" 

"| want you ready to be picked up from the hotel in 30 minutes," she said. "We're meeting Madonna." 
"Does Madonna know that?" 

"She knows who we are, we're fucking famous,” said Courtney. "Trust me, she'll want to meet with us." 
"Okay," said Kurt. "So are we going to that nightclub?" 

"Yog" 

"Great," said Kurt, blocking his eyes with the crook of his elbow. "We're just showing up." 


"There's no fucking way they won't let us in," said Courtney emphatically. "Be ready at 8:30. See you soon, 
honey!" 


"Okay, bye," said Kurt, and clumsily placed the phone back in its cradle. He got up, and didn't bother changing 
his clothes, though he did brush his teeth and wash his hair and face in the sink. Kurt contemplated borrowing 
some of Courtney's eye shadow, but thought it might draw more attention to his bloodshot eyes. Instead, 
after he blow-dried his hair, he put on a pair of sunglasses with white, oval frames. They were clearly 
designed with women in mind, but he loved how they looked on him. Their shape was appealing, with the frames 
much thicker on the upper half around the lenses. They were almost shaped like gray alien eyes. He liked that. 
He liked the idea of just acting like he was from some other planet. Given his broader state of mind, he did feel 
kind of like a supernatural being. He wanted to tell Courtney about the dream he had, and how he'd now been 
tasked with saving a teenage girl from a plane crash that was supposed to happen in.. 2001? The more he 
thought about it, the more he was starting to feel like Courtney would just dismiss him outright. 


After he put on a pair of scuffed Doc Martens and walked out the hotel, hunched over as he walked. He was 
pretty sure a few people recognized him in the hallway and stared at him. But for now, as he waited for 
Courtney, nobody was bothering him. One of the bellhops made eye-contact with him, and Kurt just gave him a 


nod. The bellhop tilted his head back in a kind of acknowledging, upwards nod, and continued pushing his luggage 
trolley. 


A white limo pulled up in front of the hotel, and stopped in front of Kurt. He saw the power window closest to 


him roll down, and there was Courtney, looking smug, yet also playful. "Your chariot awaits." 


"You shouldn't have," said Kurt, as Courtney opened the door and let him inside. He sat on the black leather 
seats. As Courtney poured him a glass of champagne, she started talking about the club they were going to. 
Kurt didn't catch the name, he only knew it was on the Strip. It didn't matter that much, anyway. He didn't 
want to stick around; he would have much rather gone to a place with live music. The club Courtney was 
describing sounded like it played a lot of electronic dance music and Europop. Kurt wasn't that much into 
electronic music; not because it was often made without live instruments, but more due to how repetitive it 
often was. Still, he decided he would keep an open mind. By the time they arrived, Kurt had downed two glasses 
of champagne, which was hardly anything. Courtney polished off the rest of the bottle by putting it directly to 
her lips and chugging it. She let out a loud burp, and she and Kurt giggled over it. 


"You fucking ready to meet the Queen of Pop Music?" 

"Mariah Carey?" 

"No, Madonna!" Courtney pouted and jabbed Kurt in the arm as he broke out into a big, stupid grin "C'mon" 
She climbed over Kurt, not bothering to allow any staff or the chauffeur to open the door for her as she set 
a high-heeled shoe on the pavement and stepped out. There was a massive line of people waiting to get in, and 
a few of them in the crowd pointed out and shouted to Courtney and Kurt. While Courtney waved at them and 
blew them exaggerated kisses, Kurt bowed his head. There were photographers just waiting outside to catch 
glimpses of whoever stepped out and happened to be famous. He linked his arm with Courtney's. 

"Let's just just get in already," he said, just loud enough for Courtney to hear over the din 


"Fine," said Courtney, who walked up to the velvet rope and approached the bouncer. "Hey," she said. 


"You got a reservation?" asked the bouncer. He looked like he came off the assembly line of the factory that 


produced tall, bald, muscular bouncers. 

I'm Courtney Fucking Love," she said. "I'm here to see Madonna" 
"You and everybody else," said the bouncer, sounding unimpressed. 
"Excuse me, I'm the lead singer of Hole?" she said, leaning forward. 


"Don't listen to ‘em," said the bouncer, looking down at his clipboard. "There's no Courtney Fucking Love on the 


reservation list." 


"What about Kurt Cobain?" asked Courtney, pulling on Kurt slightly. "This guy's in Nirvana, his record outsold 
Michael Jackson's three years ago. ‘Smells Like Teen Spirit?! You heard of it?" 


"Ie heard the name," said the bouncer. 


"Great!" said Courtney. "So there's no reason not to let us in, then" She attempted to lift the velvet rope 
herself, but the bouncer shoved it back in place. "What the fuck?" 


"No reservation, no invitation.. go wait in line with the others." 

"You don't understand," said Courtney. "I'm a VIP." 

"Not here, you aren't" 

Kurt sighed. "Look," he said, lifting up his glasses to look up at this guy with his weary eyes, "my wife here 
really wants to see Madonna. Can you maybe go in and see if she'd want to meet with us?" At this point, he 


was more than fine with being turned away. 


"She said herself she wanted to make grunge music," said Courtney. She gestured to her husband. "This is the 
guy. This is the guy to go to about grunge music.’ 


"No, that's Chris Correll," said Kurt, lowering his glasses again. 


The bouncer looked between the two of them, and called over another bouncer to lean into his ear and say 


something that Kurt couldnt make out. The other bouncer nodded, and went inside. 
"Madonna wants to see you?" asked the first bouncer. 

"| dont see why she wouldn't," said Courtney. 

"We'll see about that," said the bouncer. "Until then, you stay right where you are" 


"So we're just supposed to stand here while your guy goes in to find Madonna" She put her hand on her raised 
hip. 


"Should've made a reservation, Ms. Fucking Love." 
Courtney let out a frustrated, guttural groan, and sat down on the mat laid out over the sidewalk, pouting like 
a child. A camera flashed, and Courtney looked in the direction of its source, sticking out her tongue and 


flipping him off. Kurt looked back up at the bouncer. 


"So." he said, unsure of how to proceed. "You been working here long?" 


"A while," said the bouncer as he crossed his arms. 
"You got a name?" 


"Todd" The bouncer wasn't even looking at him as he answered, instead scanning the crowd to his left, and the 


street in front of the venue, and looking back to the clipboard. 


"Todd," Kurt repeated. “Alright. Hi, Todd, I'm Kurt. Uh... nice to meet you." He flashed him a forced smile and felt 
like a stupid asshole even trying this approach. 


"Yeah, | know your name," said Todd. "Your wife just told me. And | know who you are." 


"Oh, uh, okay," he said He was too buzzed for this. He really just wanted to insult this fucking meathead to his 
face, but Courtney would probably flip out if he did anything to jeopardize their chance to get in more than 
she already had, and also he just really did not want to deal with the fallout of such a choice right now. "Uh... 


are you a fan?" 


"No," said Todd. 


"That's fine," said Kurt. The thrill he used to get in being recognized for being famous had since given way to 
relief when he ran into people who either didn't know who he was, or didn't care. "That's cool.. uh.. you know 


when that other guy'll be coming back?" 
"No." 


Kurt bit his tongue, choosing not to cuss this guy out, as tempting as that was. Another limo pulled out in 
front of the club, and both Kurt and Courtney turned their attention to the man who stepped out as camera 
flashes strobed around him. 


He was tall, but not Krist-tall, and his head was completely shaved bald. He had just a little bit of goatee on his 
chin, and he was wearing a suit dark suit that complemented his dark complexion, in stark contrast to Kurt's 
ripped jeans, scuffed shoes, and a t-shirt with a faded print of Speed Racer on it that he recently picked up 
from a thrift store, or Courtney's second-hand white dress with torn panty hose. This man, too, had a female 
companion with him, and Kurt nearly did a double take as a girl drowning in an oversized tracksuit stepped out, 
her hand being held by the man as she set a sneaker on the sidewalk. She was beautiful.. but she also looked 
like she was not old enough to get into a club like this. She didn't even look old enough to graduate high school. 
Courtney's head perked up, and she stood up as this man and his date approached. 


"You got a reservation?" asked Todd. 


lm on the list," he said coolly. "R. Kelly. Check it." 


Todd trailed his finger down the list in front of him, and stopped. He had a smirk on his face the entire time, 
and cast a sideways glance at Courtney, who was becoming visibly agitated. "Ah, yes," said Todd, "Mr. Kelly, so 
good to see you again. And this is your plus one?" 


"That's right," he said. "People inside are expecting us." 


"What the fuck is this?" exclaimed Courtney with disgust. "You're gonna let in a guy bringing in a fucking IO th 


grader?" 


The girl tried her best to play it off coolly, but as she looked around, she met Kurts eyes. Kurt pulled down 
his shades to get a better look at her. She was pretty much covered entirely head to toe, aside from the 
track suit being unzipped, exposing a black crop-top that hugged her chest. She looked like plenty of mallrats 
that Kurt had seen over the past year or so, even down to the black bandana she used to keep her 
straightened hair out of her face. This girl should be in a food court with her friends eating from a Sbarro or 
Panda Express. She absolutely did not belong here. 


"Mind your own goddamn business,” snapped Kelly.. R? Kurt didn't know what to call him. 

"The fuck | will" said Courtney. "That girl is not old enough to get in here” 

"And how do you know that?" Kelly approached Courtney, looming over her. "Do you know that? No, you don't 
Kurt felt his stomach pain flare up, briefly, and a chill run up the nape of his neck No fucking way, he thought 
There was no way that this would happen immediately after whatever fucked-up vision he had this time. He 


usually didn't remember dreams he had after toking up. "Ah." 


The girl looked back to her date, then very quickly back to Kurt. Everything about her demeanor appeared to 
be taking this in stride.. except for her eyes. They darted around, not sure where to settle. 


"Aaliyah?" 


Her eyes went wide for a moment as she looked directly at Kurt. Nervously, she looked to the bouncer, who 
seemed more focused on the back and forth now going on between Courtney and R. Kelly. Why he hadn't 
stepped in yet, Kurt could only guess. Satisfied that they weren't listening, she casually swished her hair, and 
put on an air of confidence she previously did not display. "That's me," she said, tilting her head back. "You're 
that guy from Nirvana, right? Kurt Cobain? Or was it Corbin?" 


"Cobain," said Kurt. "You got it right the first time." 


"Cobain, right! Sorry about that." Aaliyah extended a hand to Kurt, and he noted her fingernails, painted black. 


"Pleasure to meet you," she said. "I liked Nevermind a lot." 


Kurt cautiously shook her hand, keeping an eye on his wife and Aaliyah's date. "| heard one of your songs on 


the radio recently." 
"No way," she said, and laughed. "Wow! That's tight” 


"Y-yeah," said Kurt. His eyes kept going back to this man approaching his wife. The bouncer was right in front 
of them, hopefully that would act as some kind of deterrent. "Are you.. old enough to get in here?" asked Kurt. 


‘lm not gonna drink anything," she insisted, with a dismissive breath let out through her bottom lip. "That's 
fine, right? If | go in and don't drink?" 


"| don't think clubs like this work like all-ages shows,” said Kurt. 
"Why, are you gonna snitch on me?" 
"N-no," said Kurt. "The underage drinking doesn't bother me as much as the age of your date there." 


"D-date?" Aaliyah laughed nervously. "Oh, oh no, no no no, we're just friends, he's like a mentor to me, like an 


older brother.. " This sounded rehearsed. 
"What's an older brother figure doing treating you like he's taking you out on a date?" Kurt asked, 


Before Aaliyah could answer, Courtney's voice cut through the noise like a hacksaw. "YEAH, WELL, | THINK 
YOU'RE A FUCKING PEDOPHILE!" 


Kelly turned his back to Courtney and looked directly at Kurt, as though he was trying to burn a hole into him 
with his gaze. "You'd better shut this mouthy bitch of yours up before she makes me act up!" The people 
waiting in line were now all staring at the four of them, murmuring amongst each other as more cameras 


flashed. 


"Are you threatening my wife?" Kurt shouted back At least when Axl Rose told him to shut his bitch up, it 


didn't come with a threat of violence against her. 


‘Only if she doesn't shut the fuck up!" Kelly retorted. "Keep your bitch in check, she's liable to get smacked 


across her big-ass mouth." 


"Robert, Robert," Aaliyah grabbed onto his arm and looked up at him. "Listen, it doesn't matter, lets just chill, 
okay? Let's go in" 


"THIS FUCKER IS GOING TO GET AN UNDERAGE GIRL DRUNK AND RAPE HER!" Courtney shouted, looking over 
at all the bystanders. Kurt rushed to her side to hold her back. As much as he would enjoy Courtney 
pumrmeling this creep, said creep was bigger than her, and certainly bigger than him. Courtney pointed to 
Aaliyah. "YOU NEED TO GET THE FUCK AWAY FROM THIS GUY! FUCKING KLL HIM!" 


"Your ho's been drinking," said Kelly. "She needs to learn to mind her own business." 

"How old is she?" Kurt asked, as he kept Courtney at bay. 

"That ain't your business either," Kelly replied. 

"Robert, let's just stop,” said Aaliyah, in a calm, level voice. "Let's just meet everybody inside." 

Kelly collected himself and straightened his tie. The contrast between him in his suit and Aaliyah in her baggy 
white tracksuit could not be any more stark. He looked to Todd, who lifted the velvet rope for him and Aaliyah. 
Courtney glared at Kelly as he strode inside. 

"Fucking asshole," she snarled, 

"That's Aaliyah, said Kurt. 

"What?" Courtney looked over to him, ignoring the disapproving gaze of Todd. 


"That girl on the radio that was singing ‘Age Ain't Nothin’ But a Number," said Kurt. "That's her." 


"Oh, god," she said, watching as R. Kelly and Aaliyah went through the VIP door and the lights and music from 
inside shone and thrummed. "And that must be the creep that wrote it" 


"Probably," said Kurt. 
"lim gonna kill him." 


"And I'd love to see you do that, honey,” said Kurt, lowering his voice, "but I'm more worried about getting her 


somewhere safe." 


"Are we getting involved in this now?" Courtney lowered her voice in response, but she was still louder than 


Kurt. 
Kurt thought back to Buddy's request, and nodded. "Yeah," he said in a harsh whisper. "We are." 
"You planning on starting something in there?" asked Todd. 


"Oh, now you care about people starting shit, once it might happen inside of your shitty club," snapped 
Courtney. "You didn't seem to give a shit when that fucker was making threats towards me. " 


"Seriously, though, she's in danger being with that guy," said Kurt. "That's a vulnerable, underage girl you just 


let in!" 


"| was informed she was 18," said Todd. 


"This is a fucking 2l and older venue!" Courtney shrieked. "Are you fucking kidding me right now? She should be 


doing homework!" 

"Its summer," said Todd. 

‘Summer book report, then, fuck it!" said Courtney throwing up her hands. 
"Im not gonna let you in if you plan on harassing our guests," said Todd 
"Well, maybe we don't want to go in-~" 

"Courtney: 

"What?" Courtney whirled around to look at Kurt 


"Can | talk to you for a second?" Kurt asked. "It's important. And private." He put his arm around Courtney's 


shoulder. 


"Fine," Courtney spat. She moved seamlessly with Kurt as he turned her around and brought her away from 


the barrier by a few feet. "What is it?" 

"| had another dream with the ghost of Buddy Holly in it," said Kurt, keeping his voice low. 

"Oh, great," said Courtney. "And | thought maybe you weren't actually losing your mind after all. 
"He said | need to save her." 

"What?" Courtney looked at Kurt with incredulity and confusion. "From what?" 

"A plane crash." 

"Of course he fucking did," she sighed. 

"| believe him." 


"Of course you do." 


"l'm serious," said Kurt. "But even if it does turn out to be bullshit.. wouldn't it be better if we help get her 
away from that guy?" 


"Kurt, you literally just met this child and already you sound like you're ready to launch some kind of rescue 


mission." 


"You said yourself that she's probably going to be raped and that you were gonna kill him," said Kurt. "l. | can't 
just let that happen. Not if there's a chance that | could do something " 


"They're probably not going to let us in," Courtney huffed. 
"HEY!" 


Courtney, Kurt and Todd turned around to see the other bouncer come out the door. "Madonna said she wants 


them in," he said. 
Courtney broke into both an o-shape but also a smile, as she let out a laugh. "Holy shit," she said. 


"| don't wanna let them in," said Todd. He gestured with his head towards Courtney. "This one especially. They 
just had a confrontation with two VIPs, and they sound like they're gonna cause trouble for some of our 
guests." 


Courtney grit her teeth and furiously dug into her purse, rummaging through until she pulled out a handful of 
bills. "Herel" she said, shoving them in Todd's face. "Take it! We won't cause any trouble, okay? I'll leave the 


creep alone. Promise. ' 


Todd positioned himself so that his body obscured the view of the people queued up. He snatched the bills 
from her hand, and counted them; Kurt watched. She'd just given this man $1,500 in cash and his eyes bugged 
out behind his sunglasses. Courtney crossed her arms and looked up at the man standing between her at the 
club impatiently. He grunted, and discreetly pocketed the bribe. "First sign of trouble," he said, "you're going to 


have to leave. If you don't.. you will be escorted out. Are we clear?" 
"As crystal," said Courtney. 


With great resignation, Todd lifted the velvet rope and allowed Kurt and Courtney through. Todd looked to his 


co-worker. "Keep an eye on these two." 


The other bouncer nodded, and led Kurt and Courtney inside. As soon as the doors opened, they were 
overwhelmed by the sound of European dance club music. Kurt felt completely out of his element, lifting his 
sunglasses in the dimly-lit club, squinting as he tried to make out faces in the crowds of people they walked 
by, illuminated by blue, purple and green lights. The bouncer parted crowds, much to the annoyance of club- 
goers, and they entered the VIP. section As Kurt walked past a cluster of tables in this slightly less crowded 
and quieter room, he saw them, R. Kelly seated with an entourage of stoic men and attractive women who 
were attempting to smooth-talk him into allowing him their company.. all while he had his arm wrapped around 
the shoulder of that young girl. Kelly didn't notice him, but Aaliyah's wandering eyes managed to meet Kurt's 


for a moment. She quickly assessed her surroundings, but before Kurt could see what she would do next, 


Courtney grabbed a hold of his wrist and pulled him away until the bouncer stopped in front of a table at the 
far end of the club. There were many people at that table, but the only one that Kurt was able to recognize 
was her; Madonna, dressed in a black top and leather jacket, with her platinum blonde hair styled like Marilyn 
Monroe's. She looked up from the man she'd been talking to, and noticed Kurt and Courtney's presence. "You 
made it inl" she said, a little tipsy, as she raised her glass towards the couple. "C'mon, sit! So glad you could 


make it!" 


Courtney let out an effortless laugh as she sat down at one of the only seats left available, on the opposite 
side of the table as the Queen of Pop. "We had some trouble getting in!" said Courtney, raising her voice over 
the music. Kurt took the last seat, and looked back in the direction of R. Kelly's table briefly before Courtney 
tapped him on the hand. "I believe you know about my husband, Kurt" 


"I dol" said Madonna. "The mastermind of Nevermind!" She got up from her seat and maneuvered her way 
around her own entourage of bodyguards, hanger-ons and her manager. She approached Kurt first, and put a 


hand on his shoulder as she leaned in to give him a kiss on each cheek. "It's a pleasure to finally meet you, 


Kurt!" 


Kurt was a bit taken aback by her friendliness, and wondered if this was something reserved only for other 
industry people with sufficient clout. Before he could even finish this thought, Madonna did the same for 
Courtney, who giggled in excitement. "Boys, move over," she said, looking back at her bodyguards. "I want to talk 
to these two." 


The bodyguards shifted seats, though her manager stayed put. Madonna guided them over to sit closest to 
her, and Courtney took the seat closest to Madonna as Kurt sat beside Courtney. At the angle at which he 
was seated, he could see R. Kelly's table without having to turn his head too much. He hoped Courtney wouldn't 
forget his now sole purpose for being in this club; to find Aaliyah and warn her about a plane crash that would 


happen in seven years. 


When he put it that way, in his mind, it sounded pretty crazy. But even if he was to go back on that goal, then 
at the very least, maybe he could do something, anything at all, to help her with the full-grown man who was 
holding onto her like a trophy. It bothered him that nobody seemed to care. Odds were, they just wanted to 
avoid a confrontation, especially with a large man who was surrounded by other large men, all circled around 


that young girl like a human wall. 


"So, Kurt," said Madonna, taking a sip from her bright pink mixed drink, "are you in LA. for business or 


pleasure?" 
"I'm here on a mission from God," he said, only half-sarcastic. 
Courtney laughed this off. "Pleasure, actually," said Courtney. "We've got a lot of colleagues living here, | just 


put out a new album and l'm set to tour next month. Everything's pretty hectic, unfortunately we lost our 


bassist in June. Its been.. very rough on all of us." 


"Oh, that's awful," said Madonna. "What happened? Accident?" 


"Drug overdose," said Courtney solemnly. "Heroin. My husband," Courtney tugged Kurt a little closer to her, 
"has been clean since April, so when we found out Kristen OD'd on the very drug we'd been trying to avoid.. it 


was devastating. " 


Kurt nodded. His heroin addiction was an open secret, but he still felt uncomfortable with Courtney just saying 
this to someone they just met. "She was a dear friend,” said Kurt solemnly, trying to suppress his bubbling 
feelings of anxiety. "A beautiful soul." 


"My heart goes out to both of you," said Madonna, placing a hand over her chest. "I'm sure you both needed 
something to take your minds off of something so awful." 


Kurt kept glancing at R. Kelly's table, catching glimpses of Aaliyah. R. Kelly had removed his arm from her 
shoulder as he was talking to another woman in a shimmering, skimpy gold dress, and he looked back over to 


Madonna. "Do you know who that is over there?" he asked. 


Madonna craned her neck to look over in the direction Kurt was looking. "Yeah, that's R. Kelly, the ‘Bump r 
Grind guy!" she said. "| did recognize him. Why do you ask?" 


"He's got another musician with him," said Kurt, trying to discreetly point out the young girl still next to him. 
"Her name's Aaliyah. She's also an RẸB singer.” 


"Oh, are you a fan?" asked Madonna. "I didn't think you'd be into REB" 


Kurt thought about this for a moment. "Yes," he said. "lm a fan of hers. Not so much that guy," he pointed a 
thumb at R. Kelly. "She's really young. Seems kind of weird, doesn't it? Guy's obviously in his 20's and she's 
gotta be a high schooler." 


Madonna let out a defeated sigh. "Yeah.. that's not really unusual in this Town, though, is it?" She took a sip of 
her drink. "There's guys in their 30's and 40's that date young girls.. actors, comedians, musicians, producers, 


record executives... it happens all the time." 


Courtney looked back and saw the bouncer that ushered them in hovering around the space between their 
table and Kelly's. She looked back to Kurt, who looked deflated after his attempt at enlisting the biggest pop 
star in the world had fallen flat on its face. Kurt tried to suss out what she was thinking, though it seemed 


clear that there was an internal conflict waging within her. 


"Anyway," said Madonna, "I don't know if you knew this, but a couple of years ago, | was thinking of 


experimenting with grunge as an influence." 


lm aware," said Kurt flatly. 


"| didn't really wind up going through with it," she said. "The moment's passed, you know?" 
"Are you saying grunge is dead?" Courtney asked. 
"Is it?" asked Madonna. 


Kurt didn't say anything. There was definitely a feeling that grunge, indeed, had had its moment. The newer 
acts influenced by it lacked the Seattle sound. Stone Temple Pilots felt like the beginning of the end back in ‘92, 
and Bush and Silverchair felt even more derivative; those acts were new. There seemed to be promise in more 
general alt-rock acts; Weezer looked promising and Nirvana had them open a show for them earlier in the 
year. Even the new album Nirvana was working on felt like it was slowly creeping away from whatever the hell 
"grunge" even was. Kurt didn't even know anymore; he just wanted to make good music and not have it be 
limited by a rigid genre. Maybe he'd want to make a shoegaze album, or go really experimental in such a way 
that itd completely alienate their audience. He shook his head. Now wasn't the time for this sort of reflection 
He had a mission, goddammit, and the idea that Madonna, who definitely had more industry pull than that 
fucking guy over there, was just willing to accept it as being a part of Hollywood didn't feel good enough. 
Courtney had done more by yelling at Kelly in front of all those people and calling him out for exactly what he 
was. And also.. the idea of just sitting idly by as someone was in danger of being raped, after having recently 
gone through that himself, bothered him on such a fundamental level to the point where he felt he couldn't 


ignore it. 


Courtney had picked up the conversation after Kurt had dropped it, discussing female musicians in particular. 
Kurt would have normally been eager to participate, but instead got up from the table, and headed for the 
bar, where it was just slightly less loud than at Madonna's table. The bartender was a young woman, her hair 
cut into an angled bob, and her clothes entirely black, making it look almost like her head and arms were 


floating in midair. "Hey," she said, with a sly smile. "What can | get for ya?" 
"Screwdriver," said Kurt. 


She got to work. Being at the bar, he had to lean back to get a view of that table. Aaliyah appeared to be 
trying to get up from the table, trying to get past all of the men surrounding Kelly as she sucked in her 
already flat stomach to scoot past them. He turned his gaze away for a moment to watch the bartender, 
before looking back again and watching her talk with Kelly from across their table. There seemed to be some 


friction going on, as Kelly pulled a confused, annoyed face as he was speaking to her. 


The bartender placed Kurt's drink in front of him, and he reached for his wallet and pulled out a $20. "Ill 
probably be back later," he said. "That should pay for whatever." 


‘Normally, people just have a tab," said the bartender. 


"Consider it a reverse tab," said Kurt, as he drank deep from his glass and tried to shove down his 


embarrassment over how stupid that sounded. He turned to look for Aaliyah again, and saw her approach the 


bar. She very obviously saw Kurt, and smiled at him. He did not expect her to pull up next to him. He wasn't 


sure how to even react, and just sat there, drink in hand, stunned. 
"Hey," she said to the bartender. "Do you guys serve Shirley Temples?" 
The bartender looked her over. "I can make you one," she said. "Whose kid are you?" 


"Nobody's." Aaliyah rested her elbow on the counter confidently, though it was a bit tall for her, and the angle 
was slightly awkward. She looked up at Kurt. "Hey." 


"Hey," said Kurt. He took an uneasy sip of his drink. What was she doing? 


"You really shouldn't provoke R," she said matter-of-factly. "You seem really nice. | don't want his guys to 


mess you up." 


Kurt blinked in disbelief. He quickly glanced back at Kelly's table and looked those men over, fortunately, they 
weren't looking towards him. They did look like they could easily kick the shit out of anybody that tried 
anything against their boss. "Pretty sure he doesn't need all of those guys to do that" 


"He'd use them all anyway, just to send a message," said Aaliyah. "He's really pissed, especially at your girl." 
"Great," said Kurt, taking a much deeper drink. "Thanks for the heads up." 
"There was something | wanted to ask you." 


Kurt quirked an eyebrow, and braced himself. "What's that?" He asked, as he lifted up his sunglasses and let 
them rest atop his head. 


"I just.. really wanted to know.." Aaliyah was finally presented with her Shirley Temple, and stirred it anxiously 
for a few seconds before she stopped, and looked up at Kurt. "Do you know about Korn?" 


"K-Korn?" Kurt stammered. He cycled through his mind, trying to think of what significance that name might 
hold outside of it being the name for a vegetable. "That's a band, right?" 


"Yeah!" she said excitedly, nearly bouncing in her seat. "They're getting really big right now, they got an album 
coming out this fall and l'm so excited, but nobody | know wants to talk about them. They're more metal, | 


guess, but not like regular death metal. Like... like nothing I've ever heard before in my life!" 


Kurt was faltering. How the hell was he supposed to bring up this omen about a plane crash to a giddy 
teenager fangirling at him about a band of whom he had only a passing awareness? "I'm pretty sure I've heard 
the name at a couple parties Courtney took me to," he said. "Sounds like they already got buzz. You said 
they're metal?" 


"Yeah, but like.. some kind of new genre of metall" said Aaliyah. "They're like.. they have these really deep 
guitars and base, and it sounds eerie, kind of. Almost gothic? But not like The Cure or anything like that, more.. 
raw. And instead of lyrics about dismembering people, they got lyrics about like... childhood trauma and pain 
lts.. it speaks to me. Nobody else gets it” 


This was certainly intriguing. Perhaps this would wind up being the new Big Thing with the disaffected youth of 
America, he thought dryly. "I'll have to check them out," he said. 


"l'm sorry, | was kind of hoping maybe you'd met somebody in the band," she admitted, and took a sip from 
her drink through a straw. "I'd really like to meet the lead singer, Jonathan Davis. He sounds kind of like Trent 


Reznor a little bit, but more... wild. Feral Like an animal." 


“Sounds about right for a metal guy to sound like an animal," said Kurt, smiling. "You want me to tell him about 


you if | happen to meet this guy?" 


‘Ohhh, that'd be dope!" she said, wiggling in her seat and squealing. "Thank you, thank you so much, Kurt!" She 
was moving as though she was about to get off her seat. 


"W-waitl" Kurt held up a hand, and she stopped, looking up at him with her soft, brown eyes. He let out a big 
sigh. "l.. | have something to tell you too." 


"Is it about Robert?" she asked. 


"| don't know if its about him," he admitted. "But, before | say it.. do you.. uh.." he took a solid gulp from his 


drink, and slammed it back down on the counter as he gasped. "Do you... believe in things like.. ghosts?" 
It was now her turn to look confused. "Y-yeah," she said. "I believe in ghosts." 
"What about psychics?" 


"Maybe? | guess?" she shrugged. "I'm not about to call up Miss Cleo or nothin’, but | guess anything is possible, 
right?" 


‘Okay... okay, good," said Kurt. "Then that will make what | have to say sound less crazy.’ 
Aaliyah tilted her head in curiosity. "And what's that?" 


Kurt took a deep breath, steeling himself. He leaned forward towards Aaliyah, who did not move, staring him 


down expectantly. "I got.. a vision.. from a ghost.. about you. " 


"What?" She smiled, but it was clearly a nervous smile. "Are you playing with me? You're playing with me right 


now. 


"No," said Kurt, his tone now more grave. "It was.. about your death " 
Aaliyah's eyes went wide, and she leaned in closer. "My.. my death?" She asked, with a hint of incredulity. 


"Please don't tell anybody this," said Kurt, sounding more conspiratorial, "but I've been getting these... visions of 


the future from the ghosts of the musicians who died in that plane crash in '59.. the Day the Music Died." 


"Oh, like that song! ‘American Pie!" she chirped. She then remembered the subject at hand, and pulled a 
straight face. "Who was it that died in that plane crash? Buddy Holly?" 


Kurt nodded. "Yeah. He died in a plane crash at 22.. and he keeps showing up in my dreams to show me events 
about the future.." He locked his eyes with hers, and spat it out. "He said that the same thing was going to 
happen to you. At the same age." 


Aaliyah looked highly uncomfortable by this information. She choked out an uneasy laugh. "Well... | thought you 


were going to say it was a lot sooner than that,” she admitted. "| guess | still got some time left then, huh?" 
"Maybe you can avoid it," said Kurt. "Maybe... if you don't get on any planes for a year.. that'll be enough." 
"Kurt, | am a very busy, ambitious woman," she said, sitting up straight. "I've got my music career to focus 
on, | want to get into acting.. | don't know if | can afford to take the bus around town until | turn 23." She took 
another sip from her Shirley Temple. 

"He said specifically that you'd be 22," said Kurt. "And it'd be 2001." 

"How did you-?" Aaliyah caught herself, and sighed. "You... you know exactly how old | really am, huh?" 


Kurt nodded. 


‘|... | know I'm not supposed to be here," she said, "but Robert insisted He says l'm very mature for my age, 
that | need to start acting like a woman-" 


"You're I5 years old" 


"Shh, shh, shh!" Aaliyah gestured with her hands for Kurt to lower his volume. "I know! And | know you know! 
But trust me, I'm not some helpless little girl, alright?" 


"You're a teenager, of course you think that,” said Kurt. "You already know you shouldn't be around a guy like 


him. 
"You don't know him like | do." 


| know enough to know that he doesn't deserve somebody like you," said Kurt. 


Aaliyah blinked. "He doesn't.. deserve me?" 


"Look, just a friendly piece of advice," said Kurt, holding up a hand to plead for her patience, "you really should 
be with somebody much closer to your age. | know teenage boys suck and all, and you're clearly very smart 
and.. mature." He stopped for a moment, and took another swig of his screwdriver, which was nearly finished. 
"But a guy that old.. he's not interested in how smart and mature you are. He's interested in you being mature 
for a 5 year-old girl And like it or not, as smart as you are.. he knows you're not wise enough to see through 
him. You're probably smarter than he is, but he's more experienced You're definitely not the only girl he's 
done this to. And.. and if he winds up being the reason you die in a plane crash, / will fucking kill him. " 


He surprised himself with just how aggressive he came off towards the end there, especially on behalf of a 
young girl he just met. Aaliyah looked at him, her eyes cast downwards, before she looked back up, her 
expression completely nonchalant as she flipped her hand through her hair. "I'm not in danger from him," she 
said cooly, averting her gaze. "And how do | know this isn't an attempt by you to hit on me?" 

"What?!" Kurt's voice cracked. "No! Jesus, no!" 

"Do you not find me attractive?" 

"You're fifteen!" 

"That didn't answer my question!" 

"Yes it does, it means you're too young for me to even see you that way!" said Kurt, exasperated. "Look, l'm 
not in junior high anymore, and if | was... | don't know, but it doesn't matter because l'm 21 years old! I'm 
married " 


"That hasn't stopped guys before," she said. 


"Yeah, well, I'm not those guys," said Kurt. "l. | know what it's like to be vulnerable and have someone... fake 


advantage of you like that.." God, why was he saying this out loud to someone so young? 

"You do?" Aaliyah arched her eyebrows. 

"Yes, but.. please don't go around telling people about that, either," Kurt begged. "Look... if you want, | could 
probably get a hold of Stevie Nicks. She'd probably be safe to stay with. She'd be able to better handle this 


than | can. You got a pen? | can give you my manager's number, he can-" 


"Robert really would not like it if | had the phone number of some guy he didn't know," said Aaliyah. "Especially 
if its you. He said some... really nasty things about you and your wife." 


"Oh yeah?" asked Kurt, exhaling deeply as he slumped forward. 


"Yeah, he.." Aaliyah looked around furtively, and leaned in closer to Kurt. "He kept calling you a ‘trifling litle 
faggot: | told him to stop but.. he's probably gonna do it again once | get back.. which | should be doing 


before-" 
"Miss Aaliyah ?" 


Both Kurt and Aaliyah whirled around behind him to see a very tall, wide member of Kelly's entourage, looking 
down as Kurt with barely masked disdain. "Is this man bothering you?" 


"No, no, not at alll" said Aaliyah. "He's... he's not looking to hurt anybody. He's... he's actually very sweet. We 


were just talking, is all.” 
"Mr. Kelly wishes for you to return to the table," said the man. He looked like a bodyguard. " Now. " 


Aaliyah gave Kurt one last apologetic look before she slid off the barstool, her drink in hand. "Sorry, Kurt," she 
said. "| gotta go." 


"Will you at least think about what | said?" asked Kurt. 


Aaliyah went quiet for a moment. "I'll try," he said, offering him a helpless shrug. "It was nice talking to you." 
She cast one last melancholy look to him before she was escorted off by the bodyguard. Kurt watched 
helplessly as the young girl was ushered back to the table to be surrounded by people who were all probably 
at least a decade her senior. He craned his neck to get a better view, and could clearly see that R. Kelly was 
agitated; his gesticulations were sharp and swift, like the movements of a pit viper. Aaliyah, for her part, 
seemed to remain cool, though her back was turned. She didn't even flinch as he raised his voice at her, loud 
enough for Kurt to hear, but it was hard to make out the words. He polished off his drink, and slammed it 


down on the counter. The bartender regarded him with mild concern 

"You okay, hon?" she asked. 

"Another screwdriver," he said. He heaved out an exhausted sigh. ".. Please." 

"Coming right up," she said Kurt stared at the counter, feeling his pulse in his ears, and the tinnitus came 
back. He winced. He wondered if there was some way to get rid of it. He barely brought it up to any of the 
nurses, or anyone really, and was regretting keeping it to himself. The bartender presented him with a fresh 
drink, and he mumbled a quick "thank you" before he went back to his table. 

There was his wife, chatting casually with Madonna, in the middle of an anecdote Kurt had heard a dozen times 
before. He sat down without saying a word, though he was hunched over as he took a deep gulp. Courtney 


finished her story, eliciting a laugh from Madonna, and she looked over to Kurt. 


"Jesus, what happened to you?" she asked. 


"Huh?" Kurt asked. 
"You look like a wet kitten," said Courtney. "Like somebody left you outside during a rainstorm or something." 
Kurt lowered his sunglasses back down. "I'm fine," he said. "It's nothing." 


"You were talking with that girl at the bar," said a man sitting next to Madonna, his accent ambiguously 


European. "Did she reject you?" 
"Were you watching me?" Kurt asked, obviously annoyed. 
"Yes," he said "Many of us were." 


"She really shouldn't be here," said Kurt, looking at Courtney helplessly. "She's really defensive about that guy. 


Seems convinced everything is fine.” 


| hate to say this, but its not really any of your business, is it?" said Madonna "I know how you feel, but 
there's not really anything you can do, especially if she feels that way. They always do when they're that age. 


Besides... it would only cause trouble. We're here to have fun." 


Kurt clenched his jaw. How many other girls had she seen this happen to? For that matter.. how many times 
had he come across a record executive or another musician with a girl that looked much younger than them, 
and just didn't say anything because he wasn't sure if the girls were of age? It didn't happen that often, but it 
had happened, and he felt that same feeling of disgust and helplessness. He should have said something, but 
what would he have even said? He tried to think of what he might have said to help, but couldn't think of 
anything. The tension around the table, all around him, was suffocating. He drank deeply, and sulked as his wife 
kept talking to Madonna. Courtney put a hand on Kurt's shoulder as she spoke, giving him a comforting squeeze. 
He placed his hand on top of hers. The music continued to thump. Kurt kept casting glances back at R. Kelly's 
table. He went back to the bar again, and again over the course of 20 minutes, and was soon wobbling in his 


seat, still not talking, still just seething silently as the resentment continued to build. 


There was nothing he could have said. Trying to reason with them wasn't good enough. There was only one 


thing to do. 


Kurt slid out of his seat, and steadied himself on the table. Courtney cast him an odd glance. "Honey?" she 
asked. "Are you okay?" 


“Mfine," Kurt slurred. "l. | gotta go..." 


"Bathroom?" asked Courtney. 


He didn't answer. He staggered away from the table, and kept his eyes forward, locked onto R. Kelly. This was 
not a smart thing to do, but fuck it. Better try and fail than to do nothing at all 


He stopped short in front of the table, and a member of Kelly's entourage noticed Kurt as R. Kelly was mid- 
conversation and sucking on a cigar. The man nudged another close to him, and one by one, three tall, pissed- 
off looking guys had stood up and were all glaring at Kurt, who was very obviously drunk. R. Kelly looked up, 

and Kurt lifted his shades up to look him in the eye. Aaliyah was there, looking alarmed. 


| thought you were gonna leave me the fuck alone," said Kelly. 


"You're not.. you're not gonna get away with this," Kurt gestured in a looping sweep in Kelly's direction, "alla 


this. Not gonna get away.. go to prism. Prison Twenny years... 
"The fuck you-" 


"Piss tape.. twenny years.. for child porn.. you.. you sick fuck." Kurt burped, but kept his mouth closed, 
realizing that there was a good chance he might throw up. The words were just spilling out of his mouth, like a 
reflex, unthinking. Even he didn't know what he was talking about. 


“Alright, | had enough of this,” Kelly made a gesture with his hands, and the men surrounded Kurt, all looking 
down at him. Kurt nearly stumbled as he took a step back One of the men put his hand on Kurt's scrawny 
shoulder, and Kurt could feel the sheer heft of it as the man applied enough pressure to keep Kurt in place. 


"Shoulda stayed at the nuthouse, psycho," Kelly said with a sneer, and took a drag from his cigar before 
blowing the smoke up into the air above his head. "Get this motherfucker outta my sight." 


Aaliyah sat up straight. "ROBERT, NO-!" 


Kurt was turned around and pushed forward, the three goons surrounding him walking him towards the 
emergency exit. He knew exactly what was coming, but since it was inevitable, he might as well get in one last 


word. 


"RAPIST-" As soon as the word left his mouth, a fist made impact right under his ribs, and Kurt doubled over, 
wheezing. The man who had his hand on Kurt's shoulder lifted him up off the ground from behind, his arms 
keeping Kurt's in place like a vice and forcing him into a t-pose. The bouncer, who had once been between R. 
Kelly and Madonna's tables, was briefly visible beyond the shoulders of the men currently carrying Kurt away 
from Kelly, away from Aaliyah, who stared at Kurt with a worried but defeated look. Kelly was just watching, 
smirking as Kurt felt himself being carried away, too dizzy and drunk to fend them off. He thought he heard 
Courtney shouting, but the music was getting louder, until Kurt heard a door open and shut as he passed 
through it, and the music became muffled. Another door opened, and Kurt went airborne, until his back made 


impact against a metal trash can, and then on the ground. 


"Next time you fuck with R. Kelly, you're gonna wind up in traction," spat the man who'd punched him, and the 
door slammed shut, shutting out the sound of the music completely. 


Kurt groaned as he slowly lifted himself up on his elbows and knees, his head bowed, his back screaming in 
pain, his stomach threatening to expel its contents all over the concrete. He burped, but kept his mouth closed, 
as he could feel the stomach acid creep up his esophagus. He managed to get up on his feet, leaning against a 


brick wall, hissing in pain. Courtney was still inside. What the fuck was he supposed to do now? 


Kurt heard the sound of clinking bottles against metal, and turned around to see a man wearing scuffed white 
pants rummaging through a dumpster, his entire upper half dangling inside as he struggled to keep his toes on 
the ground. Clearly either a wino or a crackhead. Kurt adjusted his shades and hobbled out of the alleyway, 
only for the man's head to pop up out of the dumpster as Kurt happened to be looking in his direction. The 
two made eye contact, and even with this man's funky-colored Dr. Jacoby shades, his blown-out pupils and 
bloody nose were unmistakable signs of what he'd been doing before Kurt found him. 


"Heeeeyyyy, buddy! | know youl” he said, falling back onto his feet with a bunch of mostly-empty liquor bottles 


in his arms. "You're that guy from Nirvana!" 
Kurt backed away. "Listen, | just got my ass kicked, I'm not in the mood for... whatever this is." 
"Who'd you piss off?" 


"R. Kelly.." said Kurt. He shook his head. Why was he telling him this at all? "I just wanna go back to my hotel, 


okay? | need a cab..." 


"| got a car! Real nice car! A convertible! She's a beaut. | can drop you off-" 
"lll just stick with the cab," said Kurt. "| don't want a ride with a cokehead." 


"Cokehead?" The man wiped his nose with the back of his arm, and regarded the trail of blood smeared on his 
pale skin with surprise. "Oh, no no no no, that's just my sinuses! They get dried out, you see. The vessels 
burst. It happens! Wait, where are you going?" 


Kurt was hobbling out the alleyway, trying to get away from this very loud man talking a mile a minute. Much 
to his chagrin, he heard the dumpster lid shut and the sound of hurried footsteps approach him from behind. 


"I can help you! I'm a very helpful guy! | work in sales, that's part of the job; helping people! People like youl 


The rich and famous! Helping you buy a new luxury car-" 


"FUCK OFF!" Kurt shouted. The man staggered backwards, clearly taken aback. “Just... just fuck off and leave me 
alone. You wanna help? You tell my wife | went back to the hotel if she asks for me. | just wanna lie down. 
Please... l'm drunk and I'm tired and.." his voice cracked. He lowered his head, and turned around to jog away 
from this guy. He didn't hear footsteps come after him. 


Eventually, he walked far enough that he stumbled across a phonebooth, and went inside. He flipped through 
the phonebook and dialed a taxi, and was able to give them the streets at the intersection before they agreed 
to pick him up. He hung up the phone, and waited, staring out the glass booth at the traffic going down the 
streets around him. Mercifully, the yellow taxi cab finally arrived, and Kurt stumbled into the back seat, giving 
the cabbie the name of the hotel and nearly passing out in the backseat, fighting to keep his head up. After 
about 20 minutes, the cab pulled up in front of the hotel, and Kurt handed him way too much cash to cut off 
the guy even telling him the fare. He opened the door and limped out, and he managed to successfully make it 
through the lobby, up the elevator, and to his floor, wandering the hallway until he found his room number. He 
shoved in the keycard, and it let out an electronic chirp as it granted him access. Kurt slammed the door 
behind him, and immediately rushed to the bathroom, unable to make it to the toilet and vomiting right into 
the bathtub. It hurt. His nose, throat and stomach burned as he coughed and sputtered, his stomach squeezing 
out all of its contents in a pale, sickly soup, until the only thing that was coming out of his mouth was drool. 
He turned on the shower in an attempt to wash his puke down the drain, and after he decided that this effort 
was good enough, he staggered to the bed, collapsing onto it and passing out. 


Briefly, he dipped back into consciousness, and heard Courtney on the phone with someone, sounding fucking 
pissed. She yelled, and Kurt let out an agonized moan as he reached for a pillow to put over his head. His 
tinnitus was acting up again. He just wanted to go home. 


He didn't remember falling asleep again, but when he woke back up, it was morning, and Courtney was already 
awake. "C'mon," she said. "Get up. We're leaving.” 


Kurt got up, his vision blurry and his head pounding. Throwing up made the hangover less severe, but it wasn't 


enough to completely prevent it. And now he was going to have to go to an airport. Great. 


After packing up their things and screwing the smoke detector back into place, they left, and were driven to 
the airport in another limo. Courtney had barely said anything to him. Was she mad? It was certainly possible. 
His head hurt too much for him to risk provoking her ire. The limo dropped them off, and as Kurt dragged his 
suitcase behind him, he was assaulted by a barrage of light and noise as they made their way to their gate. 
They managed to successfully get their luggage through security without the weed buried in layers of clothes 
being detected, and finally sat down, waiting to board. Kurt leaned forward, his elbows resting on his thighs as 
he squinted behind his shades. 


"Do you remember what happened last night?" 
He looked up at Courtney. She looked annoyed, but not furious. "Yeah," he muttered. "I do." 


"You embarrassed me in front of Madonna," said Courtney. "People are going to know about it” 


| couldn't sit by and do nothing," said Kurt. "That girl.. she's smart. Confident. But she's just a kid.. she doesn't 


realize what he's doing to her is wrong." 


Courtney sighed "There are worse reasons to get thrown out of a club, | guess. At least you walk the walk," 
she said. "We're banned from there for life." 


"| can live with that," said Kurt. 

The corner of Courtney's mouth pulled into a wry half-smile. "Was it worth if?" 

"| don't know yet," said Kurt 

"You tell her your crazy ghost stories?" 

Kurt hesitated before he shook his head. "Why would she believe me?" he said. "You don't even believe me 


"Look, all I've been able to see of you having ‘visions of the future’ is just you feeling a lot of déjà vu," said 
Courtney. "None of that is actually, y'know, useful It's easy to trick yourself into believing that you have 
visions." She looked at Kurt, who just hid his face behind his hair and sunglasses. She sighed. "Sorry, honey. | 
just don't think it's real." 


"So it's all in my head, then," said Kurt. "l'm just crazy and hallucinating.” 
"Nothing some medication can't fix." 


He fell silent, and started thinking about his time at the hospital, the friends he'd made. The only one he heard 
anything from was Terrence, and it wasn't even from him directly; just confirmation that he'd been discharged 
from the hospital back in May, and he'd been put in contact with a producer so they could work on a demo. He 
kind of missed being there, in all honesty. Not having any responsibilities aside from just trying to get his shit 
together. He remembered that he had everyone's phone numbers on a scrap of paper that he'd stuffed in his 
pocket when he left the hospital. Courtney would be gone for a while, on tour, leaving Kurt alone. Why not use 
that time to catch up with those guys? Surely, they wouldn't all still be there in the psych ward, 


Courtney put a hand on top of Kurt's head, startling him out of his reverie, but as she stroked his hair, his 

body relaxed. It would take almost 40 minutes for the plane to land, let off its passengers, and allow boarding, 
and once they'd found their seats in business class, Kurt finally felt like he could let all the remaining tension 
out of his body. He took the window seat, and watched the plane take off and the ground shrink and disappear 


among the clouds as his hangover came back. 


The flight back to Washington was quiet. Courtney's general agitation seemed to dissipate completely by the 
time they touched back down in Seattle, and once they'd recovered their luggage and called a cab to take them 
back home, she was chatty again, making small talk with Kurt, who was just relieved that she wasn't harping 
on last night's fiasco or the ghosts in his head; she hinted that she was proud of him for standing up to that 
creep. They finally reached home, and as they approached their front door, Kurt noticed something on the 
doorstep. 


"What's that?" 


"What's what-" Courtney saw it and froze. She dropped her luggage and rushed to the front door, picking up 
the object. Kurt walked closer, and saw that it was a single red rose, complete with its stem. It had just been 


laid out on the step. 
"Did someone order that for you?" Kurt asked 

Courtney trembled slightly, and took a deep breath. "Somebody left it here,” she said 
"Does it say who? 


"No," Courtney answered abruptly. She turned around to look at Kurt, her expression stoic. "Go pick up Frances 


from your mom's house," she said. "I'l take care of this." 
"My head hurts-" 
‘It's not that far, just go," said Courtney. "Maybe spend some time with her. | said I'll take care of this." 


Kurt decided not to argue. He skulked away, and took off in his car for his mother's house. As he drove, he 
listened to the radio, keeping an ear out for the band the teenage girl in the baggy white tracksuit had raved 
about. No such luck. He arrived at his childhood home, greeted by his mother, who hugged and kissed him and 
ushered him inside. Frances was also there, and she ran to her father and reached up at him with her little 


arms, demanding to be picked up, to which he obliged. 


There was a comfort in being home, this home that felt more home than his current home. Mom taking care 
of him, giving him some much-needed Tylenol, chit-chatting about all of his old neighbors and childhood friends 
as he helped her make spaghetti for dinner. Tomorrow would be the start of August; the month that Frances 
would turn two. She was now sitting in the same highchair that Kurt and his little sister had both sat in, 
messily eating spaghetti just as he had. 


"She's so much like you, you know," said Wendy, looking over at her son as she twirled noodles around her fork 


"So happy and giggly.. she loves everyone." 


Kurt swallowed and nodded. Mom did this a lot, reminding him of how happy he'd been as a child, before the 
Ritalin and the birth of his sister and the divorce. "Yeah," he said, not really sure what else he could say. 


"Courtney said she wouldn't be home for Frances's birthday," said Wendy, shaking her head. "You'll be throwing 
a party for her, though, won't you?" 


"Of course, Mom," said Kurt. 


"God.. two years old already!" said Wendy. "Now you know how it feels, watching your little ones grow up so 
fast. It's a shame your wife won't be there for it." 


"Frances isn't going to remember it," said Kurt, twirling spaghetti on his fork and mopping up marinara sauce. "| 


think she'll be fine." 

"I know that, honey, its just.. she should be there for her own daughter's birthday, shouldn't she?" Wendy 
turned her head as she heard a wet splat on the floor, and saw that Frances had overturned her plastic plate. 
Immediately, she got up to clean it up, and as Kurt scooted back his chair, she waved him off. "I've got this, 


don't you worry, honey. You need some rest." 


Kurt scooted his chair back in as his mother grabbed a handful of paper towels. "I don't ever want to feel like 
she had to put her career on hold for her family,” said Kurt. 


"And why not?" asked Wendy, who let out a grunt as she bent down to pick the plate up off the floor and 
clean up the mess. "She's a mother. At this rate, she's going to be spending more time with me than with her." 


lm gonna be watching her while Courtney's away," said Kurt. 


"Then I'm definitely going to be showing up more often,’ said Wendy, standing back up straight. "No offense, 
Kurt, but you're probably going to need the help, given everything you've been dealing with." 


"Thanks, Mom," said Kurt quietly. He continued to eat in relative silence as his mother finished cleaning up, 
debating on whether or not he should bring up the previous night's events at all.. or the ones from that 
afternoon, when he and Courtney had finally gotten home. "Hey... Mom?" 

"Yes, sweetie?" 

".. You ever say anything if you see a girl with a much older guy?" he asked 


"What do you mean?" Wendy's brow furrowed as she tried to gauge what her son was thinking. 


‘Like... if you see a really young girl with a guy way too old for her.. do you ever feel like saying anything 
about it? Telling him off at all?" 


Wendy narrowed her eyes. "What did you do, Kurt?" 
‘lm just asking a question" 
‘It's an awfully specific question” 


"lll answer yours if you answer mine," said Kurt, putting his fork down 


She sighed. "Honey, of course | feel like saying something. And if Kim had done anything like that, you'd bet I'd 


say something. I'd say something if Frances was ever in that position, God forbid." 
"What if you don't know them, though?" 
"Did you do something while you were in LA?" 


Kurt grabbed his glass of milk and drank from it, hoping to cut off any protestations from his stomach before 
they started. "|, uh.." he put his glass down, "l.. may have gotten my ass kicked by R. Kelly's bodyguards." 


"Wait, what?" Wendy straightened her posture, clearly alarmed. "Who's R. Kelly? What did you do?" 

"He's a singer and | told him off for dating a I5 year-old girl," said Kurt. 

"Honey, no..." 

"Nobody was going to do anything!" said Kurt, exasperated. "Nobody! That's how people get away with shit like 
this. Nobody says anything because they're afraid of getting into other people's business. They feel like it's 
being nosey. " 

Wendy set her hand down over Kurt's, and squeezed. "You care so much about people,’ she said. "You've always 
been such a sensitive boy, and | love that about you. But | also don't want you getting yourself hurt for 
messing with the wrong people. You've got so much to deal with already.” 


"| know...” 


"You have to pick your battles, hon," she said. "You can't fight them all. | know you don't want to hear that, 
but you'll wear yourself down trying. How bad did those men hurt you?" 


".. | got punched under my ribs and thrown out the back door," said Kurt, sulking in his chair as he pushed 
away his empty plate. "They said they'd do worse if | bothered their boss again" 


"And you said this was over him dating a young girl." 
Kurt nodded. 


"Well, there probably wasn't anything you could have done to help her," she said. "Unless you got in contact 
with her parents..." 


"| might just do that." 


"Do you even know who they are?" 


| know who she is." 

| don't think you should involve yourself with this anymore,” said Wendy. "You're just going to wind up hurt 
again" She stood up, and took the empty dinner plates to the kitchen to put them in the sink, and came back 
with a wet paper towel to clean up Frances's face and hands. "| don't want anything else happening to you." 
Kurt decided to drop the subject. He got up to help his mother rinse off the dishes, and once he was done, he 
asked her if he could use the phone. Wendy obliged, and Kurt dialed his home phone, listening to it ring.. once, 
twice, three times... 

"Hello?" 

"Hey Courtney," said Kurt. "ls everything alright?" 

"Everything's fine," said Courtney. "I'm taking care of it" 


"Taking care of what?" 


"Nothing you have to worry about," said Courtney. "Maybe you should spend the night at your mom's. Just in 


case?" 
"Just in case of what?" 


"Just in case our trespasser comes back," Courtney said, sounding frustrated. "Somebody came to our house 
to leave that rose. | don't want them coming back" 


"Do you know who it is?" 

"Nb." 

Courtney's answer was blunt; forceful, even, as though demanding that he not ask anymore questions. 
"Okay," said Kurt. "Ill stay with Mom. Are you sure you want to be there alone, though?" 

"lll be fine." 

"You sure?" 


" Yes." That same heavy command, again "Stay at your mom's. l've got this under control. You can come back 


tomorrow." 


He wanted to ask if she could just tell him what was going on, but he didn't feel like pushing it. "Alright," he 
said. "I'll do that. Stay safe." 


"| will," said Courtney. "I love you." 


"| love you too." 
"Goodbye, Kurt" 


"Good-" She'd hung up before Kurt could even finish the word. He hung up the old rotary phone his mom still 


had around, hearing the clink of the bell inside as the receiver went back into its cradle. 


He stayed the night, sleeping in the same bedroom he had as a kid as Frances slept in a crib set up in his little 
sister's room. He had difficulty falling asleep as he turned over Courtney's behavior in his mind. A trespasser? 
That wasn't that unusual; they were famous, after all. Weird fans leaving things by the house had happened 
before, and would no doubt happen again But Courtney had never responded quite like this to those other 
incidents. She seemed freaked out, like she did know who was doing this, and perhaps was trying to hide it from 


him... 
No. No, it couldn't be... 


He tried to banish the thought from his mind, but Ned's words about Valerie echoed in his head. She'd gone 

through a guy's garbage. She'd broken in. He realized he never disclosed any of that information to Courtney. 
Was this the first time? If not, how long had this been happening? He remembered her looking through their 
mail intently, but never thought anything of it.. 


Did Valerie find hm? 


Kurt hadn't brought up Valerie once to Courtney since shortly after he confessed to sleeping with her. 
Courtney hadn't mentioned her either. If it was Valerie, why would Courtney not tell him? Or... maybe he was 
just being paranoid. Maybe this was someore else. It's not like Valerie would be the only person who might stalk 
him and his wife. It could totally be someone else. Couldn't it? 


Couldn't it? 


Sleep did not come easy, and when it did, it brought with it fitful dreams of watching planes crashing into 
buildings, into the ground, into the sea, all while Kurt couldn't even run away. Woking up, he didn't feel well- 
rested. his mother made breakfast, waffles drenched in maple syrup, and as they left, she told Kurt to not be 
a stranger, and to call her if she needed any help with Frances. He fastened her into her carseat, and drove 
home, still flipping through radio stations until he heard a song with soft cymbals and two squawking guitars 
that gave way to the sludgiest, grimiest bass he'd ever heard in his life, and a growling voice asked "ARE YOU 
READY?" 


He stopped. It was grungy, sort of, but not grunge. This was something else. The chorus was nearly 
incomprehensible.. or was that the chorus? Was it a bridge? Definitely some kind of hard rock inspired by the 


likes of Faith No More or Rage Against the Machine, but with a heavy, down-tuned bass and an almost 
schizophrenic structure that eschewed the familiar verse-chorus-verse. And as the song ended and a guitar 
squeaked and shrieked, and the radio DJ announced that this was the first time he was playing the brand new 
single by a band called Korn, and that he couldn't wait to play this song later, he was that impressed with it. 


He remembered Aaliyah describing this to him, and this was definitely not what he was expecting based on her 
description. But one thing did become very clear; this definitely was the new Big Thing for the disaffected 
youth of America after all 


